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EDITOR’S INTRODUCTION 


U NWEARIED and inseparable, Johnson and Bos- 
well move from one generation to another — the 
greatest social talker whose talk has been recorded, and 
the greatest biographer the world has ever known. Each, 
in the final sense, owes his celebrity to the Qther. But for 
Johnson, Boswell would surely be forgotten. But for 
Boswell, Johnson would simply be a man of letters im- 
portant to other men of letters and not at all a figure of 
universal fame. As it is, perhaps no other personality has t 
vaulted farther out of literature into life: hundreds of 
Johnson’s remarks have passed into common cultivated 
speech; his eccentricities are better known than other 
great men’s solidest achievements; his portrait is one 
uf the very few that everybody can recognize; and he 
has lent his name to both a discredited style of writing 
and an immensely distinguished age. Boswell, with 
greater genius, has had far less luck. Too many people 
still regard him as a land of inspired idiot, someone who 
had an unrivaled opportunity to hear Dr. Johnson talk, 
and wrote down all he said. Nothing could explain his 
achievement worse. Even as concerns hearing Dr. John- 
son talk, Boswell had fewer opportunities- than most of 
Johnson’s other intimate friends; as for merely writing 
down what his hero said, rather with the most stagger- 
ing skill he wrote it up. 

Yet, though the story will not down that Boswell the 
biographer was only accidentally great, the greatness of 

1 



2 EDITOR’S INTRODUCTION 

his biography no more requires demonstration than it 
provokes dispute; while it is Dr. Johnson himself who, 
outside his disciple’s pages, must plead for a hearing. 
The popular conception of Johnson is of someone as dull 
in his writing as he was lively in his talk. For he wrote, 
tradition has it, in stupefying polysyllables on crush- 
ingly tiresome themes: his only novel has no plot, and 
his only play no drama; his journalistic essays suggest 
the pulpit far more than the press; and his criticism is 
loaded down with such dicta as: that Lycidas is “dis- 
gusting” and that Lear is the better for a happy ending. 
Thus condemned as arid or unreadable, Johnson goes on 
— save by scholars and literary men — being virtually 
unread. And in all this he is to some degree quite fairly 
condemned. There are too many polysyllables, there is 
too much preaching; Johnson’s novel is a fraud if read 
for its story, and his play a burden, however it be read; 
while some of his critical remarks are as misguided as 
they are well known. Only it so happens that his often 
ponderous style can also be extraordinarily powerful; 
that while Johnson, in Rasselas , shows no merit as a 
story-teller, he shows considerable as a moral philos- 
opher; that the faults which submerge The Rambler 
hardly exist in the best of the Lives of the Poets ; and 
that, in spite of many wrong-headed criticisms, he is 
very nearly a great critic : v We shall always go first to 
Johnson the talker and Johnson the man; but afterwards 
we may find a different sort of pleasure in Johnson the 
biographer and Johnson the critic and Johnson the poet. 

It is, indeed, because he could be a magnificent writer 
as well as a fabulous talker and a noble human being, 
that there is nearly as much in this volume by, as about, 
him. This is not to take sides against Boswell: it was 
very tempting to make room for that personality of 
Boswell’s own which he in great measure suppressed in 
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the Life; to include many things from Boswell’s letters 
and private papers. But with the problem of space so 
pressing, I have withstood the temptation on what 
seems to me sensible grounds. Boswell in his one great 
literary role, Boswell the biographer, is allotted well 
over half the space at my disposal. Boswell as auto- 
biographer is incredibly fascinating, but his autobi- 
ographical writings have, in the last analysis, a higher 
psychological than artistic interest; furthermore, to be- 
come of value they must be read in bulk. A sampling 
of his “confessions” would distort far more than it would 
reveal. We represent Boswell best by representing him 
at his own artistic best: and so have space besides to 
represent Johnson justly. This means a little more than 
merely giving over the remaining space to Johnson’s 
own writings. It means supplementing Boswell’s great 
portrait with the brilliant snapshots provided by others. 
Without drawing on at least Mrs. Piozzi and Fanny 
Burney, this book would have omitted some of the most 
striking anecdotes and lifelike touches of Johnson that 
exist. 

The greatness of Boswell’s Life of Johnson rests on 
a number of things — one of them, very obviously, the 
wonderful potentialities of its subject. Johnson had, in a 
surpassing degree, qualities that awaken universal in- 
terest. He had massive force, all the bursting vigor of 
a man seldom given to fear or to forbearance, a man 
who was in many ways a hero, yet in certain ways a 
bully. He had enormous color: with his queer habits and 
grotesque appearance, his odd mannerisms and peculiar 
superstitions, he was in fact a monumental “character.” 
He had tremendous wit: his comments are among the 
most striking, and his repartees among the most pulver- 
izing, on record. To listen to him must have been — for 
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it still is — a really notable experience; more than any 
other Englishman, it has been said, he raised "a life of 
talk to the level of a life of action.” Moreover, there was 
something so unchartable and eruptive about Johnson 
as to lend to his drawing-room appearances an atmos- 
phere of continuous drama. 

To chronicle the life of such a man is clearly to start 
off with immense advantages. But it does not begin to 
explain Boswells achievement, for other men chronicled 
that life without ever approaching that achievement. 
Nor does the fact that Boswell slaved away far harder 
at the job explain it much better. Boswell, to be sure, 
went to the great trouble of getting down much more 
about Johnson, and getting it down- much more accu- 
rately, than anybody else. But all experience favors the 
judgment that stenography is rather the enemy than the 
ally of skill; that without selection and arrangement and 
shading and stress there can be no true effect of art; and 
few would deny that Boswell’s Life provides a very 
powerful effect of art. The more familiar with it one be- 
comes, the surer one feels (even without the evidence 
of the Notebooks) that it has been creatively worked 
up; and that even where Boswell may have been no 
more than faithful in what he recorded, he had earlier 
been discriminating in what he recalled. Sainte-Beuve 
said of Mme. Recamier that she "remembered with 
taste”; it might be said of Boswell that he remembered 
with wit. If nothing about Johnson seemed too trivial to 
him, some things may, for all that, have seemed too dull; 
and such things he expunged, not deliberately from his 
"minutes,” but by instinct from his mind. Besides, Bos- 
well’s reports of Johnsons conversations are seldom 
purely stenographic reports; they are for the most part 
commotion recollected in tranquillity; they have been re- 
constructed, with the aid of notes, from memory, and 
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are in the final sense the product of Boswells artistic 
“ear,” of his unerring sense of what constituted the 
Johnsonian statement and the Johnsonian style. 

Thus, in what appears as the most slavish element in 
the writing of the Life — the word-for-word setting 
down of Johnson’s talk — industry was abetted by in- 
geniousness ; and from that known fact we may proceed 
to facts less knowable in contending that Boswell was 
far more an artist than an ape. An ape might have caught 
Johnson’s single statements, but only a man of great ca- 
pacities could have written up, as Boswell wrote them, 
many-voiced and rounded scenes. Here, in the pauses, 
the changes of pace, the build of the argument and the 
sting of the rejoinders, there exists an expert dramatic 
sense for controlling dialogue. In the most famous of the 
scenes — Johnson’s interview with George III, his first 
encounter with Wilkes, his meeting with his old school- 
fellow Mr. Edwards — Boswell is very great, but we may 
also concede that the circumstances are very showy: it 
is rather where the situation is less certainly dramatic 
that Boswell reveals his true mettle. And of course he 
reveals it in yet another way on those- numerous occa- 
sions when he acts as Dr. Johnson’s straight man, hold- 
ing the match to set off the fireworks (and often getting 
badly burned) . 

Yet, without industry, without even the worst kind of 
drudgery, Boswell could never have brought off such a 
Life ; for second only to his efforts to get down what he 
heard were his efforts to get down what he did not hear; 
his running ‘half over London ... to fix a date cor- 
rectly”^ his shaking every tree of knowledge for its pos- 
sible fruit; his badgering one man for a letter of John- 
son’s and another man for an anecdote; his sitting up 
till all hours to rifle his memory and recast his jottings: 
it was only such assiduity that made possible such a 
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Life as Boswell's, composed on such as Boswell's meth- 
ods. 

Though Boswell himself may have idealized Johnson, 
Boswell's Life set out to portray him exactly as he was 
— to paint in every wart, and every hair on every wart, 
which at once indicates how realistic the portrait was to 
be, how intimate, and how detailed. To Boswell him- 
self, Johnson seemed so transcendently great that his 
foibles and failings could do nothing worse than make 
him human; but to us, the miracle of Boswell's exact 
and unsparing portrayal is that Johnson did not issue 
forth a monster. It is often forgotten, and often perhaps 
not known, how revolutionary a biographer Boswell 
was: never before had any biography treated its subject 
at such close range, in so strong a light, so largely in his 
own words, so strikingly on his own terms. Despite Bos- 
well's frequent irruptions into eulogy — which oftener 
than not defeat their purpose by their fatuousness — 
Johnson must ultimately fend for himself, for he is never 
accorded either the dignity or the glamour of distance. 
"I will not," Boswell asserted, "make my tiger a cat to 
please anybody.’") In the matter of brushwork, no biog- 
rapher has ever come close to Boswell, though most 
subsequent biographers have been in some degree Bos- 
wellian. The pudgy Scot is one of the very few men 
in literature who have managed both to formulate a 
method and to carry it through to perfection; he is one 
of even fewer men who, though monstrous egoists, have 
remained consistently objective artists. 

For all its greatness, Boswell's Life provides an in- 
complete and perhaps too simple view of Johnson- 
other contemporaries saw him in a pretty different 
light, and later biographers in much clearer perspective. 
Boswell's Life is also, in a sense, too static; and as I 
venture to think, too long. This second judgment is not 
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brought forth to suit the occasion, to justify the abridged 
version offered here* Everybody owes himself the ex- 
perience of reading Boswell through. But the uncut 
Life does suffer from outright longueurs as opposed to 
mere extensive length. Boswell did remember some 
things that are dull, and did (for all his wariness) in- 
clude some things that interested himself much more 
than other people, or his own age much more than ours* 
We could do, I think, without a single one of the law- 
suits on which Boswell sought Johnson's advice; with 
much less about religion, with fewer eulogies, without 
certain of Johnsons letters and some of other people’s. 

At any age one can be caught up in Boswell and ap- 
preciate the great virtues of his portrait of Johnson; but 
I suspect that one must be a good way past youth to 
appreciate the great virtues of Johnson himself . 1 That 
he was a magnificent talker one knows from the outset; 
but it needs a certain hard-won knowledge of the world 
to realize that he was also a magnificent man. For the 
man represents, on one side, almost everything an en- 
lightened and forward-looking citizen of today must 
deprecate or condemn. He was not simply a staunch, he 
was a prejudiced and even to a degree a* benighted, 
Tory. He believed in inequality and championed sub- 
ordination; Whigs — and all the more as they corre- 
sponded to something approaching modern liberals — 
he detested and denounced; unlike almost every other 
great Englishman of his day, unlike even such feudal- 
minded Tories as Boswell, he opposed the claims of 
Wilkes in the Middlesex elections and the grievances 
of the American colonists; he supported rank, and 


*1 know that is true of myself; even what I put in print about 
Johnson a few years back seems to me,* though sound enough m 
kind, very inadequate in .degree. 
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showed every formal deference to a lord. Moreover, he 
was very nearly as great a bigot in religion as he was 
a Tory in politics — so much an adherent of the Estab- 
lished Church that in Scotland he refused to go of a 
Sunday to the kirk. And to make matters more dif- 
ficult, there is not just the rigidity of his beliefs but the 
violence with which he espoused them. Which calls up 
that last infirmity of a noble mind — Johnson’s often in- 
defensible social behavior. He could be both the worst 
of boors and the worst of bullies. “Those,” said Wraxall, 
'whom Johnson could not . . . vanquish ... by his 
intellect, he silenced by his rudeness.” He very often 
“talked for victory,” and then might say anything that 
came into his head, and less say than shout it. He could 
get violently angry; he could be shamefully unjust; he 
could become outrageously insulting; and between be- 
ing testy and taurine, he could disrupt — it is strange 
that he did not sometimes empty — a drawing room. And 
when he left the drawing room for the dinner table, he 
might easily double the offense, for then one might be 
as disgusted watching him bolt his food as one was ap- 
palled hearing him whiplash his neighbors. 

Yet if Dr. Johnson was all these things, he was im- 
measurably more than the sum of them. He had, I think, 
a larger nature, a truer benignity, a profounder humane- 
ness than any other English writer of his age. Even his 
faults live understandably inside the framework of his 
mind, or can be ascribed in part to the infirmities of his 
body. Johnson s religious bigotry, for example, was actu- 
ated not by passionate belief but by a strong tendency 
toward disbelief. He, like Swift, had to be a rigid 
churchman because he was not naturally a religious one; 
each had a skeptical mind, and sensed that if he ever 
conceded anything, he might wind up conceding all. 
Johnson happened also to be weighed down by his 
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moral sense; he was painfully aware of how far he fell 
short of perfect virtue, and dreaded the thought that 
at the Judgment Day he might be held to have fallen 
too far short. Relative goodness offered no consolation: 
“The better a man is, the more afraid he is of death, 
having a clearer view of infinite purity.” God, for John- 
son, was someone not to love but to fear; no man ever 
got less comfort from his faith, or more perturbation. 
In the famous colloquy with Dr. Adams there was no 
talking for effect: Johnson meant literally what he said. 
“I am afraid,” he remarked, “I may be one of those 
who shall be damned.” “What do you mean,” inquired 
Adams, “by being damned?” “Sent to Hell, Sir,” John- 
son thundered back, 'and punished everlastingly.” John- 
sons morbid horror of death was certainly as much 
founded on the idea of damnation as on the idea of 
dissolution. His sort of believer could hardly help being 
his sort of bigot. 

Johnson, again, was a Tory on principles that must be 
rejected but need not be misunderstood. To begin with, 
one can fairly point out that there was almost no self- 
interest in his Toryism. Rather was it rooted in that per- 
fectly empirical view of life which concludes that all 
men are created unequal — not in worldly position alone, 
but in physique, in personality, in moral stamina, in in- 
tellectual capacity. Johnson saw life so; he also saw life 
much too pessimistically to have any faith in progress; 
and so saw nothing iniquitous in making the structure 
of society loosely conform to a ‘law” of nature. And in 
Johnsons view, the more arbitrarily it conformed to it, 
the less cause there was for individual resentment. If it 
is by pure accident that a man is born a lord, then the 
man who is not bom one is far less stigmatized than if 
he had had the chance to become one and failed. John- 
son really believed that accepting one's place in society 
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— at least as a convention — tended in the long run to 
make the individual happier. He saw in “the perpetual 
struggle for precedence” all the seeds of human dissatis- 
faction and rancor; while the new democratic concep- 
tion of equality he thought mere cant. Everybody, he 
declared, talked of leveling up, but nobody of leveling 
down; and when, to test Mrs. Macaulay's equalitarian 
professions, he bade her invite her footman sit down 
and dine with them, he was smugly pleased to note how 
irritated she became. Moreover, it was one of Johnsons 
contentions that the ordinary man cares little about po- 
litical equality; what he wants is personal liberty, the 
right to live his day-by-day life as he pleases. So far as 
he went, Johnson was probably right; only it seems 
never to have occurred to him that the two things might 
be crucially interdependent; his political obtuseness 
quite canceled out his psychological insight. The dan- 
gers of despotism Johnson airily disposed of by declaring 
that whenever a ruler becomes too despotic, the people. 
Will rise up and cut off his head. 

He was, I am afraid — even for his own age — an arch- 
conservative. But despite the foolish pamphlets he wrote 
and the ingenious nonsense he talked (a good deal of 
it largely for effect), his practices often contraverted his 
principles, and his ethics were vastly superior to his 
politics. He could defy a lord as well as defer to one, 
and denounce injustice even more strenuously than he 
supported privilege. He would certainly have agreed 
with that monstrously undemocratic but not irrespon- 
sible belief of Burke s, that “though nothing should be 
done by the people, everything should be done for 
them.” He himself did for them everything he could; 
whatever must be charged against Johnsons ability to 
think, very little can be levied against his capacity to 
feel. Fox the poor and disinherited and Oppressed he 
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had more than profound compassion; he had real under- 
stands^ He had lived very much in the world, he had 
been poor and miserable himself; and in respect of pov- 
erty, the pompous moralist was never imposed upon, 
was always roused to anger, by the glib moralizing of 
others: ^ 

“Sir,” run the famous words, “all the arguments which are 
brought to represent poverty as no evil show it to be evi- 
dently a great evil. You never find people laboring to con- 
vince you that you may live very happily upon a plentiful 
fortune.” 

Indeed, the plight of the poor only made him impatient 
with the dislocations of the well-off: 

“The sight of people who want food and raiment is so 
common in great cities, that a surly fellow like me has no 
compassion to spare for wounds given only to vanity and 
softness.” 

And Johnson did much more than abhor such outrages 
as the slave trade or imprisonment for debt; he did 
much more than relieve such patent distresses as home- 
lessness and hunger. He loathed every pseudo-pious and 
Sanctimonious move to curtail or condemn the pleasures 
of the poor( He knew to what crumbs of enjoyment the 
poor were reduced; he knew why they got unruly, he 
knew why they got drunk. He cast no stones, first or 
last, at them: instead he spoke up for the few “sweet- 
eners of their existence,” he consorted with the “Laurin- 
das” and Bet Flints, and took streetwalkers under his 
own roof to be nursed back to health, and when he came 
upon better days, spent on himself a mere fraction of his 
income. We all remember how he filled his house with 
dependents, but we may have forgotten the sort of 
atmosphere they created: “Williams hates everybody. 
Levet hates Desmoulines, and does not love Williams. 
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Desmoulines hates them both. Poll loves none of them.” 
Yet the surly fellow bore patiently with them all. 

Johnson, moreover, rather did good by stealth than 
ever seek to paint himself as better than he was. He de- 
tested what seemed to him false or fulsome sentiment. 
‘When a butcher,” he remarked, “tells you that his heart 
bleeds for his country, he has in fact no uneasy feeling.” 
Time and again he insisted that other people’s troubles 
never really disturb our own enjoyments; that one never 
slept the worse, or ate the less, for this friend’s suffer- 
ings or that friend’s loss. It was in matters of this sort 
that he rang all the changes on “Clear your mind of 
cant”; ' in condemning fictitious virtue, Johnson even 
contrived a kind of fictitious cynicism. In the matter of 
“cant,” Johnson himself may have indulged in a meas- 
ure of cant-in-reverse; the word, at any rate, acquired a 
pretty loose meaning in Johnson s mouth, and was made 
to embrace some things that simply aroused his im- 
patience. Such a famous statement as “No man but a 
blockhead ever wrote except for money” is not to be 
taken quite literally. It does not signify the philistines 
contempt for the artist, but rather, as Leslie Stephen 
says, the professional’s contempt for the amateur. And 
fundamentally Johnson’s war against cant constitutes a 
sound protest against flattering self-deceptions, against 
man’s desire to seem finer-grained or sweeter-natured 
than he is. 

As for Johnson’s personal faults — his bullying, his 
boorishness, his abusive manner when opposed — they 
may, while staining the brightness of his aura, light up 
a little the darkness of his soul. For Johnson was all his 
life a scarred and sick and deeply melancholy man. He 
could not see or hear well; he had been disfigured in in- 
fancy by scrofula; he was wracked by dropsy and 
asthma and gout,’ and tormented by sleeplessness; and 
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he must always have inwardly suffered from an appear- 
ance that earned him such sobriquets as Polyphemus 
and Caliban. Such a man had only the force of mind, 
only the power of personality, wherewith to leave his 
mark on others; and, burdened with pain, was not 
likely to be too nice in how he did it. Then too, as many 
people have observed, with his blunted sight and hear- 
ing he was not very aware of his behavior, of how 
fiercely he glared and how furiously he bellowed. But 
the worst of all the maladies besetting Johnson was that 
profound melancholy which so often overpowered him 
and which, save only at intervals, he never threw off. 
Swift had had something like it, too — though in Swift 
there was great frustration of living and rancor against 
life — and in the end it drove Swift mad; but Johnson 
fought indomitably against it, and against the madness 
he forever feared. “I will be conquered; I will not ca- 
pitulate,’ 7 said Johnson on his deathbed-f-Johnson who 
elsewhere asserted that there had never been a week 
he would choose to live over again!' He had, if anyone 
ever had it, character; far more than he was a moralist, 
he was a man. The moralist might speak in abstractions 
from the mind; but time and again the man spoke out, 
with intense feeling, from the heart. We do not easily 
forget such things as Johnsons comment on his mar- 
riage, “I have known what it was to have a wife, and I 
have known what it was to lose a wife 9 ; or his comment 
about drunkenness — “He who makes a beast of himself, 
gets rid of the pain of being a man ” „ 

And irascible and ill-humored as Johnson could be, he 
was not ill-natured. It is almost a proof of how little real 
malevolence was in him that he played up his “hatreds” 
with humorous ostentation, making fun of Scotchmen, 
fulminating against Whigs. And in the very noise of 
such explosions there dwelt that terrific gusto that coun- 
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tervailed against melancholy and, along with his strength 
o£ character, saved Johnson from despair. For, sad and 
sick, Johnson yet loved life in every part of him, body 
and belly, heart and mind. 

And if the boor and the bully were largely the prod- 
uct of his ills, they were almost the conscious product. 
In referring to the contretemps with Chesterfield, he 
acutely distinguished his pride from Chesterfield's as 
defensive pride; and so might we distinguish much of 
his high-handedness as defensive high-handedness. As 
Joseph Wood Krutch more or less remarks in his very 
discerning biography, Johnson had to be a bully to 
avoid being a butt, for the penalty of not enforcing 
peoples rather terrified respect must have been to court 
their merciless derision. A stranger could only be ap- 
palled by Johnson's looks; even his most devoted ad- 
mirers could barely keep a straight face at moments 
when this grotesque wall of flesh too grandly pontifi- 
cated. Once, indeed, Henry Thrale was downright cut- 
ting about it: "There, there," he broke in, "now we have 
had enough for one lecture. Dr. Johnson; we will not 
be upon education any more till after dinner, if you 
please." The grotesque appearance and the pompous 
manner were a ludicrous combination; yet everything 
considered, the manner was better suited to the appear- 
ance than any other would have been. It was sound 
in Johnson, who must have failed with an informal 
approach, to assume a magisterial one. Not that there 
was anything studied about it: in Johnson's bullying 
there was something defensive, and shaped by vanity; 
but his high manner, his symposiarch role, were largely 
born with him, concomitants of his enormous self-respect. 
He was by nature eminent as he was by nature odd. 

But his eminence and his oddness alike made him a 
very lonely man, one who hungered to be loved and 
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longed to be “normal.” The craving to be loved, to be 
remembered, to be included, breaks out again and again, 
never more poignantly than in some of the later letters 
to Mrs. Thrale. But the less exposed pathos of his life 
lay in how gratified he was, not by what was extraordi- 
nary in him, but in what he fancied might seem normal. 
He undoubtedly took pleasure in those various displays 
of physical strength and health that are preserved of 
him — the riding to hounds, the swimming in the sea, 
the midnight “frisks,” the boyish rolls downhill; but 
how much more he took pride. We smile, watching him 
bustle about as one of Thrale’s executors; but it was not 
mere self-importance that made him delight in his 
bourgeois role; it was also the sense of being a normal 
man of the world. So too his light and playful manner 
toward young girls and pretty women masks something 
stronger than playfulness. Even though his marriage 
with a woman almost twice his age be accepted as a 
real love match, Johnson may have partly cherished it 
— a little more than he knew — as the primary experi- 
ence of normal life. For his was never really a normal 
life; and deep down, Johnson knew it. And he knew it 
for what was odd no less than for what was eminent 
about him; beyond feeling the pangs of illness and the 
clutch of melancholy and the fear of madness and the 
terror of death, Johnson felt — more than most of us — 
how painfully each man lives in this world alone. His 
was not even a normal nature: “Have you not observed,” 
he wrote to Mrs. Thrale, . . that my genius is always 
in extremes; that I am very noisy, or veiy silent; l very 
gloomy, or very merry; very sour, or very kind?” / With 
all he had to face and fight off, his was indeed a very 
great achievement in living. The sick man never became 
an invalid. The pessimist never became a cynic. The 
sufferer, though not free from self-pity, never ceased 
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to feel compassion for others. The rigid moralist never 
turned into a puritan; no man, in fact, of such narrow 
views ever had broader sympathies. And few men with 
such turbulent natures ever showed greater self-control. 
As I have said elsewhere, it was a wonderful triumph 
of character that such a man confined his gluttony to 
food and repartee. 

Of Johnson the talker, there can be little new to say. 
Other men have displayed greater wisdom in conversa- 
tion, and even greater wit; but I can think of no one 
who has been so consistently pointed and pungent, elec- 
trical and alive; or who, by his spoken words, has con- 
veyed so much personality and character. For what he 
goes on being, Johnson chiefly has Boswell to thank; but 
not for what he was. Johnson's own age, an age very 
notable for conversation, considered him every bit as 
great a talker as we do; indeed, his talk was one of the 
wonders of that age. And what is finest about Johnsons 
talk is the sheer talk itself, not the substance, not the 
significance of it. On that score, we can only be de- 
lighted that Johnson was often wrongheaded in con- 
versation, and sometimes absurd. We can only be de- 
lighted that people regarded Johnson as a sage, for he 
exerted himself to hold forth like a sage, and could be 
almost more rewarding when he pontificated than when 
he actually was wise. In him the power of expression 
was very nearly an equivalent of the power of thought 
— though there could also be, on occasion, most decided 
power of thought. But the pith and picturesqueness, 
the energy and ingenuity , 1 stand out as something great 
in itself; and it is no wonder that Johnson's constant 


1 In his prose, Johnson frequently turns the concrete into the ab- 
stract, but in his talk he does the reverse, clothing most of his ideas 
in vivid images and metaphors. 
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concern in discussion was not what arguments he should 
muster but which side he should take. 

There can be little question, I think, that in his pro- 
nouncements Johnson was nearly as often wrong as he 
was right; or, which is as unsatisfactory, that he usually 
insisted on things being black or white, where more 
judicious men would allow that they were gray. Once 
he had unraveled (as he thought) the threads, and un- 
knotted the kinks; once, that is, he had displayed to the 
full his dialectical skill, the matter was settled, the 
truth stood revealed. And certainly it must have seemed 
the truth to all but the most obstinate or perspicacious 
of his hearers. In talk Johnson had so superlative a gift 
for being pointed that it needed sharp judgment to 
grasp whether what he said was also to the point. Quite 
often it was not; Johnson's arguments could be as ir- 
relevant as they were dazzling. 

Yet we do get from his talk far more than just gym- 
nastics or boldness or wit; we get a man with a con- 
sidered view of the world , 1 a man who was enormously 
intelligent 2 about many things and remarkably unillu- 
sioned about many more; and we get a downrightness 
that is almost as valuable as it is engaging. What an- 
swer could be better than Johnson's when asked if he 
would write a preface to the work of a dunce: “Yes, 
Sir; and say he was a dunce.” What could be more 
winningly honest or generally true than: “Mrs. Montagu 
has dr opt me. Now, Sir, there are people whom one 
should like very well to drop, but would not wish to 
be dropt by.” But all this particularizing seems of small 
account beside the great central fact about Johnson's 

1 “Human life is everywhere a state, in which much is to be en- 
dured and little to be enjoyed.” 

2 Sir Walter Raleigh wrote in one of his letters of “Johnson’s 
amazing intelligence, which, while he lived, made what he thought 
of you more important than what you thought of him.” 
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talk — its sheer fascination. It is almost literally mag- 
netic, in that it draws us to it, even where we have it 
by heart, over and over again. 

Johnson occupied a very distinguished place in the 
London of his later days; but even in an age that re- 
garded his writings as highly as his talk, that place was 
anything but absolute. Many important people of his 
time, some for sound reasons and some for snobbish 
ones, some from clashing temperament and some from 
injured vanity, could not abide him. He, who so strongly 
defended rank, refused to flatter the highborn and so, 
all too often, failed to please them. “Great lords and 
great ladies,” he remarked, “don't like to have their 
mouths stopped”: and the fact is worth repeating that 
“only one man of hereditary title,” Sir Charles Bunbury, 
attended Johnsons funeral. But the lords and ladies, 
and many people who were neither, had good reason 
for resenting the way their mouths were stopped; and 
Mrs. Boswell is not to be wondered at for saying she 
had seen many a bear led by a man, but never before 
a man led by a bear. We know too, though fortunately 
Johnson did not, that even some of the titled folk who 
courted him did so very much on their own terms: 
Lady Lucan used to suggest sending for Dr. Johnson 
when there was to be no other company. Late in his 
life he became so overbearing and ill-mannered that 
people refused invitations to the Thrales if they knew 
he was to be there. Beyond all that, we may suppose 
that certain people always found Johnson's ideas un- 
congenial and repressive; in literature as in politics and 
religion his thought traveled backward; and a man who 
loudly execrated Voltaire, Hume, and Rousseau must 
have seemed, to his modern-minded contemporaries, a 
pretty obstructive anachronism. 

Yet Johnson did have a very large and distinguished 
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circle — a fact, indeed, that is constantly flung at us as 
part proof of how great and conquering he was. Such 
'proof' has never carried as much weight with me as 
I daresay it should — not only because Johnson triumphs 
without it but because a large part of Johnson's circle 
leaves me cold. Rattle off the big names how you will, 
they still fail, most of them, to be very enticing. They 
seem — for all they came together to be edified — a little 
smug; and simply for so coming together, a little prig- 
gish . The Literary Club, with its phalanx of bishops 
and bishops-to-be, shows a decided ecclesiastical tinge; 
and, all in all, many of Johnson's friends had a very ro- 
bust sense of their own moral superiority. One of the 
great virtues of Johnson's strongly charged presence is 
that he saved various gatherings from becoming stuffy. 
(On the other hand, it may have been an awareness of 
the Great Moralist's presence that induced some of the 
stuffiness.) Still, it is a question how much we should 
have liked a good many of Johnson's friends — not only 
Thrale and Sir John Hawkins, Fanny Burney and Han- 
nah More, or from the earlier days, Richardson and 
Savage; but even that sinuous climber and polished 
hypocrite, Sir Joshua, even the illustrious Burke . 1 In some 
ways, the two most maligned of Johnson's intimates, 
Boswell and Mrs. Thrale, seem among the most con- 
genial. 

Mrs. Thrale was very much a society hostess and 
something of a lion-hunter; and in bagging Johnson, 
she and her husband acquired not just a monumental 
object for display, but someone who brought with him 
a whole procession of big game. As a hostess, Hetty 


1 Perhaps no century has produced so many distinguished or so 
many really interesting personalities as the eighteenth; yet among the 
personages who have survived, very few seem to me genuinely like- 
able; nor are those we like necessarily those we are able to esteem. 
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fizzed and foamed and doubtless drew upon all those 
artful little insincerities that enhance the enjoyment of 
guests. She was a superficial woman, proud of her 
family connections (the more so for having married a 
brewer) and pleased with her social success. But at 
her own level she seems both attractive and amusing; 
her prattle must have been far more engaging than the 
solemn pronouncements of the has bleus ; and her vi- 
vacity seems as inborn as its manifestations seem oc- 
casionally contrived. In her relations with her husband, 
certainly it is she who gains our sympathy. She had 
never loved the cold authoritarian to whom she had 
been more or less married off; and she must have known 
he was constantly unfaithful to her, since she must have 
known he was periodically diseased. In her relations 
with Johnson, she was amiable and thoughtful until 
near the end; and near the end she behaved no more 
selfishly, and a good deal more politely, than he did. 
Their whole relationship involves as much that is funda- 
mental in human nature as that is fine. Streatham got 
from Johnson the prestige of his presence, and its host- 
ess the regard and devotion of a great man; Johnson got 
from Streatham all the luxury he delighted in, and that 
sense of home he had always craved. On the whole, 
the Thrales needed Johnson less than he needed them; 
and with the passing years, Mrs. Thrale perhaps found 
the lion she had bagged uncomfortably leonine; yet, 
even in the full face of his reserving his deepest regard 
for her husband, she did all she could to make Johnson 
easy and happy. The marriage to Piozzi, so far as it 
concerned Hetty herself, was unexceptionable; and, as 
it turned out, a genuine success. The marriage, so far 
as it concerned Johnson, was one of those unhappy 
blows that cannot be condemned, that can only be re- 
gretted. For the sick and lonely old man, watching the 
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door slowly close on what seemed to him his nearest 
approach to happiness, we can only be deeply sorry; but 
the man, wrapped up in his aches and infirmities, was 
decidedly querulous; in his attitude toward Piozzi he 
was notably unfair; and in his first rebuff of Mrs. Thrale, 
he was plainly insulting. To take sides in the matter 
would be to ignore the fact that both people were hu- 
man beings. In the storybook sense, Hetty might for 
a year or two have held off marrying Piozzi to minister 
to Johnson; but that is not how people act, or can even 
be expected to act, in real life. In any case, her essential 
consideration for Johnson, and Johnson’s essential great- 
ness of heart, alike stand forth in almost the very last 
words that he ever addressed to her: 'Whatever I can 
contribute to your happiness I am very ready to repay, 
for that kindness which soothed twenty years of a life 
radically wretched.” 

In any rapid view of Boswell, the faults must seem 
glaring and the man absurd. He could be an offensive 
toady, and then again could strut like a crow in the 
gutter. He not only rang the most impressive doorbells, 
but announced himself as a most desirable caller. And 
having pushed in among great men, he proceeded to 
ask them extremely impertinent questions. Most times 
he was something of a busybody, and sometimes a con- 
summate nuisance. Anything but self-effacing when 
sober, he grew noisy, silly, and garrulous when drunk. 
Obsessed with family dignity, he had absolutely no 
dignity of his own; and pursuing the most ticklish enter- 
prises, proved to be utterly wanting in tact. 

Yet this man became, in varying degrees, the friend of 
Johnson, Reynolds, Goldsmith, Garrick, Burke, Wilkes, 
Paoli, Hume, Rousseau, Voltaire, of grave bishops and 
fine ladies, and a diner-out who clearly added to the 
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gaiety and even the solidity of countless gatherings. He 
was, said Johnson, "a man whom everybody liked,” and 
“the best traveling companion in the world.” Since 
what made him a fool could hardly have made him a 
favorite, he must have had very saving social virtues. 
Two such stand out: good nature and high spirits. He 
could talk well and lead talk on, he could make people 
feel he was glad to be with them, and perhaps make 
them feel glad to be with one another. The lively com- 
panion was also a pretty skillful catalyst: he was con- 
stantly bringing people together that he thought would 
like each other, or no longer not like each other; and 
this risky and usually unwelcome maneuver for the most 
part succeeded. Certainly Boswell sought in all this to 
indulge his curiosity and add to his prestige; but there 
was present, too, a genuine benevolence. In a world 
where most meddling hints at mischief, and even the 
best of us get secret pleasure from seeing our friends 
at odds, Boswell delighted in watching enemies bury 
the hatchet. He had too in his relations with people a 
sympathy and sincerity that went beyond the effusive 
compliments he paid them. During an age when most 
people were forced to be on their dignity and to care 
desperately about appearances — when most people, that 
is, were 'under a social strain — Boswell must have of- 
fered considerable, though it was only comic, relief. 
What made him a fool could hardly have made him a 
favorite; yet it need not have cost him much favor. 
Most people do not find it hard to like those whom they 
despise a little. 

In solitude as in society, deep down as straight out, 
the man was a tissue of contrarieties. He was both 
cocksure and uncertain of himself; painfully self-search- 
ing yet comically self-deluded; a Tory in his beliefs and 
an anarchist in his behavior; unable to curb any of his 
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physical cravings, yet capable of the stupendous disci- 
pline needed to complete the Life; romantic about love 
yet rakish about women; an inflexible snob and a born 
mixer; irrepressibly gay and morbidly gloomy. "Had 
JBoswell been invented by a novelist/’ Bertrand Bronson 
has recently written, "we should at once reject the char- 
acter as an amiable monster”: perhaps it is simpler to 
say that Boswell is a character no novelist would have 
the audacity to invent. Obviously, Boswell was utterly 
unstable; and the rush and retreat of his emotions, the 
surge and collapse of his ego, the veering activities, the 
shifting goals, the Icarian flights, the broken resolu- 
tions, the constant self-recriminations, and always the 
punctual re-emergence of confidence and hope, made 
a tangled tragicomedy of Boswell’s life. No impulse 
went unchecked, no emotion long held sway. It was 
merely fatuous of Boswell to stmt about the Stratford 
Jubilee, or dress up fit to kill when he called on Pitt or 
Voltaire. It was childish showing-off in him, in the audi- 
ence at Drury Lane, to imitate the lowing of a cow and 
become so enraptured with the applause that he at- 
tempted "other animals, but with very inferior effect.” 
It was normal rather than not, on hearing of his mother’s 
death, to rush out to a brothel. But there were odder 
facets. Consider his having two friends try separately 
to bribe his mistress out of remaining faithful to him; 
consider pus bidding his best friend ask the girl Boswell 
wanted to marry whether she didn’t think the Boswells 
were a little mad. But if such connivings — and they in- 
clude things like not writing to Johnson to see whether 
Johnson would write to him — spring from an almost 
diseased vanity and a recurring self-doubt, they also 
bespeak a curiosity nearly as disinterested as it is con- 
suming. There mlay have been enough of the masochist 
in Boswell to play with fire out of an obscure wish to be 
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burnt; but there was yet a passionate interest in psy- 
chological processes, in human reactions, in whatever 
provided a clue to behavior or an insight into motive. 
And with his powerful desire to know went a staggering 
perseverance to find out. What is stable in Boswell is 
the compulsion to record, to fathom, to compass his 
instability. , 

He belongs indeed with those very few beings — 
Pepys and Rousseau are others — in whom the fierce 
need to confess the truth was united with the very rare 
ability. Only these few men have not required some 
sort of mask, or not wound up striking some sort of at- 
titude. Possibly it was Boswell’s permitting himself so 
much play-acting and fancy dress in public, his lack of 
inhibitions on the social stage, that helped him not to 
play-act on paper. We may allow that he possessed that 
extreme of egoism that preferred stating what was dis- 
creditable about himself to suppressing it. Even so, 
there was something else, something “scientific,” some 
compulsion in the deepest and yet least involved part 
of his nature that made him ferret out the truth and 
then hold it boldly up to the light. Anyone both so 
passionately self-interested and so passionately disin- 
terested in his probing must be accounted, by his very 
rarity, a kind of genius. Nor need we be surprised if 
that kind of genius also proves to be a kind of fool, if 
he has no intellectual values corresponding to his tem- 
peramental virtues. Boswell is in a certain sense like 
Saint-Simon. Neither man had any mind worth talking 
about, and both men held fast to absurdly outmoded 
ideas about society. But both were magnificent observ- 
ers of themselves as well as of others, both could con- 
summately portray, and both were always prepared to 
face and confess the truth. 

In his friendship with Johnson, Boswell found the 
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most fruitful and fortunate element in his life, but it 
was after all only an element. Boswell saw Johnson in- 
tensively but infrequently, and even when he rattled 
down to London from Scotland, it was to spend much 
of his time with a very different sort of people. He 
‘sallied forth like a roaring Lion after girls” from whom 
he all too often caught "the venereal disorder”; he drank 
hard and turned up at times in polite society drunk; he 
could seldom resist a Tyburn hanging; and on occasion 
he hankered as much for the company of a Wilkes as of 
a Johnson. It was indeed less his veneration for Johnson 
than his love of London and distaste for Scotland that 
kept driving him southward; in fact, he moved to Lon- 
don — against his best interests — after Johnson died. But 
Johnson did bring out the good side of the man. The 
two were alike in their politics and their piety, in their 
love of talk, in their tremendous gusto, and up to a 
point at least — for in Boswell it did not run very deep — 
their melancholy. Johnson, too, provided Boswell with 
an ideal to strive for, and in some sense served as a 
father to a man who found his own father cold and 
censorious. It would be quite wrong to suppose that 
Boswell played the hypocrite with Johnson: for though 
he concealed his wenching that amounted almost to 
satyriasis, his desire for the good life was altogether 
sincere: if Hell is paved, then Boswell was padded, with 
good intentions. The relationship prospered rather more 
Sian less because of Johnson s flare-ups and rebuffs, for 
Boswell needed to have a mentor quite as much as 
Johnson needed to be one. As for Boswell’s dissolute 
side, Johnson probably guessed its existence but not its 
extent. But who, not knowing, could? To read Boswell’s 
'letters to Temple after reading Boswell’s Life of Johnson 
is to come upon something really schizophrenic. Yet this 
was a remarkable schizophrene indeed, one half of him 
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providing a supreme achievement in art, the other—* 
in the letters, journals, and private papers — a unique 
and astounding revelation in psychology. 

u 

Though, for the general public, Johnson's pomposity 
and polysyllables still stick to him like burs, in the 
literary world of our time he has regained much of his 
old eminence as a writer. The general reaction against 
romanticism has helped; almost every “classical 1 " writer 
is more highly regarded today than he was a generation 
ago. But Johnsons changed status reflects more than a 
change in taste. He is recognized as in many ways a 
distinguished and delightful writer; and has been so 
recognized chiefly because he has once again been read. 
The literary-minded have found what they had every 
reason to expect — good sense, keen insight, and tre- 
mendous personal force; but they have also found what 
may have taken them by surprise— a veiy full under- 
standing of the ways of men, robust humor and droll 
bluntness, prose of uncommon distinction and verse of 
actual grandeur. 

One must get used to Johnson. Parts of him are down- 
right unreadable; but the parts that are not tend to seem 
better with every re-reading. The intellectual frame- 
work inside which Johnson operates is not ours; it had 
begun, indeed, to be outmoded while it was still current, 
and it is just possible to contend that the last literary 
age in which Johnson would have been fully at home 
was that of Virgil and Horace. Yet inside this frame- 
work Johnson operated with great cogency, just as in- 
side the framework of a given style he forged something 
like a great one. Doubtless no one today would care to 
write like Johnson; but beyond that, no one could. 
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Johnson lacked what his century generally had: a 
capacity for prose that was neat yet natural, elegant yet 
unceremonious, and whose beauty lay not in any over- 
powering use pf language, but in its rhythm and its tone. 
The best of that prose — Sterne, Goldsmith, Gray — has 
too much temperament and breeding to tolerate mag- 
niloquence. With this style, a sort of domesticated classi- 
cal one, Johnson s has nothing in common; Johnson’s, in 
everything but sentence structure, is the child of the 
seventeenth century. Drawing heavily on the Latin ele- 
ment in the language, it can be grave, formal, and 
sonorous, and shows no affinity to speech (unless it be 
to Johnson’s own). It is a prose that when it lacks the 
right theme or the right inspiration can become hope- 
lessly heavy: 

I have discovered, by a long series of observations, that 
invention and elocution suffer great impediments from dense 
and impure vapors, and that the tenuity of a defecated air 
at a proper distance from the surface of the earth, accelerates 
the fancy, and sets at liberty those intellectual powers which 
were before shackled by too strong attraction, and unable 
to expand themselves under the pressure of a gross atmos- 
phere. 

Tlfere is enough of this kind of thing in Johnson to 
explain why his style has become a byword for ponder- 
osity. We may also condemn a side of his prose that, if 
easier to read, is no easier to relish — that side so over- 
loaded with antithesis that it wears out our patience. 
And I would concede one thing more: that it is possible, 
from temperament, to dislike the way Johnson writes, 
even when it is vigorous or expressive in its kind. Let 
us take a famous passage, where Johnson almost, but 
not quite, parodies himself: 

A grotto is not often the wish or pleasure of an English- 
man, who has more frequent need to solicit than exclude the 
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sun; but Pope's excavation was requisite as an entrance to 
his garden, and, as some men try to be proud of their defects, 
he extracted an ornament from an inconvenience, and vanity 
produced a grotto where necessity enforced a passage. 

Nobody can read that sentence without being amused 
at the author; but where some people will smile and 
turn aside, others will smile and be drawn irresistibly 
on. But this particular manner, though many of us 
would not wish it away, does not always prevail. John- 
son can be downright in a way that is almost droll. Re- 
fusing to get upset over Dryden’s being passed up for 
a fellowship at Cambridge, Johnson remarks: “Had he 
thought himself injured, he knew how to complain.” 
Or, noting that a very early work of Congreve’s won 
praise, he concludes: “I would rather praise it than read 
it.” Again and again Johnson's elaborate style becomes 
thus blunt and abrupt, and the effect is delightful. 

But the sesquipedalian style he could also handle 
with distinction; and the great paragraph which really 
opens his discussion of Shakespeare (“The Poet, of 
whose works I have undertaken the revision . . .”), or 
the last half dozen pages of that Preface, or the con- 
clusion of the Preface to the Dictionary, must take rank 
as great prose, though of not quite the greatest kind. 
Here pomposity becomes tme pomp; here something 
Roman is wedded to something English, and sentences 
that are more fitly termed periods advance their mean- 
ing in a swell of sound. 

If Johnson is known for anything to the present-day 
public, he is most likely known for Rasselas. Most of us 
“studied” it at school, and may still recall how Johnson 
wrote it in the evenings of one week to meet the ex- 
penses of his mother’s funeral. The tale of the young 
prince and the old philosopher who escape from a 
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happy, hemmed-in valley to survey the world at large 
was published the same year and follows much the same 
plan as Candide; but we shall look in vain for the liveli- 
ness, the malice, the headlong pace of Voltaire's master- 
piece. Rasselas has, in fact, none of the interest or enter- 
tainment we have the right to expect of a novel. I myself 
can read any chapter of it with pleasure, but little more 
than that without fatigue. To be sure, we should not go 
to it seeking the rewards of a novel; what it has to offer 
is much sententious wisdom and much grave, even ma- 
jestic, prose; and more particularly, the substance of 
Johnson's philosophic thought, of his settled view of life. 
It is a pessimistic and melancholy view, with the illusori- 
ness — or at least the dissolution — of happiness as its 
constant burden. If I have used nothing from Rasselas 
here, it is largely because its view of life is formulated 
as solemnly, and much more succinctly, in the finest of 
Johnsons poems. 

The Vanity of Human Wishes is, moreover, one of the 
finest poems of its kind that exists, and possibly the only 
extended thing of Johnson's upon which one can be- 
stow unsullied praise. Its kind is, to be sure, by no 
means the highest or most magnetic form of poetry; The 
Vanity of Human Wishes , loosely rendering as it does 
Juvenal's Tenth Satire, is strongly didactic verse. But to 
it Johnson has given a certain didactic grandeur, and 
he has deepened it with something tom from his own 
experience. The famous couplets have the toll of iron 
bells: 

Yet hope not life from grief or danger free, 

Nor think the doom of man reversed for thee . . . 

Johnson's periodical essays obtained for him high 
praise during his lifetime, when he was only less the 
author of The Rambler than the compiler of the Diction- 
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ary. It was chiefly in these papers, and the later Ad- 
venturers and Idlers , that Johnson won his spurs as a 
writer and his stature as a moralist. Johnson wished, of 
course, to do more in these essays than instruct and en- 
lighten; following in the wake of the Spectator , he cer- 
tainly at times wished to entertain; but it was not in his 
make-up, on such terms, to be entertaining. He had 
neither Addison’s temperament nor Addison’s touch; 
there was little about him of the easy, worldly depicter 
of manners, and even less of the genteelly whimsical 
humorist. Johnson in a sprightly mood is well-nigh in- 
tolerable, and Johnson trying to carve a cherrystone 
seems rather to be hammering a rock. Only when he 
comes to consider hope or friendship or fame, does he 
seem at home with his subject: he loved the grand ab- 
stractions, and could often say something gravely witty 
or oracularly wise about them. 

No doubt the essays have a slow, massive, glacier-like 
force. Yet for a number of reasons — one of them, their 
glacier-like movement — it is impossible to read them 
with any real enjoyment. Many of them exhibit John- 
son’s style at its deadliest; nor is the style generally to 
be put up with for the sake of the substance. Despite 
many things that are keenly observed or nobly formu- 
lated, too often we fight past the polysyllables only to 
run head-on into platitudes. Johnson is perhaps liveliest 
when he writes in the strain of La Rochefoucauld, 
bringing home to men not how they ought to behave, 
but how they do : 

Self-love is often rather arrogant than blind: it does not 
hide our faults from ourselves, but persuades us that they 
escape the notice of others. 

Johnson’s account of the trip he took with Boswell to 
the Hebrides — his Journey to the Western Islands — was 
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well summed up by Sir Walter Raleigh as the “most 
ceremonious of diaries.” It abounds in observations and 
reflections that only Johnson would have made; but it 
is certainly never chatty, and yet hardly very solid 
either. Johnson saw what was to be seen, sometimes 
with the care of a man taking notes for a book, some- 
times with the complacency of a celebrity being polite, 
sometimes with the attentiveness of a traveler storing 
up impressions; but he seldom makes you see it; and 
where the Journey does not seem a little perfunctory, it 
seems too curious or ponderous. In small stretches it is 
enjoyable reading, if only because the nature of the book 
is so delightfully ill-suited to the nature of the author; 
but one has only to turn to Boswell's account of the 
same tour to realize all that Johnson missed, and all 
that he mismanaged. The two accounts are indeed so 
unlike that my original scheme of setting down John- 
son's and Boswell's versions of the same events had to be 
discarded; for they produce not a valiiable contrast but 
almost a disbelief that they are dealing with the same 
things . 1 

t The Lives of the Poets , written in old age from 
neither want of money nor need for fame, are Johnson’s 
most satisfying and engaging work. The story of how 
they came to be written you will find by turning to 
Boswell; the proof of how good they can be you will find 
by reading the Pope. Perhaps the first thing to be said 
of them is that they were better suited to Johnson’s 
genius than anything else, save only The Vanity of Hu- 
man Wishes that he ever wrote. They were, indeed, 
exactly suited to his genius, which was that of a great 


x To be appreciated as a travel book, Boswell's Hebrides needs 
pretty much to be read as a whole; no drastic abridgement could 
preserve the color and continuity of the Tour. The extracts here have, 
in the main, been chosen for their value as Johnsoniam, 
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man of letters rather than, in the narrow sense, of a 
great biographer, scholar, or critic. In the man of letters 
was splendidly combined a good deal of all three with- 
out providing a supreme example of any one. Johnson 
had at his command both language and learning, both 
insight and wit; 'he had a feeling for literature and an 
even stronger feeling for the literary world; he loved 
speculation but equally loved facts; he was interested in 
poetry, but absorbed by personality; and the Lives 
offered a chance to blend his capacities in a way that 
best set them off. Moreover, the chance came at just the 
right period of his life. His perceptions were still sharp 
but his approach to the world had mellowed, and he 
wrote, less out of closeted study than out of a lifetime’s 
knowledge. He let himself go, he moved, confidently 
and a little carelessly, down the long corridor of almost 
two centuries of poetry. Writing of Rowe’s plays, he 
freely admitted that he had not looked at them for 
thirty years; and there were other things (like that early 
novel gf Congreve’s) that he would not bother to look at 
at all. 

- The Lives interlard biography with criticism, and re- 
main an example of old-fashioned biography and old- 
fashioned criticism at its best. Boswell was to revolution- 
ize the one field, and a host of nineteenth-century critics 
the other, and both fields were to be the richer for the 
change; but they were also to lose something, and by 
reading Johnson we can see just what they lost. It was a 
certain high firmness of touch and fixedness of limits. 
For Johnson as critic, the earth might still, so to speak, 
be flat; one never explored far places on the map; but 
then, one never lost one’s way. He knew what he liked, 
and usually why he liked it; he formulated, he general- 
ized, he summed up with the force of a master. He was 
on firm ground even when his opinions were not; and 
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esthetically, of course, they very often were not. There 
are regions into which mere good sense cannot pene- 
trate; there are gaps in taste which no amount of in- 
genuity can conceal; there are times when it is plainly 
fatal to have too little sensibility. But, as later critics 
have proved, there are also times when it is fatal to have 
too much. 

That balance of qualities — of toughness and sensi- 
bility, of clearsightedness and vision, of being equally 
at home on earth and in the empyrean — which is at 
least the theoretical mark of the greatest kind of critic, 
Johnson never remotely attained to; his powers are 
limited and too much on one side. Perhaps we may 
divide imperfect critics into two classes: those who fail 
to see everything that is there, and those who see things 
that aren't there at all. The one kind is apt to miss the 
point, the other to force it. Johnson is a good example of 
the first kind — a man who makes literature come to him 
rather than one who goes out to it, a man for whom art 
is rather a confirmation than an enlargement of experi- 
ence. Beyond all that — if it is not anterior to all that — he 
was a good deal of a crustacean in his tastes; he disliked 
what was new or unorthodox, and was seldom equipped 
to assess it. Again, too much logic could defeat him: it is 
“logic,” really, rather than prejudice, that arrives at such 
verdicts as the notorious one on Lycidas. 

This is to simplify; for on scores of occasions Johnson 
surprises us by his largeness of grasp, or his sympathy 
with what seems alien to his nature. But it remains true 
that Johnson very often went by the rules, were they 
only rules of his own; and that to a certain rigidity he 
added a certain Ijteral-mindedness. The moralist in him 
also harmed the critic, not because the moral qualities 
of literature can be easily overstressed, but because 
Johnson insisted that they be overt and didactic. Yet 
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this, like everything else, was born of something in him, 
and not of lip-service to prevailing beliefs. It is, indeed, 
because Johnson is so independent-minded in his judg- 
ments that he is a traditional critic without being in the 
slightest degree a conventional one. He is one of the 
boldest critics there are; and hence, despite what seems 
outmoded in him, still one of the most bracing: 

As a biographer, Johnson was old-fashioned in the 
sense that — from the standpoint of today — biography 
itself was. It had still to acquire more intimacy of atmos- 
phere, more richness of texture; yet it was in Johnsons 
plan, as it was in his nature, to banish from biography 
the pious and adulatory tone that was rendering so 
much of it worthless. Johnson not only proposed to tell 
the truth about his poets, but he firmly put telling the 
truth above everything else.) He also enriched, as well as 
enlivened, his biographies by his love of the vivid an- 
ecdote, the eloquent scrap or detail. Still, ; we must not 
turn to the Lives expecting some tiring beautifully or- 
dered or dramatically heightened; nor should we look 
for a wholly balanced treatment: Johnson, to a consider- 
able extent, enlarged upon what interested him and ex- 
cluded what did not. 

> The Life of Savage stands apart from the other Lives: 
beyond having been written some thirty-five years ear- 
lier, it is the personal memoir of a friend and the life 
story of a rascal.' It is, indeed, not least enjoyable foi 
setting out to be a kind of vindication and winding up, 
a kind of expose. Johnson did his best by his friend: he 
swallowed not only Savage’s claims to be the illegitimate 
son of a noblewoman, but even his claims to be a poet. 
Yet all Johnson’s affection and magnanimity could not 
keep him from recognizing — or from reporting — a siz- 
able amount of the truth; and we soon see, all too 
clearly, what sort of character Savage was. Despite its 
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heavy writing here and there, the Savage is perhaps the 
most entertaining and flavorsome thing that Johnson 
ever wrote. It remains a classic study of disreputable- 
ness. 

The Preface to the Shakespeare is Johnson's solidest 
piece of criticism. It takes an Age-of-Reason view of its 
subject, which comes at least as close to our own view as 
the long-enthroned Romantic one; whatever Johnsons 
limitations, he neither deifies Shakespeare nor re-creates 
him in his own image. To Johnson, as to us, Shakespeare 
was a fallible and uneven writer, and a supreme genius 
rather than a supreme artist. For Johnson, in fact, he 
was pre-eminently a "poet of Nature," someone who 
plucked out the universal aspects of human life, “the 
general passions and principles by which all minds are 
agitated." (“His story requires Romans or kings, but he 
thinks only on men.") This is praise, we may note, of 
Shakespeare the psychologist rather than the poet; and , 
it is praise, once again, of what Johnson could confirm 
from his own experience. So too, when Johnson makes 
his famous defense of Shakespeare's violation of the 
Unities, he is prompted by a logical and not an esthetic 
view of art. What may possibly be lost in intensity by 
jumping a thousand miles or a dozen years is not in- 
vestigated; and it is Johnson's common-sense conclusion , 
that the Unities “have given more trouble to the poet 
than pleasure to the audience." Yet, so far as it goes, the 
case Johnson makes out is trenchant. 

For the sublime in Shakespeare — as for the sublime 
generally — Johnson had real feeling;) yet it would be 
foolish to argue that for Shakespeare's poetry as a whole 
—or for the poetry in relation to the psychology and the 
drama — Johnson had anything like a full appreciation. 
He was properly irritated by Shakespeare's way of de- 
facing great scenes with curious ornament, and there is 
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more than a trace of truth in Johnsons dictum that 
Shakespeare "never has six lines together without a 
fault.” But, by and large, Johnson's responsiveness 
simply could not keep pace with Shakespeare’s imagi- 
nation, and he seems at times to have pierced through 
the poetry to the meaning rather than to have found the 
meaning in the poetry. It is this lack in Johnson that 
leads him to make the most serious, and most astonish- 
ing, of his Shakespearean blunders — the setting of 
Shakespeare’s comedy higher than his tragedy. "His 
tragedy,” Johnson summed up, "seems to be skill, his 
comedy to be instinct.” But even were this so, Johnson 
would be ignoring the fact that Cleopatra and Iago and 
Lear breathe an air known to no comic character of 
Shakespeare’s but Falstaff. Yet Johnson must have some- 
times felt what he did not formulate: consider the most 
famous of all the Notes on Shakespeare — "He that per- 
uses Shakespeare, looks round alarmed, and starts to 
find himself alone.” That emotion is not bom of As You 
Like It or The Taming of the Shrew. 

* Shakespeare also disturbed Johnson because he was 
not explicitly moral enough; here again we may say that 
Johnson seems to have pierced through the poetry to 
the morality rather than to have found the morality in 
the poetry. It is really this objection that underlies such 
opinions as preferring a happy ending to Lear: "I can- 
not easily be persuaded, that ... the audience will 
not always rise better pleased from the final triumph of 
persecuted virtue.” Yet, in spite of himself, Johnson is 
forced to remark: "A play in which the wicked prosper, 
and the virtuous miscarry, may doubtless be good, be- 
cause it is a just representation of the common events of 
human life.” In Johnson the critic, the moralist, and the 
realist were too often at war not to tarnish the criticism; 
but the realist was seldom absent, however he might 



EDITOR’S INTRODUCTlbN 37 

choose to give ground. And though Johnson may not 
have been the ideal critic of Shakespeare, he wrote 
about him with a sanity, a fearlessness, a frequent just- 
ness of perception, and a deep if partly dissembled love, 
that constitute a large and lasting service. 

In view of Johnson’s glaring faults and occasional out- 
rageous blunders, perhaps it must always be his fate to 
be censured in the very act of being praised. But, after 
all possible deductions have been made, he is surely a 
great figure and something like a great force. And to 
read the best of his writings is to come upon a mind and 
character scarcely to be imagined from even the best of 
his talk. The lamps that gave him light were growing 
dimmer as he wrote, and the wild new glow in the sky 
was something he stubbornly refused to see; but the 
light he worked by recovers its brightness in the work he 
did, and leads us backward, but not astray. 


Louis Kronenberger 




JAMES BOSWELL 






From THE LIFE 
OF SAMUEL JOHNSON, LL.D. 


T O WRITE the Life of him who excelled all man- 
kind in writing the lives of others, and who, whether 
we consider his extraordinary endowments, or his vari- 
ous works, has been equalled by few in any age, is an 
arduous, and may be reckoned in me a presumptuous 
task. 

Had Dr. Johnson written his own Life, in conformity 
with the opinion which he has given, that every man s 
life may be best written by himself; had he employed 
in the preservation of his own history, that clearness of 
narration and elegance of language in which he has em- 
balmed so many eminent persons, the world would prob- 
ably have had the most perfect example of biography 
that was ever exhibited. But although he at different 
times, in a desultory manner, committed to writing 
many particulars of the progress of his mind and for- 
tunes, he never had persevering diligence enough to 
form them into a regular composition. Of these me- 
morials a few have been preserved; but the greater part 
was consigned by him to the flames, a few days before 
his death. 

As I had the honour and happiness of enjoying his 
friendship for upwards of twenty years; as I had the 
scheme of writing his life constantly in view; as he was 
well apprised of this circumstance, and from time to 
time obligingly satisfied my enquiries, by communicat- 
ing to me the incidents of his early years; as I acquired 

41 
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a facility in recollecting, and was very assiduous in re- 
cording, his conversation, of which the extraordinary 
vigour and vivacity constituted one of the first features 
of his character; and as I have spared na pains in ob- 
taining materials concerning him, from every quarter 
where I could discover that they were to be found, and 
have been favoured with the most liberal communi- 
cations by his friends; I flatter myself that few biog- 
raphers have entered upon such a work as this, with 
more advantages; independent of literary abilities, in 
which I am not vain enough to compare myself with 
some great names who have gone before me in this kind 
of writing. 

Instead of melting down my materials into- one mass, 
and constantly speaking in my own person, by which I 
might have appeared to have more merit in the execu- 
tion of the work, I have resolved to adopt and enlarge 
upon the excellent plan of Mr. Mason, in his Memoirs 
of Gray. Wherever narrative is necessary to explain, con- 
nect, and supply, I furnish it to the best of my abilities; 
but m the chronological series of Johnsons life, which 
I trace as distinctly as I can, year by year, I produce, 
wherever it is in my power, his own minutes, letters, or 
conversation, being convinced that this mode is more 
lively, and will make my readers better acquainted with 
him, than even most of those were who actually knew 
him, but could know him only partially; whereas there 
is here an accumulation of intelligence from various 
points, by which his character is more fully understood 
and illustrated. 

Indeed I cannot conceive a more perfect mode of 
writing any man s life, than not only relating all the most 
important events of it in their order, but interweaving 
what he privately wrote, and said, and thought; by 
which mankind are enabled as it were to see him live, 
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and to “live o'er each scene” with him, as he actually 
advanced through the several stages of his life. Had his 
other friends been as diligent and ardent as I was, he 
might have been almost entirely preserved. As it is, I 
will venture to say that he will be seen in this work more 
completely than any man who has ever yet lived. 

And he will be seen as he really was; for I profess to 
write, not his panegyrick, which must be all praise, but 
his Life; which, great and good as he was, must not*be 
supposed to be entirely perfect. To be as he was, is in- 
deed subject of panegyrick enough to any man in this 
state of being; but in every picture there should be 
shade as weil as light, and when I delineate him without 
reserve, I do what he himself recommended, both by his 
precept and his example. 


1709-1727. Samuel Johnson was bom in Lichfield, in 
Staffordshire, on the 18th of September, N.S. 1709; and 
his initiation into the Christian church was not delayed; 
for his baptism is recorded in the register of St. Mary s 
parish in that city, to have been performed on the day 
of his birth: His father is there stiled Gentleman , a cir- 
cumstance of which an ignorant panegyrist has praised 
him for not being proud; when the truth is, that the 
appellation of Gentleman, though now lost in the indis- 
criminate assumption of Esquire , was commonly taken 
by those who could not boast of gentilityjHis father was 
Michael Johnson, a native of Derbyshire, of obscure ex- 
traction, who settled in Lichfield as a bookseller and 
stationer. His mother was Sarah Ford, descended of an 
ancient race” of substantial yeomanry in Warwickshire. 
They were well advanced in years when they married, 
and never had more than two children, both sons, 
Samuel, their first-born, who lived to be the illustrious 
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character whose various excellence I am to endeavour to 

record, and Nathanael, who died in his twenty-fifth year. 

Mr. Michael Johnson was a man of a large and robust 
body, and of a strong and active mind; yet, as in the 
most solid rocks, veins of unsound substance are often 
discovered, there was in him a mixture of that disease, 
the nature of which eludes the most minute enquiry, 
though the effects are well known to be a weariness of 
fife, an unconcern about those things which agitate the 
greater part of mankind, and a general sensation of 
gloomy wretchedness. From him then his son inherited, 
with some other qualities, “a vile melancholy,” which in 
his too strong expression of any disturbance of mind, 
"made him mad all his life, at least not sober.” Michael 
was, however, forced by the narrowness of his circum- 
stances to be very diligent in business, not only in his 
shop, but by occasionally resorting to several towns in 
the neighbourhood, some of which were at a consider- 
able distance from Lichfield. At that time booksellers’ 
shops in the provincial towns of England were very rare, 
so that there was not one even in Birmingham, in which 
town old Mr. Johnson used to open a shop every market- 
day. He was a pretty good Latin scholar, and a citizen 
so creditable as to be made one of the magistrates of 
Lichfield; and, being a man of good sense, and skill in 
his trade, he acquired a reasonable share of wealth, of 
which however he afterwards lost the greatest part, by 
engaging unsuccessfully in a manufacture of parchment. 
He was a zealous high-church man and royalist, and re- 
tained his attachment to the unfortunate house of Stuart, 
though he reconciled himself, by casuistical arguments 
of expediency and necessity, to take the oaths imposed 
by the prevailing power. 

Johnson s mother was a woman of distinguished un- 
derstanding. I asked his old school-fellow, Mr. Hector, 
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surgeon, of Birmingham, if she was not vain of her son. 
He said, “she had too much good sense to be vain, but 
she knew her son's value.” Her piety was not inferiour 
to her understanding; and to her must be ascribed those 
early impressions of religion upon the mind of her son, 
from which the world afterwards derived so much bene- 
fit. He told me, that he remembered distinctly having 
had the first notice of Heaven, “a place to which good 
people went,” and hell, “a place to which bad people 
went,” communicated to him by her, when a little child 
in bed with her. 

Of the power of his memory, for which he was all his 
life eminent to a degree almost incredible, the following 
early instance was told me in his presence at Lichfield, 
in 1776, by his step-daughter, Mrs. Lucy Porter, as re- 
lated to her by his mother. When he was a child in petti- 
coats, and had learnt to read, Mrs. Johnson one morning 
put the common prayer-book into his hands, pointed to 
the collect for the day, and said, “Sam, you must get this 
by heart.” She went up stairs, leaving him to study it: 
but by the time she had reached the second floor, she 
heard him following her. “What's the matter?” said she. 
“I can say it,” he replied; and repeated it distinctly, 
though he could not have read it more than twice. 

Young Johnson had the misfortune to be much af- 
flicted with the scrophula, or king's-evil, which disr 
figured a countenance naturally well formed, and hurt 
his visual nerves so much, that he did not see at all with 
one of his eyes, though its appearance was little different 
from that of the other. There is amongst his prayers, one 
inscribed “W/ien my eye was restored to its use ” which 
ascertains a defect that many of his friends knew he had, 
though I never perceived it. I supposed him to be only 
near-sighted; and indeed I must observe, that in no 
other respect could I discern any defect in his vision; on 
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the contrary, the force of his attention and perceptive 
quickness made him see and distinguish all manner of 
objects, whether of nature or of art, with a nicety that is 
rarely to be found. When he and I were travelling in the 
Highlands of Scotland, and I pointed out to him a moun- 
tain which I observed resembled a cone, he corrected 
my inaccuracy, by shewing me, that it was indeed 
pointed at the top, but that one side of it was larger than 
the other. And the ladies with whom he was acquainted 
agree, that no man was more nicely and minutely critical 
in the elegance of female dress. When I found that he 
saw the romantick beauties of Islam, in Derbyshire, 
much better than I did, I told him that he resembled an 
able performer upon a bad instrument. How false and 
contemptible then are all the remarks which have been 
made to the prejudice either of his candour or of his 
philosophy, founded upon a supposition that he was al- 
most blind. It has been said, that he contracted this 
grievous malady from his nurse. His mother, yielding to 
the -superstitious notion, which, it is wonderful to think, 
prevailed so long in this country, as to the virtue of the 
regal touch; a notion, which our kings encouraged, and 
to which a' man of such enquiry and such judgement as 
Carte could give credit; carried him to London, where 
he was actually touched by Queen Anne. Mrs. Johnson 
indeed, as Mr. Hector informed me, acted by the advice 
of the celebrated Sir John Floyer, then a physician in 
Lichfield. Johnson used to talk of this very frankly; and 
Mrs. Piozzi has preserved his very picturesque descrip- 
tion of the scene, as it remained upon his fancy. Being 
asked if he could remember Queen Anne,— "He had (he 
said) a confused, but somehow a sort of solemn recollec- 
tion of a lady in diamonds, and a long black hood/' This 
touch, however, was without any effect. I ventured to 
say to him, in allusion to the political principles in which 
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he was educated, and of which he ever retained some 
odour, that “his mother had not carried him far enough; 
she should have taken him to Rome.” 

He was first taught to read English by Dame Oliver, a 
widow, who kept a school for young children in Lich- 
field. He told me she could read the black letter, and 
asked him to borrow for her, from his father, a bible in 
that character. When he was going to Oxford, she came 
to take leave of him, brought him, in the simplicity of 
her kindness, a present of gingerbread, and said he was 
the best scholar she ever had. He delighted in mention- 
ing this early compliment: adding, with smile, that “this 
was as high a proof of his merit as he could conceive.” 
His next instructor in English was a master, whom, 
when he spoke of him to me, he familiarly called Tom 
Brown, who, said he, “published a spelling-book, and 
dedicated it to the Universe; but, I fear, no copy of it 
can now be had.” 

He began to learn Latin with Mr. Hawkins, usher, or 
undermaster of Lichfield school, “a man (said he) very 
skilful in his little way.” With him he continued two 
years, and then rose to be under the care of Mr. Hunter, 
the headmaster, who, according to his account, “was 
very severe, and wrong-headedly severe. He used (said 
he) to beat us unmercifully; and he did not distinguish 
between ignorance and negligence; for he would beat a 
boy equally for not knowing a thing, as for neglecting to 
know it. He would ask a bpy a question, and if he did 
not answer it, he would beat him, without considering 
whether he had an opportunity of knowing how to an- 
swer it. For instance, he would call up a boy and ask him 
Latin for a candlestick, which the boy could not expect 
to be asked. Now, Sir, if a boy could answer every ques- 
tion, there would be no need of a master to teach him.” 

Indeed Johnson was very sensible how much he owed 
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to Mr. Hunter. Mr. Langton one day asked him how he 
had acquired so accurate a knowledge of Latin, in 
which, I believe, he was exceeded by no man of his 
time; he said, “My master whipt me very well. Without 
that, Sir, I should have done nothing.” He told Mr. 
Langton, that while Hunter was flogging his boys un- 
mercifully, he used to say, “And this I do to save you 
from the gallows.” Johnson, upon all occasions, ex- 
pressed his approbation of enforcing instruction by 
means of the rod. “I would rather (said he) have the 
rod to be the general terrour to all, to make them learn, 
than tell a child, if you do thus, or thus, you will be more 
esteemed than your brothers or sisters. The rod produces 
an effect which terminates in itself. A child is afraid of 
being whipped, and gets his task, and there’s an end 
on’t; whereas, by exciting emulation and comparisons of 
superiority, you lay the foundation of lasting mischief; 
you make brothers and sisters hate each other.” 

That superiority over his fellows, which he main- 
tained with so much dignity in his march through life, 
was hot assumed from vanity and ostentation, but was 
the natural and constant effect of those extraordinary 
powers of mind, of which he could not but be conscious 
by comparison; the intellectual difference, which in 
other cases of comparison of characters, is often a matter 
of undecided contest, being as clear in his case as the 
superiority of stature in some men above others. John- 
son did not strut or stand on tip-toe; he only did not 
stoop. From his earliest years, his superiority was per- 
ceived and acknowledged. He was from the beginning, 
' , A.va£ avdetiv, a king of men. His favourites used to re- 
ceive very liberal assistance from him; and such was 
the submission and deference with which he was treated, 
such the desire to obtain his regard, that three of the 
boys, of whom Mr. Hector was sometimes one, used 
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to come in the morning as his humble attendants, and 
carry him to school. One in the middle stooped, while 
he sat upon his back, and one on each side supported 
him; and thus he was borne triumphant. Such a proof 
of the early predominance of intellectual vigour is very 
remarkable, and does honour to human nature. — Talk- 
ing to me once himself of his being much distinguished 
at school, he told me, "they never thought to raise me 
by comparing me to any one; they never said, Johnson 
is as good a scholar as such a one; but such a one is as 
good a scholar as Johnson; and this was said but of one, 
but of Lowe; and I do not think he was as good a scholar/' 

He discovered a great ambition to excel, which roused 
him to counteract his indolence. He was uncommonly 
inquisitive; and his 'memory was so tenacious, that he 
never forgot anything that he either heard or read. Mr. 
Hector remembers having recited to him eighteen verses, 
which, after a little pause, he repeated verbatim , vary- 
ing only one epithet, by which he improved the line. 

He never joined with the other boys in their ordinary 
diversions: his only amusement was in winter, when he 
took a pleasure in being drawn upon the ice by a boy 
barefooted, who pulled him along by a garter fixed 
around him; no very easy operation, as his size was re- 
markably large. 

After having resided for some time at the house of his 
uncle, Cornelius Ford, Johnson was, at the age of fifteen, 
removed to the school of Stourbridge, in Worcestershire, 
of which Mr. Wentworth was then master. This step was 
taken by the advice of his cousin, the Rev. Mr. Ford, a 
man in whom both talents and good dispositions were 
disgraced by licentiousness, but who was a very able 
judge of what was right. At this school he did not re- 
ceive so much benefit as was expected. It has been said, 
that he acted in tl|e capacity o£ an assistant to Mr. 

- I f 1 A i « J 



50 JAMES BOSWELL 

Wentworth, in teaching the younger boys. “Mr. Went- 
worth (he told me) was a very able man, but an idle 
man, and to me very severe; but I cannot blame him 
much. I was then a big boy; he saw I did not reverence 
him; and that he should get no honour by me. I had 
brought enough with me, to carry me through; and all I 
should get at fiis school would be ascribed to my own 
labour, or to my former master. Yet he taught me a great 
deal.” 

He thus discriminated, to Dr. Percy, Bishop of Dro- 
more, his progress at his two grammar-schools. “At one, 
I learned much in the school, but little from the master; 
in the other, I learnt much from the master, but little in 
the school.” 


1728. That a man in Mr. Michael Johnson's circum- 
stances should think of sending his son to the expensive 
University of Oxford, at his own charge, seems very im- 
probable. The subject was too delicate to question John- 
son upon; but I have been assured by Dr. Taylor/ that 
the scheme never would have taken place, had not a 
gentleman of Shropshire, one of his school-fellows, spon- 
taneously undertaken to support him at Oxford, in the 
character of his companion: though, in fact, he never 
received any assistance whatever from that gentleman. 

He, however, went to Oxford, and was entered a 
Commoner of Pembroke College, on the 31st of October, 
1728, being then in his nineteenth year. 

His tutor, Mr. Jorden, fellow of Pembroke, was not, it 
seems, a man of such abilities as we should conceive 
requisite for the instructor of Samuel Johnson, who gave 
me the following account of him. “He was a very worthy 
man, but a heavy man, and I did not profit much by his 
instructions. Indeed, I did not attend him much. The 
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first day after I came to college, I waited upon him, and 
then staid away four. On the sixth, Mr. Jorden asked me 
why I had not attended. I answered, I had been sliding 
in Christ-Church meadow. And this I said with as much 
nonchalance as I am now talking to you. I had no notion 
that I was wrong or irreverent to my tutor.” Boswell. 
“That, Sir, was great fortitude of mind.” Johnson. “No, 
Sir, stark insensibility.” 


1729. The “morbid melancholy,” which was lurking 
in his constitution, and to which we may ascribe those 
particularities, and that aversion to regular life, which, 
at a very early period, marked his character, gathered 
such strength in his twentieth year, as to afflict him in a 
dreadful manner. While he was at Lichfield, in the col- 
lege vacation of the year 1729, he felt himself over- 
whelmed with an horrible hypochondria, with perpetual 
irritation, fretfulness, and impatience; and with a dejec- 
tion, gloom, and despair, which made existence misery. 
From this dismal malady he never afterwards was per- 
fectly relieved; and all his labours, and all his enjoy- 
ments, were but temporary interruptions of its baleful 
influence. 

The particular course of his reading while at Oxford, 
and during the time of vacation which he passed at 
home, cannot be traced. Enough has been said of his ir- 
regular mode of study. He told me, that from his earliest 
years he loved to read poetry, but hardly ever read any 
poem to an end; that he read Shakespeare at a period 
so early, that the speech of the Ghost in Hamlet terrified 
him when he was alone; that Horace’s Odes were the 
compositions in which he took most delight, and it was 
long before he liked his Epistles and Satires. He told me 
what he read solidly at Oxford was Greek; not the 
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Grecian historians, but Homer and Euripides, and now 
and then a little Epigram; that the study of which he 
was the most fond was Metaphy sicks, but he had not 
read much, even in that way. I always thought that he 
did himself injustice in his account of what he had read, 
and that he must have been speaking with reference to 
the vast portion of study which is possible, and to which 
a few scholars in the whole history of literature have at- 
tained; for when I once asked him whether a person 
whose name I have now forgotten, studied hard, he an- 
swered “No, Sir. I do not believe he studied hard. I 
never knew a man who studied hard. I conclude, in- 
deed, from the effects, that some men have studied 
hard, as Bentley and Clarke.” Trying him by that crite- 
rion upon which he formed his judgement of others, we 
may be absolutely certain, both from his writings and 
his conversation, that his reading was very extensive. 
Dr. Adam Smith, than whom few were better judges on 
this subject, once observed to me, that “Johnson knew 
more books than any man alive.” 

Dr. Adams told me that Johnson, while he was at 
Pembroke College, “was caressed and loved by all about 
him, was a gay and frolicksome fellow, and passed there 
the happiest part of his life.” But this is a striking proof 
of the fallacy of appearances, and how little any of us 
know of the real internal state even of those whom we 
see most frequently; for the truth is, that he was then 
depressed by poverty, and irritated by disease. When I 
mentioned to him this account as given me by Dr. 
Adams, he said, “Ah, Sir, I was mad and violent. It was 
bitterness which they mistook for frolick. I was miser- 
ably poor, and I thought to fight my way by my litera- 
ture and my wit; so I disregarded all powei; and all 
authority.” 

I do not find that he formed any close intimacies with 
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his fellow-collegians. But Dr. Adams told me, that he 
contracted a love and regard for Pembroke College, 
which he retained to the last. Being himself a poet, 
Johnson was peculiarly happy in mentioning how many 
of the sons of Pembroke were poets; adding, with a 
smile of sportive triumph, “Sir, we are a nest of singing 
birds.” 

He made enquiry all round the University, and hav- 
ing found that Mr. Bateman, of Christ-Church, was the 
tutor of highest reputation, Taylor was entered of that 
College. Mr. Bateman's lectures were so excellent, that 
Johnson used to come and get them at second-hand 
from Taylor, till his poverty being so extreme, that his 
shoes were worn out, and his feet appeared through 
them, he saw that this humiliating circumstance was 
perceived by the Christ-Church men, and he came no 
more. He was too proud to accept of money, and some- 
body having set a pair of new shoes at his door, he threw 
them away with indignation. 

The res angusta domi prevented him from having the 
advantage of a complete academical education. The 
friend to whom he had trusted for support had deceived 
him. His debts in College, though not great, were in- 
creasing; and his scanty remittances from Lichfield, 
which had all along been made with great difficulty, 
could be supplied no longer, his father having fallen into 
a state of insolvency. Compelled, therefore, by irresist- 
ible necessity, he left the College in autumn, 1731, with- 
out a degree, having been a member of it little more 
than three years. 

And now (I had almost said poor) Samuel Johnson 
returned to his native city, destitute, and not knowing 
how he should gain even a decent livelihood. His 
father’s misfortunes in trade rendered him unable to 
support his son; and for some time there appeared no 
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means by which he could maintain himself. In the 

December of this year his father died. 


1732 . In the forlorn state of his circumstances, he ac- 
cepted of an offer to be employed as usher in the school 
of M arket-B os worth , in Leicestershire, to which it ap- 
pears from one of his little fragments of a diary, that he 
went on foot, on the 16th of July. This employment was 
very irksome to him in every respect, and he complained 
grievously of it in his letters to his friend, Mr. Hector, 
who was now settled as a surgeon at Birmingham. His 
general aversion to this painful drudgery was greatly 
enhanced by a disagreement between him and Sir Wols- 
tan Dixie, the patron of the school, in whose house, I 
have been told, he officiated as a kind of domestick 
chaplain, so far, at least, as to say grace at table, but was 
treated with what he represented as intolerable harsh- 
ness; and, after suffering for a few months such com- 
plicated misery, he relinquished a situation which all his 
life afterwards he recollected with the strongest aver- 
sion, and even a degree of horror. 


1736 . Johnson had, from his early youth, been sen- 
sible to the influence of female charms. His juvenile at- 
tachments to the fair sex were, however, very transient: 
and it is certain, that he formed no criminal connection 
whatsoever. Mr. Hector, who lived with him in his 
younger days in the utmost intimacy and social freedom, 
has assured me, that even at that ardent season his con- 
duct was strictly virtuous in that respect; and that 
though he loved to exhilarate himself with wine, he 
never knew him intoxicated but once. 

In a man whom religious education has secured from 
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licentious indulgences, the passion of love, when once 
it has seized him, is exceedingly strong; being unim- 
paired by dissipation, and totally concentrated in one 
object. This was experienced by Johnson, when he be- 
came the fervent admirer of Mrs. Porter, after her first 
husband's death. Miss Porter told me, that when he was 
first introduced to her mother, his appearance was very 
forbidding: he was then lean and lank, so that his im- 
mense structure of bones was hideously striking to the 
eye, and the scars of the scrophula were deeply visible. 
He also wore his hair, which was straight and stiff, and 
separated behind: and he often had, seemingly, convul- 
sive starts and odd gesticulations, which tended to ex- 
cite at once surprise and ridicule. Mrs. Porter was so 
much engaged by his conversation that she overlooked 
all these external disadvantages, and said to her daugh- 
ter, "this is the most sensible man that J ever saw in my 
life.” 

Though Mrs. Porter was double the age of Johnson, 
and her person and manner, as described to me by the 
late Mr. Garrick, were by no means pleasing to others, 
she must have had a superiority of understanding and 
talents as she certainly inspired him with a more than 
ordinary passion; and she having signified her willing- 
ness to accept of his hand, he went to Lichfield to ask 
his mother's consent to the marriage; which he could not 
but be conscious was a very imprudent scheme, both on 
account of their disparity of years, and her want of 
fortune. But Mrs. Johnson knew too well the ardour of 
her son's temper, and was too tender a parent to oppose 
his inclinations. 

I know not for what reason the marriage ceremony 
was not performed at Birmingham; but a resolution was 
taken that it should be at Derby, for which place the 
bride and bridegroom set out on horseback, I suppose 
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in very good humour. But though Mr. Topham Beau- 
clerk used archly to mention Johnson’s having told him 
with much gravity, “Sir, it was a love marriage on both 
sides/’ I have had from my illustrious friend the follow- 
ing curious account of their journey to church upon the 
' uptial morn: — “Sir, she had read the old romances, and 
had got into her head the fantastical notion that a 
woman of spirit should use her lover like a dog. So, Sir, 
at first she told me that I rode too fast, and she could 
rot keep up with me: and, when I rode a little slower, 
she passed me, and complained that I lagged behind. I 
Was not to be made the slave of caprice; and I resolved 
o begin as I meant to end. I therefore pushed on briskly, 
till I was fairly out of her sight. The road lay between 
two hedges, so I was sure she could not miss it; and I 
contrived that she should soon come up with me. When 
she did, I observed her to be in tears.” 

This, it must be allowed, was a singular beginning of 
connubial felicity; but there is no doubt that Johnson, 
though he thus shewed a manly firmness, proved a most 
affectionate and indulgent husband to the last moment 
of Mrs. Johnsons life: and in his “Prayers and Medita- 
tions,” we find very remarkable evidence that his regard 
and fondness for her never ceased, even after her death. 

He now set up a private academy, for which purpose 
he hired a large house, well situated near his native city. 
In the Gentleman’s Magazine for 1736, there is the 
following advertisement: “At Edial, near Lichfield, in 
Staffordshire, young gentlemen are boarded and taught 
the Latin and Greek Languages, by Samuel Johnson.” 
But the only pupils that were put under his care were 
the celebrated David Garrick and his brother George, 
and a Mr. Offely, a young gentleman of good fortune 
who died early. 
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Johnson was not more satisfied with his situation as 
the master of an academy, than with that of the usher of 
a school; we need not wonder, therefore, that he did not 
keep his academy above a year and a half. From Mr. 
Garrick's account he did not appear to have been pro- 
foundly reverenced by his pupils. His oddities of man- 
ner, and uncouth gesticulations, could not but be the 
subject of merriment to them; and in particular, the 
young rogues used to listen at the door of his bed-cham- 
ber, and peep through the key-hole, that they might 
turn into ridicule his tumultuous and awkward fondness 
for Mrs. Johnson, whom he used to name by the familiar 
appellation of Tetty or Tetsey , which, like Betty or 
Betsey , is provincially used as a contraction for Eliza- 
beth , her Christian name, but which to us seems ludi- 
crous, when applied to a woman of her age and appear- 
ance. Mr. Garrick described her to me as very fat, with 
a bosom of more than ordinary protuberance, with 
swelled cheeks, of a florid red, produced by thick paint- 
ing, and increased by the liberal use of cordials; flaring 
and fantastick in her dress, and affected both in her 
speech and her general behaviour. I have seen Garrick 
exhibit her, by his exquisite talent of mimickry, so as to 
excite the heartiest burst of laughter; but he, probably, 
as is the case in all such representations, considerably 
aggravated the picture. 

Johnson now thought of trying his fortune in London, 
the great field of genius and exertion, where talents of 
every land have the fullest scope, and the highest en- 
couragement. It is a memorable circumstance that his 
pupil David Garrick went thither at the same time, with 
intent to complete his education, and follow the pro- 
fession of the law, from which he was soon diverted by 
his decided preference for the stage. 
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1737. How he employed himself upon his first coming 
to London is not particularly known. I never heard that 
he found any protection or encouragement by the means 
of Mr. Colson, to whose academy David Garrick went. 
Mrs. Lucy Porter told me, that Mr. Walmsley gave him 
a letter of introduction to Lintot his bookseller, and that 
Johnson wrote some things for him; but I imagine this to 
be a mistake, for I have discovered no trace of it, and I 
am pretty sure he told me, that Mr. Cave was the first 
publisher by whom his pen was engaged in London. 

He had a little money when he came to town, and he 
knew how he could live in the cheapest manner. His first 
lodgings were at the house of Mr. Norris, a staymaker, 
in Exeter-street, adjoining Catharine-street, in the 
Strand. “I dined (said he) very well for eight-pence', 
with veiy good company, at the Pine-Apple in New- 
street, just by. Several of them had travelled. They ex- 
pected to meet every day; but did not know one an- 
other's names. It used to cost the rest a shilling, for they 
d^ank wine; but I had a cut of meat for six-pence, and 
bread for a penny, and gave the waiter a penny; so that 
I was quite well served, nay, better than the rest, for 
they gave the waiter nothing.” 

His Ofellus in the Art of Living in London , I have 
heard him relate, was an Irish painter, whom he knew at 
Birmingham, and who had practiced his own precepts 
of economy for several years in the British capital. He 
assured Johnson, who, I suppose, was then meditating 
to try his fortune in London, but was apprehensive of 
the expence, “that thirty pounds a year was enohgh to 
enable a man to live there without being contemptible. 
He allowed ten pounds for cloaths and linen. He said a 
man might live in a garret at eighteen-pence a week; 
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few people would inquire where he lodged; and if they 
did, it was easy to say, 'Sir, I am to be found at such a 
place/ By spending three-pence in a coffee-house, he 
might be for some hours every day in very good com- 
pany; he might dine for six-pence, breakfast on bread 
and milk for a penny, and do without supper. On clean- 
shirt day he went abroad, and paid visits/' 

Johnson's residence at Lichfield, on his return to it at 
this time, was only for three months; and as he had as 
yet seen but a small part of the wonders of the Metrop- 
olis, he had little to tell his townsmen. He related to me 
the following minute anecdote of this period: “In the 
last age, when my mother lived in London, there were 
two sets of people, those who gave the wall, and those 
who took it; the peaceable and the quarrelsome. When 
I returned to Lichfield, after having been in London, my 
mother asked me, whether I was one of those who gave 
the wall, or those who took it. Now it is fixed that every 
man keeps to the right; or, if one is taking the wall, an- 
other yields it; and it is never a dispute." 


1738. It appears that he was now enlisted by Mr. 
Cave as a regular coadjutor in his magazine, by which 
he probably obtained a tolerable livelihood. At what 
time, or by what means, he had acquired a competent 
knowledge both of French and Italian, I do not know; 
but he was so well skilled in them, as to be sufficiently 
qualified for a translator. That part of his labour which 
consisted in emendation and improvement of the pro- 
ductions of other contributors, like that employed in 
levelling ground, can be perceived only by those who 
had an opportunity of comparing the original with the 
altered copy. What we certainly know to have been 
done by him in this way, was the Debates in both houses 



60 JAMES BOSWELL 

o£ Parliament, under the name of “The Senate of Lilli- 
put/' sometimes with feigned denominations of the 
several speakers, sometimes with denominations formed 
of the letters of their real names, in the manner of what 
is called anagram, so that they might easily be de- 
cyphered. Parliament then kept the press in a kind of 
mysterious awe, which made it necessary to have re- 
course to such devices. 

But what first displayed his transcendent powers, and 
“gave the world assurance of the Man,” was his “Lon- 
don, a Poem, in Imitation of the Third Satire of j«- 
venal;” which came out in May this year, and burst forth 
with a splendour, the rays of which will forever encircle 
his name. 

It has been generally said, I know not with what 
truth, that Johnson offered his “London” to several book- 
sellers, none of whom would purchase it. But we have 
seen that the worthy, modest, and ingenious Mr. Robert 
Dodsley, had taste enough to perceive its uncommon 
merit, and thought it creditable to have a share in it. 
The fact is, that at a future conference, he bargained 
for the whole property of it, for which he gave Johnson 
ten guineas; who told me, “I might perhaps have ac- 
cepted of less; but that Paul Whitehead had a little be- 
fore got ten guineas for a poem; and I would not take 
less than Paul Whitehead.” 

Johnson’s “London” was published in May, 1738; and 
it is remarkable, that it came out on the same morning 
with Pope’s satire, entitled “1738;” so that England had 
at once its Juvenal and Horace as poetical monitors. 
Pope, who then filled the poetical throne without a rival, 
it may reasonably be presumed, must have been par- 
ticularly struck by the sudden appearance of such a 
poet; and, to his credit, let it be remembered, that his 
feelings and conduct on the occasion were candid and 
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liberal. He requested Mr. Richardson, son of the painter, 
to endeavour to find out who this new authour was. Mr. 
Richardson, after some inquiry, having informed him 
that he had discovered only that his name was Johnson, 
and that he was some obscure man, Pope said, “He will 
soon be deterre” 


1744. It does not appear that he wrote anything in 
1744 for the Gentleman’s Magazine, but the Preface. 
But he produced one work this year, fully sufficient to 
maintain the high reputation which he had acquired. 
This was The Life of Richard Savage , a man, of whom 
it is difficult to speak impartially, without wondering 
that he was for some time the intimate companion of 
Johnson; for his character was marked by profligacy, 
insolence, and ingratitude: yet, as he undoubtedly had a 
warm and vigorous, though unregulated mind, had seen 
life in all its varieties, and been much in the company 
of the statesmen and wits of his time, he could com- 
municate to Johnson an abundant supply of such mate- 
rials as his philosophical curiosity most eagerly desired; 
and as Savage’s misfortunes and misconduct had re- 
duced him to the lowest state of wretchedness as a 
writer for bread, his visits to St. Johns Gate naturally 
brought Johnson and him together. 

It is melancholy to reflect, that Johnson and Savage 
were sometimes in such extreme indigence, that they 
could not pay for a lodging; so that they have wandered 
together whole nights in the streets. Yet in these almost 
incredible scenes of distress, we may suppose that Savage 
mentioned niany of the anecdotes with which Johnson 
afterwards enriched the life of his unhappy companion, 
and those of other Poets. 

He told Sir Joshua Reynolds, that one night in par- 
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ticular, when Savage and he walked round St. James V 
square for want of a lodging, they were not at all 
depressed by their situation; but in high spirits and 
brimful of patriotism, traversed the square for several 
hours, inveighed against the minister, and “resolved 
they would stand by their country 
. I am afraid, however, that by associating with Savage, 
who was habituated to the dissipation and licentiousness 
of the town, Johnson, though his good principles re- 
mained steady, did not entirely preserve that conduct, 
for which, in days of greater simplicity, he was re- 
marked by his friend Mr. Hector; but was imperceptibly 
led into some indulgences which occasioned much dis- 
tress to his virtuous mind. 


1747. The year 1747 is distinguished as the epoch, 
when Johnsons arduous and important work, his Dic- 
tionary of the English Language , was announced to the 
world, by the publication of Its Plan or Prospectus. 

How long this immense undertaking had been the 
object of his contemplation, I do not know. I once asked 
liim by what means he had attained to that astonishing 
knowledge of our language, by which he was enabled 
to realise a design of such extent and accumulated diffi- 
culty. He told me, that “it was not the effect of particu- 
lar study; but that it had grown up in his mind insen- 
sibly.” I have been informed by Mr. James Dodsley, that 
several years before this period, when Johnson was one 
day sitting in his brother Robert's shop, he heard his 
brother suggest to him, that a Dictionary of the English 
Language would be a work that would be well received 
by the publick; that Johnson seemed at first to catch at 
the proposition, but, after a pause, said, in his abrupt 
decisive manner, “I believe I shall not undertake it.” 
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The booksellers who contracted with Johnson, single 
and unaided, for the execution of a work, which in other 
countries has not been effected but by the co-operating 
exertions of many, were Mr. Robert Dodsley, Mr. Charles 
Hitch, Mr. Andrew Millar, the two Messieurs Longman, 
and the two Messieurs Knapton. The price stipulated 
was fifteen hundred and seventy-five pounds. 

The “Plan” was addressed to Philip Dormer, Earl of 
Chesterfield, then one of his Majesty’s Principal Secre- 
taries of State; a nobleman who was very ambitious of 
literary distinction, and who, upon being informed of 
the design, had expressed himself in terms very favour- 
able to its success. There is, perhaps, in every thing of 
any consequence, a secret history which it would be 
amusing to know, could we have it authentically com- 
municated. Johnson told me, “Sir, the way in which the 
plan of my Dictionary came to be inscribed to Lord 
Chesterfield, was this: I had neglected to write it by 
the time appointed. Dodsley suggested a desire to have 
it addressed to Lord Chesterfield. I laid hold of this as 
a pretext for delay, that it might be better done, and let 
Dodsley have his desire. I said to my friend. Dr. 
Bathurst, ‘Now if any good comes of my addressing to 
Lord Chesterfield, it will be ascribed to deep policy/ 
when, in fact, it was only a casual excuse for laziness.” 

That he was fully aware of the arduous nature of the 
undertaking, he acknowledges; and shews himself per- 
fectly sensible of it in the conclusion of his “Plan;” but 
he had a noble consciousness of his own abilities, which 
enabled him to go on with undaunted spirit. 

Dr. Adams found him one day busy at his Dictionary, 
when the following dialogue ensued. — “Adams. This is 
a great work, Sir. How are you to get all the etymolo- 
gies? Johnson. Why, Sir, here is a shelf with Junius, 
and Skinner, and others; and there is a Welch gentleman 
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who has published a collection of Welch proverbs, who 
will help me with the Welch. Adams. But, Sir, how can 
you do this in three years? Johnson. Sir, I have no 
doubt that I can do it in three years. Adams. But the 
French Academy, which consists of forty members, took 
forty years to compile their Dictionary. Johnson. Sir, 
thus it is. This is the proportion. Let me see; forty times 
forty is sixteen hundred. As three to sixteen hundred, so 
is the proportion of an Englishman to a Frenchman.” 

While the Dictionary was going forward, Johnson 
lived part of the time in Holborn, part in Gough-square, 
Fleet-street; and he had an upper room fitted up like a 
counting-house for the purpose, in which he gave to the 
copyists their several tasks: The words, partly taken 
from other dictionaries, and partly supplied by himself, 
having been first written down with spaces left between 
them, he delivered in writing their etymologies, defini- 
tions, and various significations. The authorities were 
copied from the books themselves, in which he had 
marked the passages with a black-lead pencil, the traces 
of which could easily be effaced. I have seen several of 
them, in which that trouble had not been taken; so that 
they were just as when used by the copyists. It is re- 
markable, that he was so attentive in the choice of the 
passages in which words were authorised, that one may 
read page after page of his Dictionary with improve- 
ment and pleasure; and it should not pass unobserved, 
that he has quoted no author whose writings had a 
tendency to hurt sound religion and morality. 


1749 . In January, he published “The Vanity of Hu- 
man Wishes, being the Tenth Satire of Juvenal imi- 
tated.” He, I believe, composed it the preceding year. 
Mrs. Johnson, for the sake of country air, had lodgings 
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at Hampstead, to which he resorted occasionally, and 
there the greatest part, if not the whole, of this Imitation 
was written. The fervid rapidity with which it was pro- 
duced, is scarcely credible. I have heard him say, that 
he composed seventy lines of it in one day, without put- 
ting one of them upon paper till they were finished. I re- 
member when I once regretted to him that he had not 
given us more of Juvenal's Satires, he said, he probably 
should give more, for he had them all in his head; by 
which I understood, that he had the originals and corre- 
spondent allusions floating in his mind, which he could, 
when he pleased, embody and render permanent with- 
out much labour. Some of them, however, he observed 
were too gross for imitation. 

The profits of a single poem, however excellent, ap- 
pear to have been very small in the last reign, compared 
with what a publication of the same size has since been 
known to yield. I have mentioned upon Johnson's own 
authority, that for his London he had only ten guineas; 
and now, after his fame was established, he got for his 
“Vanity of Human Wishes" but five guineas more, as is 
proved by an authentick document in my possession. 

Garrick being now vested with theatrical power by 
being manager of Drury-lane theatre, he kindly and 
generously made use of it to bring out Johnsons tragedy, 
which had been long kept back for want of encourage- 
ment. But in this benevolent purpose he met with no 
small difficulty from the temper of Johnson, which 
could not brook that a drama which he had formed with 
much study, and had been obliged to keep more than 
the nine years of Horace, should be revised and altered 
at the pleasure of an actor. Yet Garrick knew well, that 
without some alterations it would not be fit for the stage. 
A violent dispute haying ensued between them, Garrick 
applied to the Reverend Dr. Taylor to interpose. John- 
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son was at first very obstinate. "Sir, (said he) the fellow 
wants xrie to make Mahomet run mad, that he may have 
an opportunity of tossing his hands and kicking his 
heels/' He was, however, at last, with difficulty, pre- 
vailed on to comply with Garrick's wishes, so as to allow 
of some changes; but still there were not enough. 

Dr. Adams was present the first night of the represen- 
tation of Irene, and gave me the following account: 
“Before the curtain drew up, there were catcalls whis- 
tling, which alarmed Johnson’s friends. The Prologue, 
which was written by himself in a manly strain, soothed 
the audience, and the play went off tolerably, till it 
came to the conclusion, when Mrs. Pritchard, the Hero- 
ine of the piece, was to be strangled upon the stage, 
and was to speak two lines with the bow-string round 
her neck. The audience cried out ‘Murder! Murder f She 
several times attempted to speak; but in vain. At last 
she was obliged to go off the stage alive." This passage 
was afterwards struck out, and she was carried off to be 
put to death behind the scenes, as the play now has it. 
The Epilogue, as Johnson informed me, was written by 
Sir William Yonge. I know not how his play came to be 
thus graced by the pen of a person then so eminent in 
the political world. 

Notwithstanding all the support of such performers as 
Garrick, Barry, Mrs. Cibber, Mrs. Pritchard, and every 
advantage of dress and decorations, the tragedy of Irene 
did not please the publick. Mr. Garrick's zeal carried it 
through for nine nights, so that the authour had his three 
nights' profits; and from a receipt signed by him, now 
in the hands of Mr. James Dodsley, it appears that his 
friend, Mr. Robert Dodsley, gave him one hundred 
pounds for the copy, with his usual reservation of the 
right of one edition. 

On occasion of this play being brought upon the 
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stage, Johnson had a fancy that as a dramatick authour 
his dress should be more gay than what he ordinarily 
wore; he therefore appeared behind the scenes, and 
even in one of the side boxes, in a scarlet waistcoat, with 
rich gold lace, and a gold-laced hat. He humourously 
observed to Mr. Langton, *“that when in that dress he 
could not treat people with the same ease as when in 
his usual plain clothes.” Dress indeed, we must allow, 
has more effect even upon strong minds than one should 
suppose, without having had the experience of it. His 
necessary attendance while his play was in rehearsal, 
and during its performance, brought him acquainted 
with many of the performers of both sexes, which pro- 
duced a more favourable opinion of their profession 
than he had harshly expressed in his Life of Savage. 
With some of them he kept up an acquaintance as long 
as he and they lived, and was ever ready to shew them 
acts of kindness. He for a considerable time used to 
frequent the Green-Room , and seemed to take delight in 
dissipating his gloom, by mixing in the sprightly chit- 
chat of the motley circle then to be found there. Mr. 
David Hume related to me from Mr. Garrick, that John- 
son at last denied himself this amusement, from con- 
siderations of rigid virtue; saying, ‘Til come no more 
behind your scenes, David; for the silk stockings and 
white bosoms of your actresses excite my -amorous pro- 
pensities.” 1 


1750. The first paper of the Rambler was published 
on Tuesday the 20th of March, 1749-50; and its authour 
was enabled to continue it, without interruption, every 


1 This is one of a few occasions when Boswell softened Johnson's 
language. His actual words had been: "'For the white bubbles and 
the silk stockings of your Actresses excite my genitals." 
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Tuesday and Saturday, till Saturday the 17th day of 
March, 1752, on which day it closed. Tins is a strong 
confirmation of the truth of a remark of his, which I 
have had occasion to quote elsewhere, that a man may 
write at any time, if he will set himself doggedly to it;” 
for, notwithstanding his constitutional indolence, his 
depression of spirits, and his labour in carrying on his 
Dictionary, he answered the stated calls of the press 
twice a week from the stores of his mind, during all that 
time; having received no assistance, except four billets 
in No. 10, by Miss Mulso, now Mrs. Chapone; No. 30, 
by Mrs. Catharine Talbot; No. 97, by Mr. Samuel Rich- 
ardson, whom he describes in an introductory note as 
“An authour who has enlarged the knowledge of human 
nature, and taught the passions to move at the com- 
mand of virtue;” and Numbers 44 and 100, by Mrs. 
Elizabeth Carter. 

Johnson told me, with an amiable fondness, a little 
pleasing circumstance relative to this work. Mrs. John- 
son, in whose judgement and taste he had great con- 
fidence, said to him, after a few numbers of the Rambler 
had come out, “l thought very well of you before; but 
I did not imagine you could have written any thing 
equal to this.” Distant praise, from whatever quarter, 
is not so delightful as that of a wife whom a man loves 
and esteems. Her approbation may be said to “come 
home to his bosom; 9 and being so near, its effect is 
most sensible and permanent. 

The Rambler has increased in fame as in age. Soon 
$fter its first folio edition was concluded, it was pub- 
lished in six duodecimo volumes; and its authour lived 
to see ten numerous editions of it in London, beside 
those of Ireland and Scotland. 

Though Johnson s circumstances were at this time far 
from being easy, his humane and charitable disposition 
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was constantly exerting itself. Mrs. Anna Williams, 
daughter of a very ingenious Welsh physician, and a 
woman of more than ordinary talents and literature, 
having come to London in hopes of being cured of a 
cataract in both her eyes, which afterwards ended in 
total blindness, was kindly received as a constant visitor 
at his house while Mrs. Johnson lived; and, after her 
death, having come under his roof in order to have an 
operation upon her eyes performed with more comfort 
to her than in lodgings, she had an apartment from him 
during the rest of her life, at all times when he had a 
house. 


1752. That there should be a suspension of his literary 
labours during a part of the year 1752, will not seem 
stonge, when it is considered that soon after closing 
his Rambler, he suffered the loss which there can be no 
doubt, affected him with the deepest distress. For on the 
17th of March, O. S., his wife died. Why Sir John 
Hawkins should unwarrantably take upon him even to 
suppose that Johnson's fondness for her was dissembled 
(meaning simulated or assumed,) and to assert, that if 
it was not the case, "it was a lesson he had learned by 
rote," I cannot conceive; unless it proceeded from a 
want of similar feelings in his own breast. To argue from 
her being much older than Johnson, or any other cir- 
cumstances, that he could not really love her, is absurd; 
for love is not a subject of reasoning, but of feeling, and 
therefore there are no common principles upon which 
one can persuade another concerning it. Every man 
feels for himself, and knows how he is affected by par- 
ticular qualities in the person he admires, the impres- 
sions of which are too minute and delicate to be sub- 
stantiated in language. 
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Her wedding-ring, when she became his wife, was, 
after her death, preserved by him, as long as he lived, 
with an affectionate care, in a little round wooden box, 
in the inside of which he pasted a slip of paper, thus 
inscribed by him in fair characters, as follows: 

Eheu! 

Eliz. Johnson , 

Nupta Jul. 9° 1736, 

Mortua, eheu ! 

Mart. 17° 1752. 

I have, indeed, been told by Mrs. Desmoulins, who, 
before her marriage, lived for some time with Mrs. 
Johnson at Hampstead, that she indulged herself in 
country air and nice living, at an unsuitable expence, 
while her husband was drudging in the smoke of Lon- 
don, and that she by no means treated him with that 
complacency which is the most engaging quality in a 
wife. But all this is perfectly compatible with his fond- 
ness for her, especially when it is remembered that he 
had a high opinion of her understanding, and that the 
impressions which her beauty, real or imaginary, had 
originally made upon his fancy, being continued by 
habit, had not been effaced, though she herself was 
doubtless much altered for the worse. The dreadful 
shock of separation took place in the night; and he im- 
mediately dispatched a letter to his friend, the Reverend 
Dr. Taylor, which, as Taylor told me, expressed grief in 
the .strongest manner he had ever read; so that it is 
much to be regretted it has not been preserved. The 
letter was brought to Dr. Taylor, at his house in the 
Cloysters, Westminster, about three in the morning; and 
as it signified an earnest desire to see him, he got up, 
and went to Johnson as soon as he was dressed, and 
found him in tears and in extreme agitation. After being 
a little while together, Johnson requested him to join 
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with him in prayer. He then prayed extempore, as did 
Dr. Taylor; and thus by means of that piety which was 
ever his primary object, his troubled mind was, in some 
degree, soothed and composed/ 

The next day he wrote as follows: 

To the Reverend Dr. Taylor. 

March 18, 1752. 

Dear Sir, 

Let me have your company and instruction. Do not live 
away from me. My distress is great. 

Pray desire Mrs. Taylor to inform me what mourning I 
should buy for my mother and Miss Porter, and bring a note 
in writing with you. 

Remember me in your prayers, for vain is the help of man. 

I am, dear Sir, &c. 

Sam. Johnson. 

The circle of his friends, indeed, at this time was ex- 
tensive and various, far beyond what has been generally 
imagined. To trace his acquaintance with each particu- 
lar person, if it could be done, would be a task, of which 
the labour would not be repaid by the advantage. But 
exceptions are to be made; one of which must be a 
friend so eminent as Sir Joshua Reynolds, who was 
truly his dulce decus , and with whom he maintained 
an uninterrupted intimacy to the last hour of his life. 
When Johnson lived in Castle-street, Cavendish-sqilare, 
he used frequently to visit two ladies who lived opposite 
to him, Miss Cotterells, daughters of Admiral Cotterell. 
Reynolds used also to visit there, and thus they met. 
Mr. Reynolds, as I have observed above, had, from the 
first reading of his Life of Savage, conceived a very high 
admiration of Johnson’s powers of writing. His conversa- 
tion no less delighted him; and he cultivated his ac- 
quaintance with the laudable zeal of one who was am- 
bitious of general improvement. Sir Joshua, indeed, was 



72 JAMES BOSWELL 

lucky enough at their very first meeting to make a 
remark, which was so much above the commonplace 
style of conversation, that Johnson at once perceived 
that Reynolds had the hhbit of thinking for himself. The 
ladies were regretting the death of a friend, to whom 
they owed great obligations; upon which Reynolds ob- 
served, “You have however, the comfort of being re- 
lieved from a burthen of gratitude.” They were shocked 
a little at this alleviating suggestion, as too selfish; but 
Johnson defended it in his clear and forcible manner, 
and was much pleased with the mind, the fair view of 
human nature, which is exhibited, like some of the re- 
flections of Rochefoucauld. The consequence was, that 
he went home with Reynolds, and supped with him. 

Sir Joshua told me a pleasant characteristical anec- 
dote of Johnson about the time of their first acquaint- 
ance. When they were one evening together at the Miss 
Cotterells’, the then Duchess of Argyle and another lady 
of high rank came in. Johnson thinking that the Miss 
Cotterells were too much engrossed by them, and that 
he and his friend were neglected, as low company of 
whom they were somewhat ashamed, grew angry; and 
resolving to shock their supposed pride, by making their 
great visitors imagine that his friend and he were low 
indeed, he addressed himself in a low tone to Mr. 
Reynolds, saying, “How much do you think you and I 
could get in a week, if we were to work as hard as we 
could?” — as if they had been common mechanicks. 

His acquaintance with Bennet Langton, Esq. of Lang- 
ton, in Lincolnshire, another much valued friend, com- 
menced soon after the conclusion of his Rambler; which 
that gentleman, then a youth, had read with so much 
admiration, that he came to London chiefly with a view 
of endeavouring to be introduced to its authour. By a 
fortunate chance he happened to take lodgings in a. 
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house where Mr. Levet frequently visited, and having 
mentioned his wish to his landlady, she introduced him 
to Mr. Levet, who readily obtained Johnson's permission 
to bring Mr. Langton to him; as, indeed, Johnson, dur- 
ing the whole course of his life, had no shyness, real 
or affected, but was easy of access to all who were 
properly recommended, and even wished to see num- 
bers at his levee , as his morning circle of company might, 
with strict propriety, be called. Mr. Langton was ex- 
ceedingly surprised when the sage first appeared. He 
had not received the smallest intimation of his figure, 
dress, or manner. From perusing his writings, he fancied 
he should see a decent, well-drest, in short, a remarkably 
decorous philosopher. Instead of which, down from his 
bed-chamber, about noon, came, as newly risen, a huge, 
uncouth figure, with a little dark wig which scarcely 
covered his head, and his clothes hanging loose about 
him. But his conversation was so rich, so animated, and 
so forcible, and his religious and political notions so 
congenial with those in which Langton had been edu- 
cated, that he conceived for him that veneration and 
attachment which he ever preserved. Johnson was not 
the less ready to love Mr. Langton, for his being of a 
very ancient family; for I have heard him say, with 
pleasure, “Langton, Sir, has a grant of free warren from 
Henry the Second; and Cardinal Stephen Langton, in 
King John's reign, was of this family." 

Mr. Langton afterwards went to pursue his studies at 
Trinity College, Oxford, where he formed an acquaint- 
ance with his fellow-student, Mr. Topham Beauclerk; 
who, though their opinions and modes of life were so 
different, that it seemed utterly improbable that they 
should at all agree, had so ardent a love of literature, 
so acute an understanding, such elegance of manners, 
and so well discerned the excellent qualities of Mr. 
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Langton, a gentleman eminent not only for worth and 
learning, but for an inexhaustible fund of entertaining 
conversation, that they became intimate friends, 

Johnson, soon after this acquaintance began, passed 
a considerable time at Oxford. He at first thought it 
strange that Langton should associate so much with one 
who had the character of being loose, both in his prin- 
ciples and practice: but, by degrees, he himself was 
fascinated. Mr. Beauclerk s being of the St. Alban s fam- 
ily, and, having, in some particulars, a resemblance to 
Charles the Second, contributed, in Johnson’s imagina- 
tion, to throw a lustre upon his other qualities; and in 
a short time, the moral, pious Johnson, and the gay, 
dissipated Beauclerk, were companions. “What a coali- 
tion! (said Garrick, when he heard of this: ) I shall have 
my old friend to bail out of the Round-house.” But I 
can bear testimony that it was a very agreeable associ- 
ation. Beauclerk \yas too polite, and valued learning and 
wit too much, to offend Johnson by sallies of infidelity 
or licentiousness; and Johnson delighted in the good 
qualities of Beauclerk, and hoped to correct the evil. 
Innumerable were the scenes in which Johnson was 
amused by these young men. Beauclerk could take more 
liberty with him, than any body with whom I ever saw 
him; but, on the other hand, Beauclerk was not spared 
by his respectable companions, when reproof was 
proper. Beauclerk had such a propensity to satire, that 
at one time Johnson said to him, “You never open your 
mouth but with intention to give pain; and you have 
often given me pain, not froin the power of what you 
said, but from seeing your intention.” At another time 
applying to him, with a slight alteration, a line of Pope, 
he said, 

Thy love of folly, and thy scorn of fools — 
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Every thing thou dost shews the one, and every thing 
thou say'st the other/' At another time he said to him, 
“Thy body is all vice, and thy mind all virtue/' Beau- 
clerk not seeming to relish the compliment, Johnson 
said, “Nay, Sir, Alexander the Great, marching in tri- 
umph into Babylon, could not have desired to have had 
more said to him/' f 

Johnson was some time with Beauclerk at his house 
at Windsor, where he was entertained with experiments 
in natural philosophy. One Sunday, when the weather 
was very fine, Beauclerk enticed him, insensibly, to 
saunter about all the morning. They went into a church- 
yard, in the time of divine service, and Johnson laid 
himself down at his ease upon one of the tomb-stones. 
“Now, Sir, (said Beauclerk) you are like Hogarth's Idle 
Apprentice/' When Johnson got his pension, Beauclerk 
said to him, in the humourous phrase of Falstaff, “I hope 
you'll now purge and live cleanly, like a gentleman." 

One night, when Beauclerk and Langton had supped 
at a tavern in London, and sat till about three in the 
morning, it came into their heads to go and knock up 
Johnson, and see if they could prevail on him to join 
them in a ramble. They rapped violently at the door 
of his chambers in the Temple, till at last he appeared 
in his shirt, with his little black wig on the top of his 
head, instead of a night-cap, and a poker in his hand, 
imagining, probably, that some ruffians were coming to 
attack him. When he discovered who they were, and 
was told their errand, he smiled, and with great good 
humour agreed to their proposal: ‘What, is it you, you 
dogs! I'll have a frisk with you." He was soon drest, and 
they sallied forth together into Covent-Garden, where 
the greengrocers and fruiterers were beginning to ar- 
range their hampers, just come in from the country. 
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Johnson made some attempts to help them- but the 
honest gardeners stared so at his figure and manner, 
and odd interference, that he soon saw has services were 
not relished. They then repaired to one of the neigh- 
bouring taverns, and made a bowl of that liquor called 
Bishop , which Johnson had always liked; while in joyous 
contempt of sleep, fronj which he had been roused, he 
repeated the festive lines, 

Short, O short then be thy reign, 

And give us to the world again! 

They did not stay long, but walked down to the 
Thames, took a boat, and rowed to Billingsgate. Beau- 
clerk and Johnson were so well pleased with their 
amusement, that they resolved to persevere in dissipa- 
tion for the rest of the day: but Langton deserted them, 
being engaged to breakfast with some young Ladies. 
Johnson scolded him for 'leaving his social friends to 
go and sit with a set of wretched un-idea d girls/' Gar- 
rick being told of this ramble, said to him smartly, “I 
heard of your frolick t’other night. You’ll be in the 
Chronicle.” Upon which Johnson afterwards observed, 
“He durst not do such a thing. His wife would not let 
him!” 


1754. The Dictionary, we may believe, afforded John- 
son full occupation this year. As it approached to its 
conclusion, he probably worked with redoubled vigour, 
as seamen increase their exertion and alacrity when they 
have a near prospect of their haven. 

Lord Chesterfield, to whom Johnson had paid the 
high compliment of addressing to his Lordship the Plan 
of his Dictionary, had behaved to him in such a manner 
as to excite his contempt and indignation. The world 
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has been for many years amused with a story confidently 
told, and as confidently repeated with additional cir- 
cumstances, that a sudden disgust was taken by Johnson 
upon occasion of his having been one day kept long in 
waiting in his Lordship’s antechamber, for which the 
reason assigned was, that he had company with him; 
and that at last, when the door opened, out walked 
Colley Cibber; and that Johnson was so violently pro- 
voked when he found for whom he had been so long 
excluded, that he went away in a passion, and never 
would return. I remember having mentioned this story 
to George Lord Lyttelton, who told me, he was very 
intimate with Lord Chesterfield; and holding it as a 
well-known truth, defended Lord Chesterfield by say- 
ing, that “Cibber, who had been introduced familiarly 
by* the backstairs, had probably not been there above 
ten minutes.” It may seem strange even to entertain a 
doubt concerning a story so long and so wildly current, 
and thus implicitly adopted, if not sanctioned, by the 
authority which I have mentioned; but Johnson himself 
assured me, that there was not the least foundation for 
it. He told me, that there never was any particular in- 
cident which produced a quarrel between Lord Chester- 
field and him; but that his Lordship’s continued neglect 
was the reason why he resolved to have no connexion 
with him. When the Dictionary was upon the eve of 
publication, Lord Chesterfield, who, it is said, had flat- 
tered himself with expectations that Johnson would dedi- 
cate the work to him, attempted, in a courtly manner, 
to soothe and insinuate himself with the Sage, con- 
scious, as it should seem, of the cold indifference with 
which he had treated its learned authour; and further 
attempted to conciliate him, by writing two papers in 
“The World,” in recommendation of the work; and it 
must be confessed, that they contain some studied com- 
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pliments, so finely turned, that if there had been no 
previous offence, it is probable that Johnson would have 
been highly delighted. 

This courtly device failed of its effect. Johnson, who 
thought that “all was false and hollow,” despised the 
honeyed words, and was even indignant that Lord 
Chesterfield should, for a moment, imagine, that he 
could be the dupe of such an artifice. His expression to 
me concerning Lord Chesterfield, upon this occasion, 
was, “Sir, after making great professions, he had, for 
many years, taken no notice of me; but when my Dic- 
tionary was coming out, he fell a scribbling in "The 
World’ about it. Upon which, I wrote him a letter ex- 
pressed in civil terms, but such as might shew him that 
I did not mind what he said or wrote, and that I had 
done with him.” 


To the Right Honourable the Earl of Chesterfield. 


February 7, 1755. 


My Lord, 

I have been lately informed* by the proprietor of the 
World, that two papers, in which my Dictionary is recom- 
mended to the publick, were written by your Lordship. To 
be so distinguished, is an honour, which, being very little 
accustomed to favours from the great, I know not well how 
to receive, or in what terms to acknowledge. 

When, upon some slight encouragement, I first visited , 
your Lordship, I was overpowered, like the rest of mankind*! 
by the enchantment of your address, and could not forbear 
to wish that I might boast myself Le vainqueur du vainqueur 
de la terre ; — that I might obtain that regard for which I saw 
the world contending; but I found my attendance so little 
encouraged, that neither pride nor modesty would suffer me 
to continue it'. When I had once addressed your Lordship in 
publick, I had exhausted all the art of pleasing which a re- 
tired and uncourtly scholar can possess. I had done all that 
I could; and no man is well pleased to have his all neglected, 
be it ever so little. 


Seve$ years, my Lord, have now past, since I waited in 
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your outward rooms, or was repulsed from your door; dur- 
ing which time I have been pushing on my work through 
difficulties, of which it is useless to complain, and have 
brought it, at last, to the verge of publication, without one 
act of assistance, one word or encouragement, or one smile 
of favour. Such treatment I did not expect, for I never had 
a Patron before. * * - - 

The shepherd in Virgil grew at last acquainted with Love, 
and found him a native of the rocks. 

Is not a Patron, my Lord, one who looks with unconcern 
on a man struggling for life in the water, and, when he has 
reached ground, encumbers him with help? The notice which 
you have been pleased to take of my labours, had it been 
early, had been kind; but it has been delayed till I am in- 
different, and cannot enjoy it; till I am solitary, and cannot 
impart it; till I am known, and do not want it?°I hope it is 
no very cynical asperity, not to confess obligations where 
no benefit has been received, or to be unwilling that the 
Publick should consider me as owing that to a Patron, which 
Providence has enabled me to do for myself. 

Having carried on my work thus far with so little obliga- 
tion to any favourer of learning, I shall not be disappointed 
though I should conclude it, if less be possible, with less; 
for I have been long wakened from that dream of hope, in 
which I once boasted myself with so much exultation. 

My Lord, 

Your Lordship’s most humble 

Most obedient servant, 

Sam. Johnson. 

“While this was the talk of the town, (says Dr. 
Adams, in a letter to me) I happened to visit Dr. War- 
burton, who finding that I was acquainted with John- 
son, desired me earnestly to carry his compliments to 
him, and to tell him, that he honoured him for his manly 
behaviour in rejecting these condescensions of Lord 
Chesterfield, and for resenting the treatment he had re- 
ceived from him with a proper spirit.” Johnson was 
visibly pleased with this compliment, for he had always 
a high opinion of Warburton. Indeed, the force of mind 
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which appeared in this letter, was congenial with that 

which Warburton himself amply possessed. 

There is a curious minute circumstance which struck 
me, in comparing the various editions of Johnson’s Imi- 
tations of Juvenal. In the tenth Satire one of the couplets 
upon the vanity of wishes even for literary distinction 
stood thus: 

Yet think what ills the scholar’s life assail, 

Toil, envy, want, the garret , and the jail. 

But after experiencing the uneasiness which Lord Ches- 
terfield’s fallacious patronage made him feel, he dis- 
missed the word garret from the sad group, and in all 
the subsequent editions .the line stands, 

Toil, envy, want, the Patron , and the jail. 

That Lord Chesterfield must have been mortified by 
the lofty contempt, and polite, yet keen, satire with 
which Johnson exhibited him to himself in this letter, it 
is impossible to doubt. He, however, with that glossy 
duplicity which was his constant study, affected to be 
quite unconcerned. Dr. Adams mentioned to Mr. Robert 
Dodsley that he was sorry Johnson had written his letter 
to Lord Chesterfield. Dodsley, with the true feelings of 
trade, said “he was very sorry too; for that he had a 
property in the Dictionary, to which his Lordship’s 
patronage might have been of consequence.” He then 
told Dr. Adams, that Lord Chesterfield had shewn him 
the letter. “I should have imagined (replied Dr. Adams) 
that Lord Chesterfield would have concealed it.” “Poh! 
(said Dodsley) do you think a letter from Johnson 
could hurt Lord Chesterfield? Not at all, Sir. It lay upon 
his table, where anybody might see it. He read it to 
me; said, ‘this man has great powers,’ pointed out the 
severest passages, and observed how well they were 
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expressed.” This air of indifference, which imposed upon 
the worthy Dodsley, was certainly nothing but a speci- 
men of that dissimulation which Lord Chesterfield in- 
culcated as one of the most essential lessons for the 
conduct of life. His Lordship endeavoured to justify 
himself to Dodsley from the charges brought against him 
by Johnson; but we may judge of the flimsiness of his 
defence, from his having excused his neglect of John- 
son, by saying, that 'lie had heard he had changed his 
lodgings, and did not know where he lived;” as if there 
could have been the smallest difficulty to inform himself 
of that circumstance, by enquiring in the literary circle 
with which his Lordship was well acquainted, and was, 
indeed, himself, one of its ornaments. 

Dr. Adams expostulated with Johnson, and suggested, 
that his not being admitted when he called on him, was 
probably not to be imputed to Lord Chesterfield; for his 
Lordship had declared to Dodsley, that “he would have 
turned off the best servant he ever had, if he had known 
that he denied him to a man who would have been 
always more than welcome;” and in confirmation of this, 
he insisted on Lord Chesterfield’s general affability and 
easiness of access, especially to literary men. “Sir, ( said 
Johnson) that is not Lord Chesterfield; he is the proudest 
man this day existing.” “No, (said Dr. Adams) there is 
one person, at least, as proud; I think, by your own 
account you are the prouder man of the two.” “But 
mine (replied Johnson instantly) was defensive pride.” 
This, as Dr. Adams well observed, was one of those 
happy turns for which he was so remarkably ready. 

Johnson having now explicitly avowed his opinion of 
Lord Chesterfield, did not refrain from expressing him- 
self concerning that nobleman with pointed freedom: 
“This man (said he) I thought had been a Lord among 
wits; but, I find, he is only a wit among Lords!” And 
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when his Letters to his natural son were published, he 
observed, that “they teach the morals of a whore, and 
the manners of a dancing-master.” 


1755 . Mr. Andrew Millar, bookseller in the Strand, 
took the principal charge of conducting the publication 
of Johnson’s Dictionary,* and as the patience of the 
proprietors was repeatedly tried and almost exhausted, 
by their expecting that the work would be compleated, 
within the time which Johnson had sanguinely sup- 
posed, the learned author was often goaded to dispatch, 
more especially as he had received all the copy money, 
by different drafts, a considerable time before he had 
finished his task. When the messenger who carried the 
last sheet to Millar returned, Johnson asked him, “Well, 
what did he say?” — “Sir, (answered the messenger) he 
said, thank God I have done with him.” “I am glad 
(replied Johnson, with a smile,) that he thanks God for 
any thing.” It is remarkable, that those with whom John- 
son chiefly contracted for his literary labours were 
Scotchmen, Mr. Millar and Mr. Strahan. Millar, though 
himself no great judge of literature, had good sense 
enough to have for his friends very able men, to give 
him their opinion and advice in the purchase of copy- 
right; the consequence of which was his acquiring a 
very large fortune, with liberality. Johnson said of him, 
“I respect Millar, Sir; he has raised the price of litera- 
ture.” 

A few of his definitions must be admitted to be er- 
roneous. Thus, Windward and Leeward , though directly 
of opposite meaning, are defined identically the same 
way; as to which inconsiderable specks it is enough to 
observe, that his Preface announces that he was aware 
there might be many such in so immense a work; nor 



THE LIFE OF SAMUEL JOHNSON S3 

was he at all disconcerted when an instance was pointed 
out to him. A lady once asked him how he came to 
define Pastern the knee of a horse: instead of making 
an elaborate defence, as she expected, he at once an- 
swered, “Ignorance, Madam, pure ignorance.” His defi- 
nition of Network has been often quoted with sportive 
malignity, 1 as obscuring a thing in itself very plain. But 
to these frivolous censures no other answer is necessary 
than that with which we are furnished by his own Pref- 
ace. “To explain, requires the use of terms less abstruse 
than that which is to be explained, and such terms can- 
not always be found. For as nothing can be proved but 
by supposing something intuitively known, and evident 
without proof, so nothing can be defined but by the 
use of words too plain to admit of definition.. Sometimes 
easier words are changed into harder; as, burial, into 
sepulture or interment; dry , into desiccative; dryness, 
into siccity or aridity ; fit, into paroxism ; for, the easiest 
word, whatever it be, can never be translated into one 
more easy.” 

His introducing his own opinions, and even preju- 
dices, under general definitions of words, while at the 
same time the original meaning of the words is not ex-' 
plained, as his Tory, Whig, Pension, Oats, Excise , 2 and 
a few more, cannot be fully defended, and must be 
placed to the account of capricious and humorous in- 
dulgence. Talking to me upon this subject when we 
were at Ashbourne in 1777, he mentioned a still stronger 
instance of the predominance of his private feelings in 


1 “Anything reticulated or decussated, at equal distances, with 
interstices between the intersections/' 

2 He thus defines Excise : “A hateful tax levied upon commodities, 
and adjudged not by the common judges of property, but wretches 
hired by those to whom Excise is paid." And Pension “is generally 
understood to mean pay given to a state hireling for treason to his 
country." 
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the composition of this work, than any now to be found 
in it. “You know, Sir, Lord Gower forsook the old Jaco- 
bite interest. When I came to the Renegade >, after telling 
that it meant 'one who deserts to the enemy, a revolter,’ 
I added, Sometimes we say a Gower. Thus it went to 
the press: but the printer had more wit than I, and 
struck it out.” 

Let it, however, be remembered, that this indulgence 
does not display itself only in sarcasm towards others, 
but sometimes in playful allusion to the notions com- 
monly entertained of his own laborious task. Thus: 
" Grub-street , the name of a street in London, much in- 
habited by writers of small histories, dictionaries, and 
temporary poems; whence, any mean production is 
called Grub-street ” — “ Lexicographer , a writer of dic- 
tionaries, a harmless drudge 


1757. He this year resumed his scheme of giving an 
edition of Shakespeare with notes. He issued proposals of 
considerable length in which he shewed that he per- 
fectly well knew what variety of research such an un- 
dertaking required; but his indolence prevented him 
from pursuing it with that diligence which alone can 
collect those scattered facts, that genius, however acute, 
penetrating, and luminous, cannot discover by its own 
force. It is remarkable, that at this time his fancied 
activity was for the moment so vigourous, that he prom- 
ised his work should be published before Christmas, 
1757. Yet nine years elapsed before it saw the light. 
His throes in bringing it forth had been severe and re- 
mittent; and at last we may almost conclude that the 
Caesarian operation was performed by the knife of 
Churchill, whose upbraiding satire, I dare say, made 
Johnson’s friends urge him to dispatch. 
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He for subscribers baits his hook, 

And takes your cash; but where's the book? 

No matter where; wise fear, you know. 

Forbids the robbing of a foe; 

But what, to serve our private ends, 

Forbids the cheating of our friends? 

On the fifteenth of April he began a new periodical 
paper, entitled "The Idler," which came out every 
Saturday in a weekly newspaper, called "The Universal 
Chronicle, or Weekly Gazette," published by Newbery. 
These essays were continued till April 5, 1760. Many 
of these excellent essays were written as hastily as an 
ordinary letter. Mr. Langton remembers Johnson, when 
on a visit at Oxford, asking him one evening how long 
it was till the post went out; and on being told about 
half an hour, he exclaimed, "then we shall do very well." 
He upon this instantly sat down and finished an Idler, 
which it was necessary should be in London the next 
day. Mr. Langton having signified a wish to read it, 
"Sir, (said he,) you shall not do more than I have done 
myself." He then folded it up, and sent it off. 


1759 . In the month of January, his mother died at 
•the great age of ninety, an event which deeply affected 
him; not that "his mind had acquired no firmness by the 
contemplation of morality;" but that his reverential af- 
fection for her was not abated by years, as indeed he 
retained all his tender feelings even to the latest period 
of his life. I have been told, that he regretted much his 
not having gone to visit his mother for several years 
previous to her death. But he was constantly engaged 
in literary labours which confined him to London; and 
though he had not the comfort of seeing his aged 
parent, he contributed to her support. 
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Jan. 20, 1759. 

Dear Honoured Mother, 

Neither your condition nor your character make it fit for 
me to say much. You have been the best mother, and I be- 
lieve the best woman in the world. I thank you for your in- 
dulgence to me, and beg forgiveness of all that I have done 
ill, and all that I have omitted to do well. God grant you his 
Holy Spirit, and receive you to everlasting happiness, for 
Jesus Christ's sake. Amen. Lord Jesus receive your spirit. 
Amen. 

I am, dear, dear Mother, 

Your dutiful Son, 

Sam. Johnson. 

Soon after this event, he wrote his Rasselas , Prince of 
Abyssinia: concerning the publication of which Sir John 
Hawkins guesses vaguely and idly, instead of having 
taken the trouble to inform himself with authentick pre- 
cision. Not to trouble my readers with a repetition of 
the Knight's reveries, I have to mention, that the late 
Mr. Strahan the printer told me, that Johnson wrote it, 
that with the profits he might defray the expence of his 
mother's funeral, and pay some little debts which she 
had left. He told Sir Joshua Reynolds, that he composed 
it in the evenings of one week, sent it to the press in 
portions as it was written, and had never since read it 
over. Mr. Strahan, Mr. Johnson, and Mr. Dodsley, pur- 
chased it for a hundred pounds, but afterwards paid 
him twenty-five pounds more, when it came to a second 
edition. 


1762. The accession of George the Third to the 
throne of these kingdoms, opened a new and brighter 
prospect to men of literary merit, who had been hon- 
oured with no mark of royal favour in the preceding 
reign. His present Majesty's education in this country, 
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as well as his taste and beneficence, prompted him to 
be the patron of science and the arts; and early this year 
Johnson having been represented to him as a very 
learned and good man, without any certain provision, 
his Majesty was pleased to grant him a pension of three 
hundred pounds a year. The Earl of Bute, who was then 
Prime Minister, had the honour to announce this in- 
stance of his Sovereign’s bounty, concerning which, 
many and various stories, all equally erroneous, have 
been propagated; maliciously representing it as a po- 
litical bribe to Johnson, to desert his avowed principles, 
and become the tool of a government which he held to 
be founded in usurpation. I have taken care to have it 
in my power to refute them from the most authentick 
information. Lord Bute told me, that Mr. Wedderburne, 
now Lord Loughborough, was the person who first 
mentioned this subject to him. Lord Loughborough told 
me, that the pension was granted to Johnson solely as 
the reward of his literary merit, without any stipulation 
whatever, or even tacit understanding that he should 
write for administration. His Lordship added, that he 
was confident the political tracts which Johnson after- 
wards did write, as they were entirely consonant with 
his own opinions, would have been written by him, 
though no pension had been granted to him. 

Mr. Thomas Sheridan and Mr. Murphy, who then 
lived a good deal both with him and Mr. Wedderburne, 
told me, that they previously talked with Johnson upon 
this matter, and that it was perfectly understood by all 
parties that the pension was merely honorary. Sir Joshua 
Reynolds told me, that Johnson called on him after his 
Majesty’s intention had been notified to him, and said 
he wished to consult his friends as to the propriety of 
his accepting this mark of the royal favour, after the 
definitions which he had given in his Dictionary of 
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pension and pensioners. He said he should not have Sir 
Joshua’s answer till next day, when he would call again, 
and desired he might think of it. Sir Joshua answered 
that he was clear to give his opinion then, that there 
could be no objection to his receiving from the King a 
reward for literary merit; and that certainly the defini- 
tions in his Dictionary were not applicable to him. John- 
son, it should seem, was satisfied, for he did not call 
again till he had accepted the pension, and had waited 
on Lord Bute to thank him. He then told Sir Joshua 
that Lord Bute said to him expressly, "It is not given 
you for any thing you are to do, but for what you have 
done.” His Lordship, he said, behaved in the hand- 
somest manner. He repeated the words twice, that he 
might be sure Johnson heard them, and thus set his 
mind perfectly at ease. 


1763. This is to me a memorable year; for in it I had 
the happiness to obtain the acquaintance of that extraor- 
dinary man whose memoirs I am now writing; an ac- 
quaintance which I shall ever esteem as one of the most 
fortunate circumstances in my life. Though then but 
two-and-twenty; I had for several years read his works 
with delight and instruction, and had the highest rever- 
ence for their authour, which had grown up in my fancy 
into a kind of mysterious veneration, by figuring to my- 
self a state of solemn elevated abstraction, in which I 
supposed him to live in the immense metropolis of Lon- 
don. Mr. Gentleman, a native of Ireland, who passed 
some years in Scotland as a player, and as an instructor 
in the English language, a man whose talents and worth 
were depressed by misfortunes, had given me a repre- 
sentation of the figure and manner of Dictionary John- 
son! as he was then generally called; and during my first 
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visit to London, which was for three months in 1760, 
Mr. Derrick the poet, who was Gentleman's friend and 
countryman, flattered me with hopes that he would in- 
troduce me to Johnson, an honour of which I was very 
ambitious. But he never found an opportunity; which 
made me doubt that he had promised to do what was 
not in his power; till Johnson some years afterwards 
told me, “Derrick, Sir, might very well have introduced 
you. I had a kindness for Derrick, and am sorry he is 
dead.” 

In the summer of 1761 Mr. Thomas Sheridan was at 
Edinburgh, and delivered lectures upon the English 
Language and Publick Speaking to large and respect- 
able audiences. I was often in his company, and heard 
him frequently expatiate upon Johnson's extraordinary 
knowledge, talents, and virtues, repeat his pointed say- 
ings, describe his particularities, and boast of his being 
his guest sometimes till two or three in the morning. At 
his house I hoped to have many opportunities of seeing 
the sage, as Mr. Sheridan obligingly assured me I should 
not be disappointed. 

When I returned to London in the end of 1762, to my 
surprise and regret I found an irreconcileable difference 
had taken place between Johnson and Sheridan. A pen- 
sion of two hundred pounds a year had been given to 
Sheridan. Johnson, who, as has been already mentioned, 
thought slightingly of Sheridan's art, upon hearing that 
he was also pensioned, exclaimed, “What! have they 
given him a pension? Then it is time for me to give up 
mine.” Whether this proceeded from a momentary in- 
dignation, as if it were an affront to his exalted merit 
that a player should be rewarded in the same manner 
with him, or was the sudden effect of a fit of peevish- 
ness, it was unluckily said, and, indeed, cannot be 
justified. Mr. Sheridan's pension was granted to him not ■ 
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as a player, but as a sufferer in the cause of government, 
when he was manager of the Theatre Royal in Ireland, 
when parties ran high in 1753. 

Johnson complained that a man who disliked him re- 
peated his sarcasm to Mr. Sheridan, without telling him 
what followed, which was, that after a pause he added, 
"However, I am glad that Mr. Sheridan has a pension, 
for he is a very good man.” Sheridan could never for- 
give this hasty contemptuous expression. It rankled in 
his mind; and though I informed him of all that Johnson 
said, and that he would be very glad to meet him 
amicably, he positively declined repeated offers which 
I made, and once went off abruptly from a house where 
he and I were engaged to dine, because he was told 
that Dr. Johnson was to be there. 

Mr. Thomas Davies the actor, who then kept a book- 
seller’s shop in Russel-street, Covent-garden, told me 
that Johnson was very much his friend, and came fre- 
quently to his house, where he more than once invited 
me to meet him: but by some unlucky accident or other 
he was prevented from coming to us. 

At last, on Monday the 16th of May, when I was 
sitting in Mr. Davies’s back-parlour, after having drunk 
tea with him and Mrs. Davies, Johnson unexpectedly 
came into the shop; and Mr. Davies having perceived 
him through the glass-door in the room in which we 
\yere sitting, advancing towards us, — he announced his 
awful approach to me, somewhat in the manner of an 
actor in the part of Horatio, when he addresses Hamlet 
on the appearance of his father’s ghost, "Look, my Lord, 
it comes.” I found that I had a very perfect idea of 
Johnson’s figure, from the portrait of him painted by Sir 
Jpshua Reynolds soon after he had published his Dic- 
tionary, in the attitude of sitting in his easy chair in deep 
meditation; which was the first picture his friend did 
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for him, which Sir Joshua very kindly presented to me, 
and from which an engraving has been made for this 
work. Mr. Davies mentioned my name, and respectfully 
introduced me to him. I was much agitated; and recol- 
lecting his prejudice against the Scotch, of which I had 
heard much, I said to Davies, “Don’ t tell where I come 
from.” — “From Scotland,” cried Davies, roguishly. “Mr. 
Johnson, (said I) I do indeed come from Scotland, but 
I cannot help it.” I am willing to flatter myself that I 
meant this as light pleasantry to soothe and conciliate 
him, and not as an humiliating abasement at the ex- 
pence of my country. But however that might be, this 
speech was somewhat unlucky; for with that quickness 
of wit for which he was so remarkable, he seized the 
expression “come from Scotland,” which I used in the 
sense of being of that country; and, as if I had said that 
I had come away from it, or left it, retorted, “That, Sir, 
I find, is what a very great many of your countrymen 
cannot help.” This stroke stunned me a good deal; and 
when we had sat down, I felt myself not a little embar- 
rassed, and apprehensive of what might come next. He 
then addressed himself to Davies: “What do you think 
of Garrick? He has refused me an order for the play for 
Miss Williams, because he knows the house will be full, 
and that an order would be worth three shillings.” Eager 
to take any opening to get into conversation with him, I 
ventured to say, “O, Sir, I cannot think Mr. Garrick 
would grudge such a trifle to you.” “Sir, (said he, with 
a stem look,) I have known David Garrick longer than 
you have done: and I know no right you have to talk 
to me on the subject.” Perhaps I deserved this check; 
for it was rather presumptuous in me, an entire stranger, 
to express any doubt of the justice of his animadversion 
. upon his old acquaintance and pupil. I now felt myself 
much mortified, and began to think, that the hope which 
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I had long indulged of obtaining his acquaintance was 
blasted. And, in truth, had not my ardour been uncom- 
monly strong, and my resolution uncommonly persever- 
ing, so rough a reception might have deterred me for 
ever from making any further attempts. Fortunately, 
however, I remained upon the field not wholly dis- 
comfited; and was soon rewarded by hearing some of 
his conversation, of which I preserved the following 
short minute, without marking the questions and ob- 
servations by which it was produced. 

Speaking of one who with more than ordinary bold- 
ness attacked publick measures and the royal family, he 
said, “I think he is safe from the law, but he is an 
abusive scoundrel; and instead of applying to my Lord 
Chief Justice to punish him, I would send half a dozen 
footmen and have him well ducked.” 

'The notion of liberty amuses the people of England, 
and helps to keep off the tedium vitse. When a butcher 
tells you that his heart bleeds for his country , he has, 
in fact, no uneasy feeling.” 

"Sheridan will not succeed at Bath with his oratory. 
Ridicule has gone down before him, and I doubt. Der- 
rick is his enemy.” 

"Derrick may do very well, as long as he can outrun 
his character; but the moment his character gets up 
with him, it is all over.” 

It is, however, but just to record, that some years 
afterwards, when I reminded him of this sarcasm, he 
said, "Well, but Derrick has now got a character that 
he need not run away from.” 

I was highly pleased with the extraordinary vigour of 
his conversation, and regretted that I was drawn away 
from it by an engagement at another place. I had, for 
a P art of the evening, been left alone with him, and had u 
ventured to make an observation now and then, which 
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he received very civilly; so that I was satisfied that 
though there was a roughness in his manner, there was 
no ill-nature in his disposition. Davies followed me to 
the door, and when I complained to him a little of the 
hard blows which the great man had given me, he 
kindly took upon him to console me by saying, “Don’t 
be uneasy. I can see he likes you very well.” 

A few days afterwards I called on Davies, and asked 
him if he thought I might take the liberty of waiting on 
Mr. Johnson at his chambers in the Temple. He said I 
certainly might, and that Mr. Johnson would take it as 
a compliment. So on Tuesday the 24th of May, after 
having been enlivened by the witty sallies of Messieurs 
Thornton, Wilkes, Churchill, and Lloyd, with whom I 
had passed the morning, I boldly repaired to Johnson. 
His chambers were on the first floor of No. 1, Inner- 
Temple-lane, and I entered them with an impression 
given me by the Reverend Dr. Blair, of Edinburgh, who 
had been introduced to him not long before, and de- 
scribed his having “found the Giant in his den”; an 
expression which, when I came to be pretty well ac- 
quainted with Johnson, I repeated to him, and he was 
diverted at this picturesque account of himself. Dr. Blair 
had been presented to him by Dr. James Fordyce. At 
this time the controversy concerning the pieces pub- 
lished by Mr. James Macpherson, as translations of 
Ossian, was at its height. Johnson had all along denied 
their authenticity; and, what was still more provoking 
to their admirers, maintained that they had no merit. 
The subject having been introduced by Dr. Fordyce, 
Dr. Blair, relying on the internal evidence of their an- 
tiquity, asked Dr. Johnson whether he thought any man 
of a modern age could have written such poems? John- 
son replied, “Yes, Sir, many men, many women, and 
many children.” Johnson at this time, did not know tha f 



94 JAMES BOSWELL 

Dr. Blair had just published a Dissertation, not only de- 
fending their authenticity, but seriously ranking them 
with the poems of Homer and Virgil; and when he was 
afterwards informed of this circumstance, he expressed 
some displeasure at Dr. Fordyce’s having suggested the 
topick, and said, “I am not sorry that they got thus 
much for their pains. Sir, it was like leading one to talk 
of a book, when the authour is concealed behind the 
door.” 

He received me very courteously: but, it must be con- 
fessed, that his apartment, and furniture, and morning 
dress, were sufficiently uncouth. His brown suit of 
cloaths looked very rusty: he had on a little old shriv- 
elled unpowdered wig, which was too small for his head; 
his shirt-neck and knees of his breeches were loose; his 
black worsted stockings ill drawn up; and he had a pair 
of unbuckled shoes by way of slippers. But all these 
slovenly particularities were forgotten the moment that 
he began to talk. Some gentlemen, whom I do not recol- 
lect, were sitting with him; and when they went away, 
I also rose; but he said to me, “Nay, dont go.” — “Sir, 
(said I), I am afraid that I intrude upon you. It is be- 
nevolent to allow me to sit and hear you.” He seemed 
pleased with this compliment, which I sincerely paid 
him, and answered, “Sir, I am obliged to any man who 
visits me.” — I have preserved the following short minute 
of what passed this day. 

“Madness frequently discovers itself merely by un- 
necessary deviation from the usual modes of the world. 
My poor friend Smart showed the disturbance of his 
mind, by falling upon his knees, and saying his prayers 
in the street, or in any other unusual place. Now al- 
though, rationally speaking, it is greater madness not to 
pray at all, than to pray as Smart did, I am afraid there 
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are so many who do not pray, that their understanding 
is not called in question.” 

Concerning this unfortunate poet, Christopher Smart, 
who was confined in a mad-house, he had, at another 
time, the following conversation with Dr. Burney. — 
Burney. “How does poor Smart do, Sir; is he likely to 
recover?” Johnson. “It seems as if his mind had ceased 
to struggle with the disease; for he grows fat upon it.” 
Burney. “Perhaps, Sir, that may be from want of exer- 
cise.” Johnson. “No, Sir; he has partly as much exercise 
as he used to have, for he digs in the garden. Indeed, 
before his confinement, he used for exercise to walk to 
the alehouse; but he was carried back again. I did not 
think he ought to be shut up. His infirmities were not 
noxious to society. He insisted on people praying with 
him; and I'd as lief pray with Kit Smart as any one else. 
Another , charge was, that he did not love clean linen; 
and I have no passion for it.” 

Talking of Garrick, he said, “He is the first man in the 
world for sprightly conversation.” 

When I rose a second time, he again pressed me to 
stay, which I did. 

He told me, that he generally went abroad at four in 
the afternoon, and seldom came home till two in the 
morning. I took the liberty to ask if he did not think it 
wrong to live thus, and not make more use of his great 
talents. He owned it was a bad habit. 

Before we parted, he was so good as to promise to 
favour me with his company one evening at my lodg- 
ings: and, as I took my leave, shook me cordially by the 
hand. It was almost needless to add, that I felt no litde 
elation at having now so happily established an ac- 
quaintance of which I had been so long ambitious. 

My readers will, I trust, excuse me for being thus 
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minutely circumstantial, when it is considered that the 
acquaintance of Dr. Johnson was to me a most valuable 
acquisition, and laid the foundation of whatever instruc- 
tion and entertainment they may receive from my col- 
lections concerning the great subject of the work which 
they are now perusing. 

I did not visit him again till Monday, June 13, at 
which time I recollect no part of his conversation, ex- 
cept that when I told him I had been to see Johnson 
ride upon three horses, he said, “Such a man. Sir, should 
be encouraged; for his performances shew the extent of 
the human power in one instance, and thus tend to raise 
our opinion of the faculties of man. He shews what may 
be attained by persevering application; so that every 
man may hope, that by giving as much application, al- 
though perhaps he may never ride three horses at a 
time, or dance upon a wire, yet he may be equally ex- 
pert in whatever profession he has chosen to pursue/' 

He again shook me by the hand at parting, and asked 
me why I did not come oftener to him. Trusting that I 
was now in his good graces, I answered, that he had not 
given me much encouragement, and reminded him of 
the check I had received from him at our first interview. 
“Poh, poh! (said he, with a complacent smile), never 
mind these things. Come to me as often as you can. I 
shall be glad to see you.” 

I had learnt that his place of frequent resort was the 
Mitre tavern in Fleet-street, where he loved to sit up 
late, and I begged I might be allowed to pass an eve- 
ning with him there soon, which he promised I should. 
A few days afterwards I met him near Temple-bar, 
about one o'clock in the morning, and asked him if he 
would then go to the Mitre. “Sir, (said he) it is too late; 
they won t let us in. But I’ll go with you another night 
with all my heart.” 
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A revolution of some importance in my plan of life 
had just taken place; for instead of procuring a com- 
mission in the foot-guards, which was my own inclina- 
tion, I had, in compliance with my father’s wishes, 
agreed to study the law, and was soon to set out for 
Utrecht, to hear the lectures of an excellent Civilian in 
that University, and then to proceed on my travels. 
Though very desirous of obtaining Dr. Johnson’s advice 
and instructions on the mode of pursuing my studies, I 
was at this time so occupied, shall I call it? or so dis- 
sipated, by the amusements of London, that our next 
meeting was not till Saturday, June 25, when happening 
to dine at Clifton’s eating-house, in Butcher-row, I was 
surprised to perceive Johnson come in and take his seat 
at another table. He agreed to meet me in the evening 
at the Mitre. I called on him, and we went thither at 
nine. We had a good supper, and port wine, of which 
he then sometimes drank a bottle. I find in my Journal 
the following minute of our conversation. 

"Colley Cibber, Sir, was by no means a blockhead; 
but by arrogating to himself too much, he was in danger 
of losing that degree of estimation to which he was en- 
titled. His friends gave out that he intended his birth- 
day Odes should be bad: but that was not the case, Sir; 
for he kept them many months by him, and a few years 
before he died he shewed me one of them, with great 
solicitude to render it as perfect as might be, and I made 
some corrections, to which he was not very willing to 
submit.” 

Finding him in a placid humour, and wishing to avail 
myself of the opportunity which I fortunately had of 
consulting a sage, to hear whose wisdom, I conceived, in 
the ardour of youthful imagination, that men filled with 
a noble enthusiasm for intellectual improvement would 
gladly have resorted from distant lands; — I opened my 
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mind to him ingenuously, and gave him a little sketch of 

my life, to which he was pleased to listen with great 

attention. 

I acknowledged, that though educated very strictly in 
the principles of religion, I had for some time been mis- 
led into a certain degree of infidelity; but that I was 
come now to a better way of thinking, and was fully 
satisfied of the truth of the Christian revelation, though 
I was not clear as to every point considered to be ortho- 
dox. Being at all times a curious examiner of the hu- 
man mind, and pleased with an undisguised display of 
what had passed in it, he called to me with warmth, 
“Give me your hand; I have taken a liking to you/' 

When I talked to him of the paternal estate to which 
I was heir, he said, “Sir, let me tell you, that to be a 
Scotch landlord, where you have a number of families 
dependent upon you, and attached to you, is, perhaps 
as high a situation as humanity can arrive at. A mer- 
chant upon the "Change of London, with a hundred 
thousand pounds, is nothing; an English Duke, with an 
immense fortune, is nothing: he has no tenants who con- 
sider themselves as under his patriarchal care, and who 
will follow him to the field upon an emergency/" 

He proceeded: “Your going abroad, Sir, and break- 
ing off idle habits, may be of great importance to you. 
I would go where there are courts and learned men. 
There is a good deal of Spain that has not been per- 
ambulated. I would have you go thither. A man of in- 
feriour talents to yours may furnish us with useful 
observations upon that country/" 

As Dr. Oliver Goldsmith will frequently appear in this 
narrative I shall endeavour to make my readers in some 
degree acquainted with his singular character. He was 
a native of Ireland, and a contemporary with Mr. Burke, 
at Trinity College, Dublin, but did not then give much 
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promise of future celebrity. He afterwards studied 
physick at Edinburgh, and upon the Continent: and I 
have been informed, was enabled to pursue his travels 
on foot, partly by demanding at Universities to enter the 
lists as a disputant, by which, according to the custom 
of many of them, he was entitled to the premium of a 
crown, when lucidly for him his challenge was not ac- 
cepted; so that, as I once observed to Dr. Johnson, he 
disputed his passage through Europe. He then came to 
England, and was employed successively in the ca- 
pacities of an usher to an academy, a corrector of the 
press, a reviewer, and a writer for a newspaper. He had 
sagacity enough to cultivate assiduously the acquaint- 
ance of Johnson, and his faculties were gradually en- 
larged by the contemplation of such a model. To me and 
many others it appeared that he studiously copied the 
manner Of Johnson, though, indeed, upon a smaller 
scale. 

At this time I think he had published nothing with 
his name, though it was pretty generally known that one 
Dr. Goldsmith was the authour of “An Enquiry into the 
present State of polite Learning in Europe,” and of “The 
Citizen of the World,” a series of letters supposed to be 
written from London by a Chinese. No man had the art 
of displaying with more advantage as a writer, what- 
ever literary acquisitions he made. “ Nihil quod tetigit 
non ornavit !* His mind resembled a fertile, but thin soil. 
No deep root could be struck. The oak of the forest did 
not grow there: but the elegant shrubbery and the fra- 
grant parterre appeared in gay succession. It has been 
generally circulated and believed that he was a mere 
fool in conversation; but, in truth, this has been greatly 
exaggerated. He had, no doubt, a more than common 
share of that hurry of ideas which we often find in his 
countrymen, and which sometimes produces a laugh- 
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able confusion in expressing them. His person was short, 
his countenance coarse and vulgar, his deportment that 
of a scholar awkwardly affecting the easy gentleman. 
Those who were in any way distinguished, excited 
envy in him to so ridiculous an excess, that the instances 
of it are hardly credible. When accompanying two beau- 
tiful young ladies with their mother on a tour in France, 
he was seriously angry that more attention was paid to 
them than to him; and once at the exhibition of the 
Fantoccini in London, when those who sat next him ob- 
served with what dexterity a puppet was made to toss a 
pike, he could not bear that it should have such praise, 
and exclaimed with some warmth, “Pshaw! I can do it 
better myself.” 

He, I am afraid, had no settled system of any sort, so 
that his conduct must not be strictly scrutinized; but 
his affections were social and generous, and when he 
had money he gave it away very liberally. His desire of 
imaginary consequence predominated over his attention 
to truth. When he began to rise into notice, he said he 
had a brother who was Dean of Durham, a fiction so 
easily detected, that it is wonderful how he should have 
been so inconsiderate as to hazard it. He boasted to me 
at this time of the power of his pen in commanding 
money, which I believe was true in a certain degree, 
though in the instance he gave he was by no means cor- 
rect. He told me that he had sold a novel for four hun- 
dred pounds. This was his “Vicar of Wakefield.” But 
Johnson informed me, that he had made the bargain for 
Goldsmith, and the price was' sixty pounds. “And, Sir, 
(said he,) a sufficient price too, when it was sold; for 
then the fame of Goldsmith had not been elevated, as it 
afterwards was, by his 'Traveller/ ” 

Mrs. Piozzi and Sir John Hawkins have strangely mis- 
stated the history of Goldsmiths situation and John- 
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son’s friendly interference, when this novel was sold. I 
shall give it authentically from Johnson’s own exact nar- 
ration: 

“I received one morning a message from poor Gold- 
smith that he was in great distress, and as it was not in 
his power to come to me, begging that I would come to 
him as soon as possible. I sent him a guinea, and prom- 
ised to come to him directly. I accordingly went as soon 
as I was drest, and found that his landlady had arrested 
him for his rent, at which he was in a violent passion. I 
perceived that he had already changed my guinea, and 
had got a bottle of Madeira and a glass before him. I put 
the cork into the bottle, desired he would be calm, and 
began to talk to him of the means by which he might be 
extricated. He then told me that he had a novel ready 
for the press, which he produced to me. I looked into 
it, and saw its merit; told the landlady I should soon re- 
turn, and having gone to a bookseller sold it for sixty 
pounds. I brought Goldsmith the money, and he dis- 
charged his rent, not without rating his landlady in a 
high tone for having used him so ill.” 

My next meeting with Johnson was on Friday the 1st 
of July, when he and I and Dr. Goldsmith supped at the 
Mitre. I was before this time pretty well acquainted 
with Goldsmith, who was one of the brightest ornaments 
of the Johnsonian school. Goldsmith’s respectful attach- 
ment to Johnson was then at its height; for his own liter- 
ary reputation had not yet distinguished him so much 
as to excite a vain desire of competition with his great 
Master. He had increased my admiration of the good- 
ness of Johnson’s heart, by incidental remarks in the 
course of conversation, such as, when I mentioned Mr. 
Levet, whom he entertained under his roof, "He is poor 
and honest, which is recommendation enough to John- 
son;” and when I wondered that he was very kind to a 
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man of whom I had heard a very bad character, “He is 
now become miserable, and that insures the protection 
of Johnson.” 

Dr. John Campbell, the celebrated political and 
biographical writer, being mentioned, Johnson said, 
"Campbell is a man of much knowledge, and has a good 
share of imagination. Campbell is a good man, a pious 
man. I am afraid he has not been in the inside of a church 
for many years; but he never passes a church without 
pulling off his hat. This shews that he has good principles. 
I used to go pretty often to Campbell's on a Sunday eve- 
ning till I began to consider that the shoals of Scotchmen 
who flocked about him might probably say, when any 
thing of mine was well done, ‘Ay, ay, he has learnt this 
of Cawmell!’ ” 

He talked very contemptuously of Churchills poetry, 
observing, that "it had a temporary currency, only from 
its audacity of abuse, and being filled with living names, 
that it would sink into oblivion.” I ventured to hint that 
he was not quite a fair judge, as Churchill had attacked 
him violently. Johnson. "Nay, Sir, I am a very fair 
judge. He did not attack me violently till he found I did 
not like his poetry; and his attack on me shall not pre- 
vent me from continuing to say what I think of him, 
from an apprehension that it may be ascribed to resent- 
ment. No, Sir, I called the fellow a blockhead at first, 
and I vull call him a blockhead still. However, I will 
acknowledge that I have a better opinion of him now, 
than I once had; for he has shown more fertility than I 
expected. To be sure, he is a tree that cannot produce 
good fruit; he only bears crabs. But, Sir, a tree that pro- 
duces a great many crabs is better than a tree which 
produces only a few.” 

Let me here apologize for the imperfect manner in 
which I am obliged to exhibit Johnsons conversation at 
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thi-s period. In the early part of my acquaintance with 
him, I was so wrapt in admiration of his extraordinary 
colloquial talents, and so little accustomed to his pecul- 
iar mode of expression, that I found it extremely diffi- 
cult to recollect and record his conversation with its 
genuine vigour and vivacity. In progress of time, when 
my mind was, as it were, strongly impregnated with the 
Johnsonian sether , I could with much more facility and 
exactness, carry in my memory and commit to paper 
the exuberant variety of his wisdom and wit. 

' At this time, Miss Williams, as she was then called, 
though she did not reside with him in the Temple under 
his roof, but had lodgings in Bolt-court, Fleet-street, 
had so much of his attention, that he every night drank 
tea with her before he went home, however late it 
might be, and she always sat up for him. This, it may be 
fairly conjectured, was not alone a proof of his regard 
for her , but of his own unwillingness to go into solitude, 
before that unseasonable hour at which he had habit- 
uated himself to expect the oblivion of repose. Dr. Gold- 
smith, being a privileged man, went with him this night, 
strutting away, and calling to me with an air of superior- 
ity, like that of an esoterick over an exoterick disciple of 
a sage of antiquity, “I go to see Miss Williams/’ I con- 
fess, I then envied him this mighty privilege, of which 
he seemed so proud; but it was not long before I ob- 
tained the same mark of distinction. 

On Wednesday, July 6, he was engaged to sup with 
me at my lodgings in Downing-street, Westminster. But 
on the preceding night my landlord having behaved 
very rudely to me and some company who were with 
me, I had resolved not to remain another night in his 
house. I was exceedingly uneasy at the awkward ap- 
pearance I supposed I should make to Johnson and the 
other gentlemen whom I had invited, not being able to 



104 JAMES BOSWELL 

receive them at home, and being obliged to order supper 
at the Mitre. I went to Johnson in the morning, and 
talked of it as of a serious distress. He laughed, and said, 
“Consider, Sir, how insignificant this will appear a 
twelvemonth hence.” — Were this consideration to be 
applied to most of the little vexatious incidents of life, 
by which our quiet is too often disturbed, it would pre- 
vent many painful sensations. I have tided it frequently 
with good effect. “There is nothing (continued he) in 
this mighty misfortune; nay, we shall be better at the 
Mitre.” 

I had as my guests this evening at the Mitre tavern, 
Dr. Johnson, Dr. Goldsmith, Mr. Thomas Davies, Mr. 
Eccles, an Irish gentleman, for whose agreeable com- 
pany I was obliged to Mr. Davies, and the Reverend Mr. 
John Ogilvie, who was desirous of being in company 
with my illustrious friend, while I in my turn, was proud 
to have the honour of shewing one of my countrymen 
upon what easy terms Johnson permitted me to live with 
him. 

Goldsmith, as usual, endeavoured, with too much 
eagerness, to shine , and disputed very warmly with 
Johnson against the well-known maxim of the British 
constitution, “the King can do no wrong;” affirming, 
that, “what was morally false could not be politically 
true; and as the King might, in the exercise of his regal 
power, command and cause the doing of what was 
wrong, it certainly might be said, in sense and in reason, 
that he could do wrong.” Johnson. “Sir, you are to con- 
sider, that in our constitution, according to its true prin- 
ciples, the King is the head, he is supreme: he is above 
every thing, and there is no power by which he can be 
tried. Therefore, it is, Sir, that we hold the King can do 
no wrong; that whatever may happen to be wrong in 
government may not be above our. reach, by being as- 
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cribed to Majesty. Redress is always to be had against 
oppression, by punishing the immediate agents. The 
King, though he should command, cannot force a Judge 
to condemn a man unjustly; therefore it is the Judge 
whom we prosecute and punish. Political institutions are 
formed upon the consideration of what will most fre- 
quently tend to the good of the whole, although now 
and then exceptions may occur. Thus it is better in gen- 
eral that a nation should have a supreme legislative 
power, although it may at times be abused. And then, 
Sir, there is this consideration, that if the abuse be 
enormous , Nature will rise up, and claiming her original 
rights , overturn a corrupt political system " I mark this 
animated sentence with peculiar pleasure, as a noble 
instance of that truly dignified spirit of freedom which 
ever glowed in his heart, though he was charged with 
slavish tenets by superficial observers; because he was 
at all times indignant against that false patriotism, 
that pretended love of freedom, that unruly restlessness 
which is inconsistent with the stable authority of any 
good government. 

Mr. Ogilvie was unlucky enough to choose for the 
topick of his conversation the praises of his native coun- 
try. He began with saying, that there was very rich land 
around Edinburgh. Goldsmith, who had studied physick 
there, contradicted this, very untruly, with a sneering 
laugh. Disconcerted a little by this, Mr. Ogilvie then 
took a new ground, where, I suppose, he thought him- 
self perfectly safe; for he observed, that Scotland had a 
great many noble wild prospects. Johnson. "I believe, 
Sir, you have a great many. Norway, too, has noble wild 
prospects; and Lapland is remarkable for prodigious 
noble wild prospects. But, Sir, let me tell you, the no- 
blest prospect which a Scotchman ever sees, is the high 
road that leads him to England!” This unexpected and 
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pointed sally produced a roar of applause. After all, 
however, those who admire the rude grandeur of Na- 
ture, cannot deny it to Caledonia. 

On Saturday, July 9, I found Johnson surrounded 
with a numerous levee, but have not preserved any part 
of his conversation. On the 14th we had another evening 
by ourselves at the Mitre. 

Feeling myself now quite at ease as his companion, 
though I had all possible reverence for him, I expressed 
a regret that I could not be so easy with my father, 
though he was not much older than Johnson, and cer- 
tainly however respectable had not more learning and 
greater abilities to depress me.. I asked him the reason 
of this. Johnson. "Why, Sir, I am a man of the world. I 
live in the world, and I take in some degree, the colour 
of the world as it moves along. Your father is a Judge in 
a remote part of the island, and all his notions are taken 
from the old world. Besides, Sir, there must always be 
a struggle between a father and son, while one aims at 
power and the other at independence.” 

He enlarged very convincingly upon the excellence of 
rhyme over blank verse in English poetry. I mentioned 
to him that Dr. Adam Smith, in his lectures upon com- 
position, when I studied under him in the College of 
Glasgow, had maintained the same opinion strenuously, 
and I repeated some of his arguments. Johnson. "Sir, I 
was once in company with Smith, and we did not take 
to each other; but had I known that he loved rhyme as 
much as you tell me he does, I should have hugged 
him.” 

To such a degree of unrestrained frankness had he 
now accustomed me, that in the course of this evening 
I talked of the numerous reflections which had been 
thrown out against him on account of his having ac- 
cepted a pension from his present Majesty. "Why, Sir, 
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(said he, with a hearty laugh,) it is a mighty foolish 
noise that they make. I have accepted of a pension as <a 
reward which has been thought due to my literary merit; 
and now that I have this pension, I am the same man in 
every respect that I have ever been; I retain the same 
principles. It is true, that I cannot now curse (smiling) 
the House of Hanover; nor would it be decent for me to 
drink King James’s health in the wine that King George 
gives me money to pay for. But, Sir, I think that the 
pleasure of cursing the House of Hanover, and drinking 
King James’s health, are amply overbalanced by three 
hundred pounds a year.” 

There was here, most certainly, an affectation of more 
Jacobitism than he really had. Yet there is no doubt that 
at earlier periods he was wont often to exercise both 
his pleasantly and ingenuity in talking Jacobitism. My 
much respected friend, Dr. Douglas, now Bishop of 
Salisbury, has favoured me with the following admirable 
instance from his Lordship’s own recollection. One day 
when dining at old Mr. Langton’s, where Miss Roberts, 
his niece, was one of the company, Johnson, with his 
usual complacent attention to the fair sex, took her by 
the hand and said, “My dear, I hope you are a Jacobite.” 
Old Mr. Langton, who, though a high and steady Tory, 
was attached to the present Royal Family, seemed of- 
fended, and asked Johnson, with great warmth, what 
he could mean by putting such a question to his niece! 
“Why, Sir, (said Johnson) I meant no offence to your 
niece, I meant her a great compliment. A Jacobite, Sir, 
believes in the divine right of Kings. He that believes in 
the divine right of Kings believes in a Divinity. A Jaco- 
bite believes in the divine right of Bishops. He that be- 
lieves in the divine right of Bishops believes in the divine 
authority of the Christian religion. Therefore, Sir, a 
Jacobite is neither an Atheist nor a Deist. That cannot 



108 JAMES BOSWELL 

be said of a Whig; for Whiggism is a negation of all 

principle” 

I added that the same person maintained that there 
was no distinction between virtue and vice. Johnson. 
“Why, Sir, if the fellow does not think as he speaks, he 
is lying; and I see not what honour he can propose to 
himself from having the character of a lyar. But if he 
does really think that there is no distinction between 
virtue and vice, why, Sir, when he leaves our houses let 
us count our spoons.” 

Mr. Levet this day showed me Dr. Johnsons library, 
which was contained in two garrets over his Chambers, 
where Lintot, son of the celebrated bookseller of that 
name, had formerly his warehouse. I found a number of 
good books, but very dusty and in great confusion. The 
floor was strewed with manuscript leaves, in Johnsons 
own hand-writing, which I beheld with a degree of ven- 
eration, supposing they perhaps might contain portions 
of the Rambler, or of Rasselas. I observed an apparatus 
for chymical experiments, of which Johnson was all his 
life very fond. The place seemed to be very favourable 
for retirement and meditation. Johnson told me, that he 
went up thither without mentioning it to his servant 
when he wanted to study, secure from interruption; for 
he would not allow his servant to say he was not at home 
when he really was. “A servant’s strict regard for truth, 
(said he) must be weakened by such a practice. A phi- 
losopher may know that it is merely a form of denial; 
but few servants are such nice distinguishes. If I accus- 
tom a servant to tell a lie for me, have I not reason to 
apprehend that he will tell many lies for himself?” 

On Wednesday, July 20, Dr. Johnson, Mr. Dempster, 
and my uncle Dr. Boswell, who happened to be now in 
London, supped with me at these Chambers. Johnson. 
“Pity is not natural to man. Children are always cruel. 
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Savages are always cruel. Pity is acquired and improved 
by the cultivation of reason. We may have uneasy sen- 
sations for seeing a creature in distress, without pity; 
for we have not pity unless we wish to relieve them. 
When I am on my way to dine with a friend, and finding 
it late, have bid the coachman make haste, if I happen 
to attend when he whips his horses, I may feel unpleas- 
antly that the animals are put to pain, but I do not wish 
him to desist. No, Sir, I wish him to drive on/” 

Rousseau’s treatise on the inequality of mankind was 
at this time a fashionable topick. It gave rise to an ob- 
servation by Mr. Dempster, that the advantages of for- 
tune and rank were nothing to a wise man, who ought 
to value only merit. Johnson. “If man were savage, liv- 
ing in the woods by himself, this might be true; but in 
civilised society we all depend upon each other, and our 
happiness is very much owing to the good opinion of 
mankind. Now, Sir, in civilised society, external ad- 
vantages make us more respected. A man with a good 
coat upon his back meets with a better reception than 
he who has a bad one. Sir, you may analyse this, and say 
what is there in it? But that will avail you nothing, for 
it is a part of a general system. Pound St. Pauls church 
into atoms, and consider any single atom; it is, to be 
sure, good for nothing; but, put all these atoms together, 
and you have St. Paul’s church. So it is with human 
felicity, which is made up of many ingredients, each of 
which may be shewn to be very insignificant. In civilised 
society, personal merit will not serve you so much as 
money will. Sir, you may make the experiment. Go into 
the street, and give one man a lecture on morality, and 
another a shilling, and see which will respect you most. 
If you wish only to support nature, Sir William Petty 
fixes your allowance at three pounds a year; but as times 
are much altered, let us call it six pounds.. This sum will 
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fill your belly, shelter you from the weather, and even get 
you a strong lasting coat, supposing it to be made of good 
bull’s hide. Now, Sir, all beyond this is artificial, and is 
desired in order to obtain a greater degree of respect 
from our fellow-creatures. And, Sir, if six hundred 
pounds a year procure a man more consequence, and, of 
course, more happiness than six pounds a year, the same 
proportion will hold as to six thousand, and so on, as far 
as opulence can be carried. Perhaps he who has a large 
fortune may not be so happy as he who has a small one; 
but that must proceed from other causes than from his 
having the large fortune: for, cceteris paribus , he who 
is rich in a civilised society, must be happier than he 
who is poor; as riches, if properly used, (and it is a 
man s own fault if they are not, ) must be productive of 
the highest advantages. Money, to be sure, of itself is of 
no use; for its only use is to part with it. Rousseau, and 
all those who deal in paradoxes, are led away by a child- 
ish desire of novelty. When I was a boy, I used always 
to choose the wrong side of a debate, because most in- 
genious things, that is to say, most new things, could be 
said upon it. Sir, there is nothing for which you may 
not muster up more plausible arguments, than those 
which are urged against wealth and other external ad- 
vantages. Why, now, there is stealing; why should it be 
thought a crime? When we consider by what unjust 
methods property has been often acquired, and that 
what was unjustly got it must be unjust to keep, where 
is the harm in one man’s taking the property of another 
from him? Besides, Sir, when we consider the bad use 
that many people make of their property, and how much 
better use the thief may make of it, it may be defended 
as a very allowable practice. Yet, Sir, the experience of 
mankind has discovered stealing to be so very bad a 
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thing, that they make no scruple to hang a man for it. 
When I was running about this town a very poor fellow, 
I was a great arguer for the advantages of poverty; but 
I was, at the same time, very sorry to be poor. Sir, all 
the arguments which are brought to represent poverty 
as no evil, shew it to be evidently a great evil. You never 
find people labouring to convince you that you may live 
very happily upon a plentiful fortune. — So you hear 
people talking how miserable a King must be; and jjet 
they all wish to be in his place.” 

It was suggested that Kings must be unhappy, be- 
cause they are deprived of the greatest of all satisfac- 
tions, easy and unreserved society. Johnson. “That is an 
ill-founded notion. Being a King does not exclude a man 
from such society. Great Kings have always been social. 
The King of Prussia, the only great King at present, is 
very social. Charles the Second, the last King of England 
who was a man of parts, was social; and our Henrys and 
Edwards were all social.” 

Mr. Dempster having endeavoured to maintain that 
intrinsick merit ought to , make the only distinction 
amongst mankind. Johnson. “Why, Sir, mankind have 
found that this cannot be. How shall we determine the 
proportion of intrinsick merit? Were that to be the only 
distinction amongst mankind, we should soon quarrel 
about the degrees of it. Were all distinctions abolished, 
the strongest would not long acquiesce, but would en- 
deavour to obtain a superiority by their bodily strength. 
But, Sir, as subordination is very necessary for society, 
and contentions for superiority very dangerous, man- 
kind, that is to say, all civilised nations, have settled it 
upon a plain invariable principle. A man is bom to he- 
reditary rank; or his being appointed to certain offices, 
gives him a certain rank. Subordination tends greatly to 
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human happiness. Were we all upon an equality, we 
should have no other enjoyment than mere animal pleas- 
ure/’' 

I said, I considered distinction of rank to be of so 
much importance in civilised society, that if I were 
asked on the same day to dine with the first Duke in 
England, and with the first man in Britain for genius, I 
should hesitate which to prefer. Johnson. “To be sure, 
Si|, if you were to dine only once, and it were never to 
be known where you dined, you would choose rather to 
dine with the first man for genius; but to gain most re- 
spect, you should dine with the first Duke in England. 
For nine people in ten that you meet with, would have a 
higher opinion of you for having dined with a Duke; and 
the great genius himself would receive you better, be- 
cause you had been with the great Duke.” 

He took care to guard himself against any possible 
suspicion that his settled principles of reverence for rank 
and respect for wealth were at all owing to mean or in- 
terested motives; for he asserted his own independence 
as a literary man. “No man (said he) who ever lived 
by literature, has lived more independently than I have 
done.” He said he had taken longer time than he needed 
to have done in composing his Dictionary. He received 
our compliments upon that great work with compla- 
cency, and told us that the Academy della Crusca could 
scarcely believe that it was done by one man. 

Next morning I found him alone, and have preserved 
the following fragments of his conversation. Of a gentle- 
man who was mentioned, he said, “I have not met with 
any man for a long time who has given me such general 
displeasure. He is totally unfixed in his principles, and 
wants to puzzle other people.” I said his principles had 
been poisoned by a noted infidel writer, but that he was, 
nevertheless, a benevolent good man. Johnson. “We can 
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have no dependance upon that instinctive, that consti- 
tutional goodness which is not founded upon principle. 

I grant you that such a man may be a very amiable 
member of society. I can conceive him placed in such 
a situation that he is not much tempted to deviate from 
what is right; and as every man prefers virtue, when 
there is not some strong incitement to transgress its pre- 
cepts, I can conceive him doing nothing wrong. But if 
such a man stood in need of money, I should not like to 
trust him; and I should certainly not trust him with 
young ladies, for there there is always temptation. 
Hume, and other sceptical innovators, are vain men, and 
will gratify themselves at any expence. Truth will not 
afford sufficient food to their vanity; so they have be- 
taken themselves to errour. Truth, Sir, is a cow which 
will yield such people no more milk, and so they are 
gone to milk the bull.” 

At night, Mr. Johnson and I supped in a private room 
at the Turk's Head coffee-house, in the Strand. “I en- 
courage this house (said he,) for the mistress of it is a 
good civil woman, and has not much business. 

“Sir, I love the acquaintance of young people; be- 
cause, in the first place, I don’t like to think myself grow- 
ing old. In the next place, young acquaintances must last 
longest, if they do last; and then, Sir, young men have 
more virtue than old men; they have more generous 
sentiments in every respect. I love the young dogs of this 
age, they have more wit and humour and knowledge of 
life than we had; but then the dogs are not so good 
scholars. Sir, in my early years I read very hard. It is a 
sad reflection but a true one, that I knew almost as much 
at eighteen as I do now. My judgement, to be sure, was 
not so good; but, I had all the facts. I remember very 
well, when I was at Oxford, an old gentleman said to 
me, 'Young man, ply your book diligently now, and ac- 
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quire a stock of knowledge; for when years come upon 
you, you will find that poring upon books will he but 
an irksome task/ 7> 

He again insisted on the duty of maintaining sub- 
ordination of rank. “Sir, I would no more deprive a 
nobleman of his respect, than of his money. I consider my- 
self as acting a part in the great system of society, and 
I do to others as I would have them to do to me. I would 
behave to a nobleman as I should expect he would be- 
have to me, were I a nobleman and he Sam. Johnson. 
Sir, there is one Mrs. Macaulay in this town, a great re- 
publican. One day when I was at her house, I put on a 
very grave countenance, and said to her, 'Madam, I am 
now become a convert to your way of thinking. I am 
convinced that all mankind are upon an equal footing; 
and to give you an unquestionable proof, Madam, that 
I am in earnest, here is a very sensible, civil, well-be- 
haved fellow-citizen, your footman; I desire that he may 
be allowed to sit down and dine with us/ I thus, Sir, 
shewed her the absurdity of the levelling doctrine. She 
has never liked me since. Sir, your levellers wish to level 
down as far as themselves; but they cannot bear lev- 
elling up to themselves. They would all have some peo- 
ple under them; why not then have some people above 
them?” 

I spoke of Sir James Macdonald as a young man of 
most distinguished merit, who united the highest repu- 
tation at Eton and Oxford, with the patriarchal spirit of 
a great Highland Chieftain. I mentioned that Sir James 
had said to me, that he had never seen Mr. Johnson, 
but he had a great respect for him, though at die same 
time it was mixed with some degree of terrour. John- 
son. “Sir, if he were to be acquainted with me, it might 
lessen both/' 

The mention of this gentleman led us to talk of the 
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Western Islands of Scotland, to visit which he expressed 
a wish that then appeared to be a very romantick fancy, 
which I little thought would be afterwards realised. He 
told me, that his father had put Martin’s account of 
those islands into his hands when he was very young, 
and that he was highly pleased with it; that he was par- 
ticularly struck with the St. Kilda man’s notion that the 
high church of Glasgow had been hollowed out of a 
rock; a circumstance to which old Mr. Johnson had di- 
rected his attention. He said, he would go to the Heb- 
rides with me, when I returned from my travels, unless 
some very good companion should offer when I was ab- 
sent, which he did not think probable; adding, 'There 
are few people whom I take so much to, as you.” And 
when I talked of my leaving England, he said with a 
very affectionate air, "My dear Boswell, I should be 
very unhappy at parting, did I think we were not to 
meet again.” 

He maintained that a boy at school was the happiest 
of human beings. I supported a different opinion, from 
which I have never yet varied, that a man is happier: 
and I enlarged upon the anxiety and sufferings which 
are endured at school. Johnson. "Ah! Sir, a boy’s being 
flogged is not so severe as a man’s having the hiss of the 
world against him. Men have a solicitude about fame; 
and the greater share they have of it, the more afraid 
they are of losing it.” I silently asked myself, Ts it pos- 
sible that the great Samuel Johnson really entertains 
any such apprehension, and is not confident that his ex- 
alted fame is established upon a foundation never to be 
shaken?” 

On Thursday, July 28, we again supped in private at 
the Turk’s Head coffee-house. Johnson. "Swift has a 
higher reputation than he deserves. His excellence is 
strong sense; for his humour, though very well, is not 
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remarkably good. I doubt whether the 'Tale of a Tub’ 
be his; for he never owned it, and it is much above his~ 
usual manner.” 

He laughed heartily when I mentioned to him a say- 
ing of his concerning Mr. Thomas Sheridan, which 
Foote took a wicked pleasure to circulate. "Why, Sir, 
Sherry is dull, naturally dull; but it must have taken 
him a great deal of pains to become what we now see 
him. Such an excess of stupidity, Sir, is not in Nature.” 
— “So (said he,) I allowed him all his own merit.” 

He now added, “Sheridan cannot bear me. I bring his 
declamation to a point. I ask him a plain question, 'What 
do you mean to teach?" Besides, Sir, what influence can 
Mr. Sheridan have upon the language of this great coun- 
try, by his narrow exertions? Sir, it is burning a farthing 
candle at Dover, to shew light at Calais.” 

I expressed my opinion of my friend Derrick as but a 
poor writer. Johnson. “To be sure, Sir, he is: but you 
are to consider that his being a literary man has got for 
him all that he has. It has made him King of Bath. Sir, 
he has nothing to say for himself but that he is a writer. 
Had he not been a writer, he must have been sweeping 
the crossings in 'the streets, and asking halfpence from 
everybody that past.” 

Johnson said once to me, “Sir, I honour Derrick for 
his presence of mind. One night, when Floyd, another 
poor authour, was wandering about the streets in the 
night, he found Derrick fast asleep upon a bulk; upon 
being suddenly waked, Derrick started up, 'My dear 
Floyd, I am sorry to see you in this destitute state: will 
you go home with me to my lodgings F ” 

I again begged his advice as to my method of study at 
Utrecht. “Come, (said he) let us make a day of it. Let us 
go down to Greenwich and dine, and talk of it there.” 
The following Saturday was fixed for this excursion. 
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As we walked along the Strand tonight, arm in arm, 
a woman of the town accosted us, in the usual enticing 
manner. "No, no, my girl, (said Johnson) it wont do/’ 
He, however, did not treat her with harshness; and we 
talked of the wretched life of such women, and agreed, 
that much more misery than happiness, upon the whole, 
is produced by illicit commerce between the sexes. 

On Saturday, July 30, Dr. Johnson and I took a sculler 
at the Temple-stairs, and set out for Greenwich. I asked 
him if he really thought a knowledge of the Greek and 
Latin languages an essential requisite to a good educa- 
tion. Johnson. "Most certainly. Sir; for those who know 
them have a very great advantage over those who do 
not. Nay, Sir, it is wonderful what a difference learning 
makes upon people even in the common intercourse of 
life, which does not appear to be much connected with 
it.” "And yet, (said I) people go through the world very 
well, and carry on the business of life to good advantage, 
without learning.” Johnson. "Why, Sir, that may be true 
in cases where learning cannot possibly be of any use; 
for instance, this boy rows us as well without learning, 
as if he could sing the song of Orpheus to the Argonauts, 
who were the first sailors.” He then called to the boy, 
‘What would you give, my lad, to know about the 
Argonauts?” "Sir, (said the boy) I would give what I 
have.” Johnson was much pleased with his answer, and 
we gave him a double fare. Dr. Johnson then turning to 
me, "Sir, (said he) a desire of knowledge is the natural 
feeling of mankind; and every human being, whose 
mind is not debauched, will be willing to give all that 
he has, to get knowledge.” 

We landed at the Old Swan, and walked to Billings- 
gate, where we took oars and moved smoothly along the 
silver Thames. It was a very fine day. We were enter- 
tained with the immense number and variety of ships 
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that were lying at anchor, and with the beautiful coun- 
try on each side of the river. 

We walked in the evening in Greenwich Park. He 
asked me, I suppose, by way of trying my disposition, 
“Is not this very fine?” Having no exquisite refish of the 
beauties of Nature, and being more delighted with “the 
busy hum of men,” I answered, “Yes, Sir; but not equal 
to Fleet-street.” Johnson. “You are right. Sir.” 

I am awai*e that many of my readers may censure my 
want of taste. Let me, however, shelter myself under the 
authority of a very fashionable Baronet in the brilliant 
world, who, on his attention being called to the fra- 
grance of a May evening in the country, observed, “This 
may be very well; but for my part, I prefer the smell of 
a flambeau at the play-house.” 

We staid so long at Greenwich, that our sail up the 
river, in our return to London, was by no means so 
pleasant as in the morning; for the night air was so cold 
that it made me shiver. I was the more sensible of it 
from having sat up all the night before recollecting and 
writing in my Journal what I thought worthy of preser- 
vation; an exertion, which, during the first part of my 
acquaintance with Johnson, I frequently made. I re- 
member having sat up four nights in one week, with- 
out being much incommoded in the day time. 

Johnson, whose robust frame was not in the least af- 
fected by the cold, scolded me, as if my shivering had 
been a paltry effeminacy, saying, “Why do you shiver?” 
Sir William Scott, of the Commons, told me, that when 
he complained of a head-ach in the post-chaise, as they 
were travelling together to Scotland, Johnson treated 
him in the same manner: “At your age, Sir, I had no 
iiead-ach” 

We concluded the day at the Turk’s Head coffee- 
house very socially. He was pleased to listen to a particu- 
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lar account which I gave him of my family, and of its he- 
reditary estate, as to the extent and population of which 
he asked questions, and made calculations; recommend- 
ing, at the same time, a liberal kindness to the tenantry,, 
as people over whom the proprietor was placed by 
Providence. He took delight in hearing my description 
of the romantick seat of my ancestors. “I must be there, 
Sir, (said he) and we will live in the old castle; and if 
there is not a room in it remaining, we will build one.” I 
was highly flattered, but could scarcely indulge a hope 
that Auchdnleck would indeed be honoured by his pres- 
ence, and celebrated by a description, as it afterwards 
was, in his “Journey to the Western Islands.” 

After we had again talked of my setting out for Hol- 
land, he said, “I must see thee out of England; I will 
accompany you to Harwich.” I could not find words to 
express what I felt upon this unexpected and very great 
mark of his affectionate regard. 

Next day, Sunday, July 31, I told him I had been that 
morning at a meeting of the people called Quakers, 
where I had heard a woman preach. Johnson. “Sir, a 
womans preaching is like a dog’s walking on his hind 
legs. It is not done well; but you are surprised to find 
it done at all.” 

On Tuesday, August 2, (the day of my departure 
from London having been fixed for the 5th, ) Dr. John- 
son did me the honour to pass a part of the morning 
with me at my Chambers. He said, that "he always felt 
an inclination to do nothing.” I observed, that it was 
strange to think that the most indolent man in Britain 
had written the mosfe laborious work, The English Dic- 
tionary. % 

I mentioned an imprudent publication, by a certain 
friend of his, at an early period of life, and asked him if 
he thought it would hurt him. Johnson. “No, Sir; not 
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much. It may, perhaps, be mentioned at an election. 

I had now made good my title to be a privileged man, 
and was carried by him in the evening to drink tea with 
Miss Williams, whom, though under the misfortune of 
having lost her sight, I found to be agreeable in conver- 
sation; for she had a variety of literature, and expressed 
herself well; but her peculiar value was the intimacy in 
which she had long lived with Johnson, by which she 
was well acquainted with his habits, and knew how to 
lead him on to talk. 

On Wednesday, August 3, we had our last social eve- 
ning at the Turk's Head coffee-house, before my setting 
out for foreign parts. I had the misfortune, before we 
parted, to irritate him unintentionally. I mentioned to 
him how common it was in the world to tell absurd 
stories of him, and to ascribe to him very strange say- 
ings. Johnson. "What do they make me say, Sir?” Bos- 
well. "Why, Sir, as an instance very strange indeed, 
(laughing heartily as I spoke,) David Hume told me, 
you said that you would stand before a battery of can- 
non to restore the Convocation to its full powers.” — 
Little did I apprehend that he had actually said this: but 
I was soon convinced of my errour; for, with a deter- 
mined look, he thundered out, "And would I not, Sir? 
Shall the Presbyterian Kirk of Scotland have its General 
Assembly, and the Church of England be denied its 
Convocation?” He was walking up and down the room, 
while I told him the anecdote; but when he uttered this 
explosion of high-church zeal, he had come close to my 
chair, and his eye flashed with indignation. I bowed to 
the storm, and diverted the force ©f it, by leading him 
to expatiate on the influence which religion derived from 
maintaining the church with great external respect- 
ability. 

On Friday, August 5, we set out early in the morning 
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in the Harwich stage-coach. A fat elderly gentlewoman, 
and a young Dutchman, seemed the most inclined 
among us to conversation. At the inn where we dined, 
the gentlewoman said that she had done her best to edu- 
cate her children; and, particularly, that she had never 
suffered them to be a moment idle. Johnson. "I wish, 
Madam, you would educate me too; for I have been an 
idle fellow all my life.” "I am sure, Sir, (said she) you 
have not been idle.” Johnson. “Nay, Madam, it is very 
true; and that gentleman there, (pointing to me,) has 
been idle. He was idle at Edinburgh. His father sent 
him to Glasgow, where he continued to be idle. He then 
came to London, where he has been very idle; and now 
he is going to Utrecht, where he will be as idle as ever.” 
I asked him privately how he could expose me so. John- 
son. “Poh, poh! (said he) they knew nothing about you, 
and will think of it no more.” In the afternoon the gen- 
tlewoman talked violently against the Roman Catho- 
licks, and of the honours of the Inquisition. To the utter 
astonishment of all the passengers but myself, who knew 
that he could talk upon any side of a question, he de- 
fended the Inquisition, and maintained, that “false doc-, 
trine should be checked on its first appearance; that the 
civil power should unite with the church in punishing 
those who dare to attack the established religion, and 
that such only were punished by the Inquisition.” He 
had in his pocket “Pomponius Mela de Situ Orbis” in 
which he read occasionally, and seemed very intent 
upon ancient geography. Though by no means nig- 
gardly, his attention to what was generally right was so 
minute, that having observed at one of the stages that I 
ostentatiously gave a shilling to the coachman, when the 
custom was for each passenger to give only six-pence, he 
took me aside and scolded me, saying that what I had 
done would make the coachman dissatisfied with all the 
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rest of the passengers who gave him no more than his 
due. This was a just reprimand; for in whatever way a 
man may indulge his generosity or his vanity in spending 
his money, for the sake of others he ought not to raise 
the price of any article for which there is a constant de- 
mand. 

He talked of Mr. Blacklock s poetry, so far as it was 
descriptive of visible objects; and observed, that “as its 
authour had the misfortune to be blind, we may be ab- 
solutely sure that such passages are combinations of what 
he has remembered of the works of other writers who 
could see. That foolish fellow, Spence, has laboured to 
explain philosophically how Blacklock may have done, 
by means of his own faculties, what it is impossible he 
should do. The solution, as I have given it, is plain. Sup- 
pose, I know a man to be so lame that he is absolutely 
incapable to move himself, and I find him in a different 
room from that in which I left him; shall I puzzle myself 
with idle conjectures, that, perhaps, his nerves have by 
some unknown change all at once become effective? No, 
Sir, it is clear how he got into a different room: he was 
carried .” 

At supper this night he talked of good eating with 
uncommon satisfaction. “Some people (said he,) have a 
foolish way of not minding, or pretending not to mind, 
what they eat. For my part, I mind my belly very studi- 
ously, and very carefully; for I look upon it, that he who 
does not mind his belly, will hardly mind any thing 
else.” He now appeared to me Jean Bull philosophe , and 
he was for the moment, not only serious, but vehement. 
Yet I have heard him, upon other occasions, talk with 
great contempt of people who were anxious to gratify 
their palates; and the 206th number of his Rambler is 
a masterly essay against gulosity. His practice, indeed, I 
must acknowledge, may be considered as casting the 
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balance of his different opinions upon this subject; for 
I never knew any man who relished good eating more 
than he did. When at table, he was totally absorbed in 
the business of the moment; his looks seemed rivetted to 
his plate; nor would he, unless when in very high com- 
pany, say one word, or even pay the least attention to 
what was said by others, till he had satisfied his appetite: 
which was so fierce, and indulged with such intenseness, 
that while in the act of eating, the veins of his forehead 
swelled, and generally a strong perspiration was visible. 
To those whose sensations were delicate, this could not 
but be disgusting; and it was doubtless not very suitable 
to the character of a philosopher, who should be dis- 
tinguished by self command. But it must be owned, that 
Johnson, though he could be rigidly abstemious , was 
not a temperate man either in eating or drinking. He 
could refrain, but he could not use moderately. He told 
me, that he had fasted two days without inconvemence, 
and that he had never been hungiy but once. They who 
beheld with wonder how much he eat upon all occa- 
sions, when his dinner was to his taste, could not easily 
conceive what he must have meant by hunger; and not 
only was he remarkable for the extraordinary quantity 
which he eat, but he was, or affected to be, a man of 
very nice discernment in the science of cookery. He 
used to descant critically on the dishes which had been 
at table where he had dined or supped, and to recollect 
very minutely what he had liked. I remember when he 
was in Scotland, his praising “Gordons palates” (a dish 
of palates at the Honourable Alexander Gordon's) with 
a warmth of expression which might have done honour 
to more important subjects. “As for Maclaurin's imita- 
tion of a made dish , it was a wretched attempt." He 
about the same time was so much displeased with the 
performances of a nobleman's French cook, that he ex- 
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claimed with vehemence, £ Td throw such a rascal into 
the river;” and he then proceeded to alarm a lady at 
whose house he was to sup, by the following manifesto 
of his skill: "I, Madam, who live at a variety q£ good 
tables, am a much better judge of cookery, than any 
person who has a very tolerable cook, but lives much at 
home; for his palate is gradually adapted to the taste of 
his cook: whereas, Madam, in trying by a wider range, I 
can more exquisitely judge.” When invited to dine, even 
with an intimate friend, he was not pleased if something 
better than a plain dinner was not prepared for him. I 
have heard him say on such an occasion, "This was a 
good dinner enough, to be sure: but it was not a dinner 
to ask a man to.” On the other hand, he was wont to 
express, with great glee, his satisfaction when he had 
been entertained quite to his mind. One day when he 
had dined with his neighbour and landlord, in Bolt- 
court, Mr. Allen, the printer, whose old housekeeper had 
studied his taste in every thing, he pronounced this 
eulogy: "Sir, we could not have had a better dinner, had 
there been a Synod of Cooks” 

I teased him with fanciful apprehensions of unhappi- 
ness. A moth having fluttered round the candle, and 
burnt itself,, he laid hold of this little incident to admon- 
ish me; saying, with a sly look, and in a solemn but a 
quiet tone, "That creature was its own tormentor, and I 
believe its name was Boswell.” 

Next day we got to Harwich, to dinner; and my pas- 
sage in the packet-boat to Helvoetsluys being secured, 
and my baggage put on board, we dined at our inn by 
ourselves. I happened to say, it would be terrible if he 
should not find a speedy opportunity of returning to 
London, and be confined in so dull a place. Johnson. 
"Don't, Sir, accustom yourself to use big words for little 
matters. It would not be terrible , though I were to be 
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detained some time here.” The practice of using words 
of disproportionate magnitude, is, no doubt, too fre- 
quent every where; but, I think, most remarkable among 
the French, of which, all who have travelled in France 
must have been struck with innumerable instances. 

We went and looked at the church, and having gone 
into it, and walked up to the altar, Johnson, whose piety 
was constant and fervent, sent me to my knees, saying, 
“Now that you are going to leave your native country, 
recommend yourself to the protection of your Creator 
and Redeemer.” 

After we came out of the church, we stood talking for 
some time together of Bishop Berkeley's ingenious soph- 
istry to prove the non-existence of matter, and that every 
thing in the universe is merely ideal. I observed, that 
though we are satisfied his doctrine is not true, it is im- 
possible to refute it. I never shall forget the alacrity with 
which Johnson answered, striking his foot with mighty 
force against a large stone, till he rebounded from it, — 
“I refute it thus” 

My revered friend walked down with me to the 
beach, where we embraced and parted with tenderness, 
and engaged to correspond by letters. I said, “I hope, 
Sir, you will not forget me in my absence.” Johnson. 
“Nay, Sir, it is more likely you should forget me, than 
that I should forget you.” As the vessel put out to sea, 
I kept my eyes upon him for a considerable time, while 
he remained rolling his majestic frame in his usual man- 
ner; and at last I perceived him walk back into the town, 
and he disappeared. 


1764. Early in 1764 Johnson paid a visit to the Lang- 
ton family, at their seat of Langton in Lincolnshire, 
where he passed some time, much to his satisfaction. 
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His friend, Bennet Langton, it will not be doubted, did 
every thing in his power to make the place agreeable to 
so illustrious a guest; and the elder Mr. Langton and 
his lady, being fully capable of understanding his value, 
were not wanting in attention. He, however, told me, 
that old Mr. Langton, though a man of considerable 
learning, had so little allowance to make for his oc- 
casional 'laxity of talk,” that because in the course of 
discussion he sometimes mentioned what might be said 
in favour of the peculiar tenets of the Romish church, 
he went to his grave believing Kim to be of that com- 
munion. 

Johnson, during his stay at Langton, had the advan- 
tage of a good library, and saw several gentlemen of the 
neighbourhood. I have obtained from Mr. Langton the 
following particulars of this period. 

To a lady who endeavoured to vindicate herself from 
blame for neglecting social attention to worthy neigh- 
bours, by saying, ‘1 would go to them if it would do 
them any good;” he said, “What good. Madam, do you 
expect to have in your power to do them? It is shewing 
them respect, and that is doing them good.” 

So socially accommodating was he, that once when 
Mr. Langton and he were driving together in a coach, 
and Mr. Langton complained of being sick, he insisted 
that they should go out, and sit on the back of it in the 
open air, which they did. And being sensible how 
strange the appearance must be, observed, that a coun- 
tryman whom they saw in a field would probably be 
thinking, “If these two madmen should come down, 
what would become of me?” 

So©n after his return to London, which was in Feb- 
ruary, was founded that Club which existed long with- 
out a name, but at Mr. Garrick's funeral became distin- 
guished by the title of The Literary Club. Sir Joshua 
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Reynolds had the merit of being the first proposer of it, 
to which Johnson acceded; and the original members 
were. Sir Joshua Reynolds, Dr. Johnson, Mr. Edmund 
Burke, Dr. Nugent, Mr. Beauclerk, Mr. Langton, Dr. 
Goldsmith, Mr. Chamier, and Sir John Hawkins. They 
met at the Turk’s Head, in Gerrard-street, Soho, one 
evening in every week, at seven, and generally con- 
tinued their conversation till a pretty late hour. This 
club has been gradually increased to its present number, 
thirty-five. After about ten years, instead of supping 
weekly, it was resolved to dine together once a fortnight 
during the meeting of Parliament. Their original tavern 
having been converted into a private house, they moved 
first to Prince’s in Sackville-street, then to Le Telier’s in 
Dover-street, and now meet at Parsloe s, St. James’s- 
street. Between the time of its formation, and the time 
at which this work is passing through the press, (June 
1792,) the following persons, now dead, were members 
of it: Mr. Dunning, (afterwards Lord Ashburton,) Mr. 
Samuel Dyer, Mr. Garrick, Dr. Shipley Bishop of St. 
Asaph, Mr. Vesey, Mr. Thomas Warton, and Dr. Adam 
Smith. The present members are, Mr. Burke, Mr. Lang- 
ton, Lord Charlemont, Sir Robert Chambers, Dr. Percy 
Bishop of Dromore, Dr. Barnard Bishop of Killaloe, Dr. 
Mar lay Bishop of Clonfert, Mr. Fox, Dr. George For- 
dyce, Sir William Scott, Sir Joseph Banks, Sir Charles 
Bunbury, Mr. Windham of Norfolk, Mr. Sheridan, Mr. 
Gibbon, Sir William Jones, Mr. Colman, Mr. Steevens, 
Dr. Burney, Dr. Joseph Warton, Mr. Malone, Lord 
Ossory, Lord Spencer, Lord Lucan, Lord Palmerston, 
Lord Eliot, Lord Macartney, Mr. Richard Burke, junior, 
Sir William Hamilton, Dr. Warren, Mr. Courtenay, Dr. 
Hinchliffe Bishop of Peterborough, the Duke of Leeds, 
Dr. Douglas Bishop of Salisbury, and the writer of this 
account. 
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Sir John Hawkins represents himself as a “seceder” 
from this society, and assigns as the reason of his “with- 
drawing” himself from it, that its late hours were incon- 
sistent with his domestick arrangements. In this he is not 
accurate; for the fact was, that he one evening attacked 
Mr. Burke, in so rude a manner, that all the company 
testified their displeasure; and at their next meeting his 
reception was such, that he never came again. 

He is equally inaccurate with respect to Mr. Garrick, 
of whom he says, "he trusted that the least intimation of 
a desire to come among us, would procure him a ready 
admission; but in this he was mistaken. Johnson con- 
sulted me upon it; and when I could find no objection to 
receiving him, exclaimed, — ‘He will disturb us by his 
buffoonery;’ — and afterwards so managed matters, that 
he was never formally proposed, and, by consequence, 
never admitted.” 

In justice both to Mr. Garrick and Dr. Johnson, I 
think it necessary to rectify this mis-statement. The 
truth is, that not very long after the institution of our 
club. Sir Joshua Reynolds was speaking of it to Garrick. 
“I like it much, (said he,) I think I shall be of you.” 
When Sir Joshua mentioned this to Dr. Johnson, he was 
much displeased with the actor’s conceit. “Hell be of us , 
(said Johnson) how does he know we will permit him? 
the first Duke in England has no right to hold such 
language.” However, when Garrick was regularly pro- 
posed some time afterwards, Johnson, though he had 
taken a momentary offence at his arrogance, warmly and 
kindly supported him, and he was accordingly elected, 
was a most agreeable member, and continued to attend 
our meetings to the time of his death. 

Mrs. Piozzi has also given a similar misrepresentation 
of Johnson’s treatment of Garrick in this particular, as 
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if he had used these contemptuous expressions: if Gar- 
rick does apply, 111 black-ball him. — Surely, one ought 
to sit in a society like ours, 

Unelbow'd by a gamester, pimp, or player. 

I am happy to be enabled by such unquestionable 
authority as that of Sir Joshua Reynolds, as well as from 
my own knowledge, to vindicate at once the heart of 
Johnson and the social merit of Garrick. 

About this time he was afflicted with a very severe 
return of the hypochondriack disorder, which was ever 
lurking about him. He was so ill, as, notwithstanding his 
remarkable love of company, to be entirely averse to 
society, the most fatal symptom of that malady. Dr. 
Adams told me, that, as an old friend he was admitted 
to visit him, and that he found him in a deplorable 
state, sighing, groaning, talking to himself, and restlessly 
walking from room to room. He then used this emphati- 
cal expression of the misery which he felt: “1 would con- 
sent to have a limb amputated to recover my spirits.” 

Talking to himself was, indeed, one of his singularities 
ever since I knew him. I was certain that he was fre- 
quently uttering pious ejaculations; for fragments of 
the Lord's Prayer have been distinctly overheard. His 
friend Mr. Thomas Davies, of whom Churchill says. 

That Davies hath a very pretty wife 

when Dr. Johnson muttered — "lead us not into tempta- 
tion,” used with waggish and gallant humour to whisper 
Mrs. Davies, "You, my dear, are the cause of this.” 

He had another particularity, of which none of his 
friends even ventured to ask an explanation. It ap- 
peared to me some superstitious habit, which he had 
contracted early, and from which he had never called 
upon his reason to disentangle him. This was his anxious 
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care to go out or in at a door or passage, by a certain 
number of steps from a certain point, or at least so as 
that either his right or his left foot, (I am not certain 
which,) should constantly make the first actual move- 
ment when he came close to the door or passage. Thus 
I conjecture: for I have, upon innumerable occasions, 
observed him suddenly stop, and then seem to count his 
steps with a deep earnestness; and when he had neg- 
lected or gone wrong in this sort of magical movement, 
I have seen him go back again, put himself in a proper 
posture to begin the ceremony, and, having gone through 
it, break from his abstraction, walk briskly on, and join 
his companion. A strange instance of something of this 
nature, even when on horseback, happened when he 
was in the Isle of Sky. Sir Joshua Reynolds has observed 
him to go a good way about, rather than cross a particu- 
lar alley in Leicesterfields; but this Sir Joshua imputed 
to his having had some disagreeable recollection as- 
sociated with, it. 

That the most minute singularities which belonged to 
him, and made very observable parts of his appearance 
and manner, may not be omitted, it is requisite to men- 
tion, that while talking or even musing as he sat in his 
chair, he commonly held his head to one side towards 
his right shoulder, and shook it in a tremulous manner, 
moving his body backwards and forwards, and rubbing 
his left knee in the same direction, with the palm of his 
hand. In the intervals of articulating he made various 
sounds with his mouth; sometimes as if ruminating, or 
what is called chewing the cud, sometimes giving a half 
whistle, sometimes making his tongue play backwards 
from the roof of his mouth, as if clucking like a hen, and 
sometimes protruding it against his upper gums in front, 
as if pronouncing quickly under his breath, too, too , too: 
all this accompanied sometimes with a thoughtful look, 
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but more frequently with a smile. Generally when he 
had concluded a period, in the course of a dispute, by 
which time he was a good deal exhausted by violence 
and vociferation, he used to blow out his breath like a 
whale. This I suppose was a relief to his lungs; and 
seemed in him to be a contemptuous mode of expres- 
sion, as if he had made the arguments of his opponent 
fly like chaff before the wind. 


1765 . This year was distinguished by his being in- 
troduced into the family of Mr. Thrale, one of the most 
eminent brewers in England, and member of Parliament 
for the borough of Southwark. Foreigners are not a 
little amazed, when they hear of brewers, distillers, and 
men in similar departments of trade, held forth as 
persons of considerable consequence. In this great com- 
mercial country it is natural that a situation which pro- 
duces much wealth should be considered as very re- 
spectable; and, no doubt, honest industry is entitled to 
esteem. But, perhaps, the too rapid advances of men of 
low extraction tends to lessen the value of that distinc- 
tion by birth and gentility, which has ever been found 
beneficial to the grand scheme of subordination. John- 
son used to give this account of the rise of Mr. Thrale’s 
father: "He worked at six shillings a week for twenty 
years in the great brewery, which afterwards was his 
own. The proprietor of it had an only daughter, who 
was married to a nobleman. It was not fit that a peer 
should continue the business. On the old mans death, 
therefore, the brewery was to be sold. To find a pur- 
chaser for so large a property was a difficult matter; 
and, after some time, it was suggested, that it would be 
adviseable to treat with Thrale, a sensible, active, honest 
man, who had been employed in the house, and to 
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transfer the whole to him for thirty thousand pounds, 
security being taken upon the property. This was ac- 
cordingly settled. In eleven years Thrale paid the pur- 
chase-money. He acquired a large fortune, and lived to 
be a member of Parliament for Southwark. But what 
was most remarkable was the liberality with which he 
used his riches. He gave his son and daughters the best 
education. The esteem which his good conduct procured 
him from the nobleman who had married his master's 
daughter, made him to be treated with much attention; 
and his son, both at school and at the University of 
Oxford, associated with young men of the first rank. His 
allowance from his father, after he left college, was 
splendid; not less than a thousand a year. This, in a man 
who had risen as old Thrale did, was a very extraor- 
dinary instance of generosity. He used to say, If this 
young dog does not find so much after I am gone as he 
expects, let him remember that he has had a great deal 
in my own time.' " 

The son, though in affluent circumstances, had good 
sense enough to carry on his father's trade, which was 
of such extent, that I remember he once told me, he 
would not quit it for an annuity of ten thousand a year; 
"Not (said he,) that I get ten thousand a year by it, 
but it is an estate to a family." Having left daughters 
only, the property was sold for the immense sum of one 
hundred and thirty-five thousand pounds; a magnificent 
proof of what may be done by fair trade in a long period 
of time, 

Mr. Thrale had married Miss Hester Lynch Salusbury, 
of good Welch extraction, a lady of lively talents, im- 
proved by education. That Johnson's introduction into 
Mr. Thrale's family, which contributed so much to the 
happiness of his life, was owing to her desire for his 
conversation, is a very probable and the general sup- 
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position: but it is not the truth. Mr. Murphy, who was 
intimate with Mr. Thrale, having spoken very highly of 
Dr. Johnson, he was requested to make them acquainted. 
This being mentioned to Johnson, he accepted of an in- 
vitation to dinner at Thrale’s, and was so much pleased 
with his reception, both by Mr. and Mrs. Thrale, and 
they so much pleased with him, that his invitations to 
their house were more and more frequent, till at last he 
became one of the family, and an apartment was ap- 
propriated to him, both in their house at Southwark 
and in their villa at Streatham. 

Johnson had a very sincere esteem for Mr. Thrale, as 
a man of excellent principles, a good scholar, well skilled 
in trade, of a sound understanding, and of manners such 
as presented the character of a plain independent Eng- 
lish ’Squire. As this family will frequently be mentioned 
in the course of the following pages, and as a false 
notion has prevailed that Mr. Thrale was inferiour, and 
in some degree insignificant, compared with Mrs. Thrale, 
it may be proper to give a true state of the case from 
the authority of Johnson himself in his own words. 

“I know no man, ( said he, ) who is more master of his 
wife and family than Thrale. If he but holds up a finger, 
he is obeyed. It is a great mistake to suppose that she is 
above him in literary attainments. She is more flippant; 
but he has ten times her learning: he is a regular 
scholar; but her learning is that of a school-boy in one 
of the lower forms.” My readers may naturally wish for 
some representation of the figures of this couple. Mr. 
Thrale was tall, well proportioned, and stately. As for 
Madam , or my Mistress , by which epithets Johnson 
used to mention Mrs. Thrale, she was short, plump, and 
brisk. She has herself given us a lively view of the idea 
which Johnson had of her person, on her appearing 
before him in a dark-coloured gown: "You little crea- 
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tures should never wear those sort of clothes, however; 
they are unsuitable in every way. What! have not all 
insects gay colours!” Mr. Thrale gave his wife a liberal 
indulgence, both in the choice of their company, and in 
the mode of entertaining them. He understood and 
valued Johnson, without remission, from their first ac- 
quaintance to the day of his death. Mrs. Thrale was 
enchanted with Johnson’s conversation for its own sake, 
and had also a very allowable vanity in appearing to be 
honoured with the attention of so celebrated a man. 

Nothing could be more fortunate for Johnson than 
this connection. He had at Mr. Thr ale’s all the comforts 
and even luxuries of life: his melancholy was diverted, 
and his irregular habits lessened by association with an 
agreeable and well ordered family. He was treated with 
the utmost respect, and even affection. The vivacity of 
Mrs. Thrale’s literary talk roused him to cheerfulness 
and exertion, even when they were alone. But this was 
not often the case; for he found here a constant succes- 
sion of what gave him the highest enjoyment, the so- 
ciety of the learned, the witty, and the eminent in every 
way; who were assembled in numerous companies; 
called forth his wonderful powers, and gratified him 
with admiration, to which no man could be insensible. 


1766. I returned to London in February, and found 
Dr. Johnson in a good house in Johnsons court, Fleet- 
street, in which he had accommodated Miss Williams 
with an apartment on the ground floor, while Mr. Levett 
occupied his post in the garret: his faithful Francis was 
still attending upon him. He received me with much 
kindness. The fragments of our first conversation, which 
I have preserved, are these: I told him that Voltaire, in 
a conversation with me, had distinguished Pope and 
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Dryden thus: — “Pope drives a handsome chariot, with 
a couple of neat trim nags; Dryden a coach, and six 
stately horses." Johnson. “Why, Sir, the truth is they 
both drive coaches and six; but Dryden's horses are 
either galloping or stumbling: Pope's go at a steady 
even trot." He said of Goldsmith's “Traveller,” which 
had been published in my absence, “There has not been 
so fine a poem since Pope's time.” 

At night I supped with him at the Mitre Tavern, that 
we might renew our social intimacy at the original place 
of meeting. But there was now a considerable difference 
in his way of living. Having had an illness, in which he 
was advised to leave off wine, he had, from that period, 
continued to abstain from it, and drank only water, or 
lemonade. 

I told him that a foreign friend of his, whom I had 
met with abroad, was so wretchedly perverted to in- 
fidelity, that he treated the hopes of immortality with 
brutal levity; and Said, “As man dies like a dog, let him 
lie like a dog.” Johnson. “If he dies like a dog, let him 
lie like a dog.” I added, that this man said to me, “I hate 
mankind, for I think myself one of the best of them, and 
I know how bad I am.” Johnson. “Sir, he must be very 
singular in his opinion, if he thinks himself one of the 
best of men; for none of his friends think him so.” — He 
said, “No honest man could be a Deist; for no man 
could be so after a fair examination of the proofs of 
Christianity.” I named Hume. Johnson. “No, Sir; Hume 
owned to a clergyman in the bishoprick of Durham, that 
he had never read the New Testament with attention.” 
— I mentioned Hume's notion, that all who are happy 
are equally happy; a little Miss with a new gown at a 
dancing-school ball, a General at the head of a victori- 
cfus army, and an orator, after having made an eloquent 
speech in a great assembly. Johnson. “Sir, that all who 
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are happy, are equally happy, is not true. A peasant and 
a philosopher may be equally satisfied , but not equally 
happy. Happiness consists in the multiplicity of agree- 
able consciousness. A peasant has not capacity for hav- 
ing equal happiness with a philosopher.” I remember 
this veiy question very happily illustrated in opposition 
to Hume, by the Reverend Mr. Robert Brown, at 
Utrecht. “A small drinking-glass and a large one, (said 
he, ) may be equally full; but the large one holds more 
than the small.” 

I talked of the mode adopted by some to rise in the 
world, by courting great men, and asked him whether 
he had ever submitted to it. Johnson. “Why, Sir, I 
never was near enough to great men, to court them. 
You may be prudently attached to great men, and yet 
independent. You are not to do what you think wrong; 
and, Sir, you are to calculate, and not pay too dear for 
what you get. You must not give a shilling’s worth of 
court for sixpence worth of good. But if you can get 
a shilling’s worth of good for sixpence worth of court, 
you are a fool if you do not pay court.” 

Our next meeting at the Mitre was on Saturday the 
- 15th of February, when I presented to him my old and 
most intimate friend, the Reverend Mr. Temple, then 
of Cambridge. I having mentioned .that I had passed 
some time with Rousseau in his wild retreat, and having 
quoted some remark made by Mr. Wilkes, with whom 
I had spent many pleasant hours in Italy, Johnson said, 
(sarcastically,) “It seems, Sir, you have kept very good 
company abroad, Rousseau and Wilkes!” Thinking it 
enough to defend one at a time, I said nothing as to my 
gay friend, but answered with a smile, “My dear Sir, 
you don’t call Rousseau bad company. Do you really 
think him a bad man?” Johnson. “Sir, if you are talking 
jestingly of this, I don’t talk with you. If you mean to 
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be serious, I think him one of the worst of men; a rascal, 
who ought to be hunted out of society, as he has been. 
Three or four nations have expelled him: and it is a 
shame that he is protected in this country.” Boswell. 
“I don’t deny, Sir, but that his novel may, perhaps, do 
harm; but I cannot think his intention was bad.” John- 
son*. “Sir, that will not do. We cannot prove any man’s 
intention to be bad. You may shoot a man through the 
head, and say you intended to miss him; but the Judge 
will order you to be hanged. An alleged want of in- 
tention, when evil is committed, will not be allowed in 
a court of justice. Rousseau, Sir, is a very bad man. I 
would sooner sign a sentence for his transportation, than 
that of any felon who has gone from the Old Bailey 
these many years. Yes, I should like to have him work 
in the plantations.” Boswell. “Sir, do you think him as 
bad a man as Voltaire?” Johnson. “Why, Sir, it is diffi- 
cult to settle the proportion of iniquity between them.” 

One evening, when a young gentleman teased him 
with an account of the infidelity of his servant, who, he 
said, would not believe the scriptures, because he could 
not read them in the original tongues, and be sure that 
they were not invented; “Why, foolish fellow, (said 
Johnson, ) has he any better authority for almost every- 
thing that he believes?” Boswell. “Then the vulgar, 
Sir, never can know they are right, but must submit 
themselves to the learned.” Johnson. “To be sure, Sir. 
The vulgar are the children of the State, and must be 
taught like children.” Boswell. “Then, Sir, a poor Turk 
must be a Mahometan, just as a poor Englishman must 
be a Christian?” Johnson. “Why, yes. Sir; and what 
then? This now is such stuff as I used to talk to my 
mother, when I first began to think myself a clever fel- 
low; and she ought to have whipt me for it. 1 ’ 

Another evening Dr. Goldsmith and I called on him, 
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with the hope of prevailing on him to sup with us at 
the Mitre. We found him indisposed, and resolved not 
to go abroad. “Come then, (said Goldsmith,) we will 
not go to the Mitre tonight, since we cannot have the 
big man with us.” Johnson then called for a bottle of 
port, of which Goldsmith and I partook, while our 
friend, now a water-drinker, sat by us. Goldsmith. “I 
think, Mr. Johnson, you don't go near the theatres now. 
You give yourself no more concern about a new play, 
than if you had never had any thing to do with the 
stage.” Johnson. “Why, Sir, our tastes greatly alter. The 
lad does not care for the child's rattle, and the old man 
does not care for the young man's whore.” Goldsmith. 
“Nay, Sir; but your Muse was not a whore.” Johnson. 
“Sir, I do not think she was. But as we advance in the 
journey of life we drop some of the things which have 
pleased us; whether it be that we are fatigued and don't 
choose to carry so many things any farther, or that we 
find other things which we like better.” Boswell. “But, 
Sir, why don't you give us something in some other 
way?” Goldsmith. “Ay, Sir, we have a claim upon you.” 
Johnson. “No, Sir, I am not obliged to do any more. 
No man is obliged to do as much as he can do. A man 
is to have part of his life to himself. If a soldier has 
fought a good many campaigns, he is not to be blamed, 
if he retires to ease and tranquillity. A physician, who 
has practised long in a great city, may be excused, if he 
retires to a small town, and takes less practice. Now, 
Sir, the good I can do by my conversation bears the 
same proportion to the good I can do by my writings, 
that the practice of a physician, retired to a small town, 
does to his practice in a great city/' Boswell. “But I 
wonder, Sir, you have not more pleasure in writing than 
in not writing.” Johnson. “Sir, you may wonder.” 

He talked of making verses, and observed. “The great 



THE LIFE OF SAMUEL JOHNSON 139 

difficulty is, to know when you have made good ones. 
When composing, I have generally had th^m in my 
mind, perhaps fifty at a time, walking up and down in 
my room; and then I have written them down, and 
often, from laziness, have written only half lines. I have 
written a hundred lines in a day. I remember, I wrote 
a hundred lines of ‘The Vanity of Human Wishes* in a 
day. Doctor, (turning to Goldsmith,) I am not quite 
idle; I made one line t'other day; but I made no more.” 
Goldsmith. “Let us hear it; we'll put a bad one to it.” 
Johnson. “No, Sir; I have forgot it.” 


1767 . In February there happened one of the most 
remarkable incidents of Johnson's life, which gratified 
his monarchical enthusiasm, and which he loved to re- 
late with all its circumstances, when requested by his 
friends. This was his being honoured by a private con- 
versation with his Majesty, in the library at the Queen's 
house. He had frequently visited those splendid rooms, 
and noble collection of books, which he used to say was 
more numerous and curious than he supposed any per- 
son could have made in the time which the King had 
employed. Mr. Barnard, tire librarian, took care that he 
should have every accommodation that should con- 
tribute to his ease and convenience, while indulging his 
literary taste in that place: so that he had here a very 
agreeable resource at leisure hours. 

His Majesty having been informed of his occasional 
visits, was pleased to signify a desire that he should 
be told when Dr. Johnson came next to the library. Ac- 
cordingly, the next time that Johnson did come, as soon 
as he was fairly engaged with a book, on which, while 
he sat by the fire, he seemed quite intent, Mr. Barnard 
stole round to the apartment where the King was, and, 
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in obedience to his Majesty’s commands, mentioned that 
Dr. Johnson was then in the library. His Majesty said 
he was at leisure, and would go to him: upon which Mr. 
Barnard took one of the candles that stood on the King’s 
table, and lighted his Majesty through a suite of rooms, 
till they came to a private door into the library, of 
which his Majesty had the key. Being entered, Mr. 
Barnard stepped forward hastily to Dr. Johnson, who 
was still in a profound study, and whispered him, “Sir, 
here is the King.” Johnson started up, and stood stall. 
His Majesty approached him, and at once was courte- 
ously easy. 

His Majesty began by observing, that he understood 
he came sometimes to the library; and then mentioned 
his having heard that the Doctor had been lately at 
Oxford, asked him if he was not fond of going thither. 
To which Johnson answered, that he was indeed fond 
of going to Oxford sometimes, but was likewise glad to 
come back again. The King then asked him what they 
were doing at Oxford. Johnson answered, he could not 
much commend their diligence, but that in some re- 
spects they were mended, for they had put their press 
under better regulations, and were at that time printing 
Polybius. He was then asked whether there were better 
libraries at Oxford or Cambridge. He answered, he be- 
lieved the Bodleian was larger than any they had at 
Cambridge; at the same time adding, “I hope, whether 
we have more books or not than they have at Cam- 
bridge, we shall make as good use of them as they do.” 
Being asked whether All-Souls or Christ-Church library 
was the largest, he answered, “All-Souls library is the 
largest we have, except the Bodleian.” “Ay, (said the 
King, ) that is the publick library.” 

His Majesty enquired if he was then writing any 
thing. Tie answered, he was not, for he had pretty well 
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told the world what he knew, and must now read to 
acquire more knowledge. The King, as it should seem 
with a view to urge him to rely on his own stores as an 
original writer, and to continue his labours, then said, 
“I do not think you borrow much from any body.” John- 
son said, he thought he had already done his part as a 
writer. “I should have thought so too, (said the Kang,) 
if you had not written so well.” — Johnson observed to 
me, upon this, that "No man could have paid a hand- 
somer compliment; and it was fit for a King to pay. It 
was decisive.” When asked by another friend, at Sir 
Joshua Reynolds's, whether he made any reply to this 
high compliment, he answered, "No, Sir. When the 
King had said it, it was to be so. It was not for me to 
bandy civilities with my Sovereign.” Perhaps no man 
who had spent his whole life in courts could have shewn 
a more nice and dignified sense of true politeness than 
Johnson did in this instance. 

His Majesty having observed to him that he supposed 
he must have read a great deal; Johnson answered, that 
he thought more than he read; that he had read a great 
deal in the early part of his life, but having fallen into 
ill health, he had not been able to read much, compared 
with others: for instance, he said he had not read much, 
compared with Dr. Warburton. Upon which the King 
said, that he heard Dr. Warburton was a man of such 
general knowledge, that you could scarce talk with him 
on any subject on which he was not qualified to speak; 
and that his learning resembled Garrick's acting, in its 
universality. His Majesty then talked of the controversy 
between Warburton and Lowth, which he seemed to 
have read, and asked Johnson what he thought of it. 
Johnson answered, "Warburton has most general, most 
scholastic learning; Lowth is the more correct scholar. 
I do not know which of them calls names best.” The 
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King was pleased to say he was of the same opinion, 
adding, “You do not think, then, Dr. Johnson, that there 
was much argument in the case.” Johnson said, he did 
not think there was. “Why truly, (said the King,) when 
once it comes to calling names, argument is pretty well 
at an end.” 

His Majesty then asked him what he thought of Lord 
Lyttelton s history, which was then just published. John- 
son said, he thought his style pretty good, but that he 
had blamed Henry the Second rather too much. “Why, 
(said the King), they seldom do these things by halves.” 
“No, Sir, (answered Johnson), not to Kings.” But feai- 
ing to be misunderstood, he proceeded to explain him- 
self; and immediately subjoined, “That for those who 
spoke worse of Kings than they deserved, he could find 
no excuse; but that he could more easily conceive how 
some might speak better of them than they deserved, 
without any ill intention; for, as Kings had much in their 
power to give, those who were favoured by them would 
frequently, from gratitude, exaggerate their praises: and 
as. this proceeded from a good motive, it was certainly 
excusable, as far as errour could be excusable.” 

The King then asked him what he thought of Dr. Hill. 
Johnson answered, that he was an ingenious man, but 
had no veracity; and immediately mentioned, as an in- 
stance of it, an assertion of that writer, that he had seen 
objects magnified to a much greater degree by using 
three or four microscopes at a time than by using one. 
“Now, (added Johnson,) every one acquainted with 
microscopes knows, that the more of them he looks 
through, 'the less the object will appear.” “Why, (replied 
the King,) this is not only telling an untruth, but telling 
it clumsily; for, if that be the case, every one who can 
look through a microscope will be able to detect him.” 

“I now, (said Johnson to his friends, when relating 
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what had passed,) began to consider that I was depre- 
cating this man in the estimation of his Sovereign, and 
thought it was time for me to say something that might 
be more favourable/’ He added, therefore, that Dr. Hill 
was, notwithstanding, a very curious observer; and if he 
would have been contented to tell the world no more 
than he knew, he might have been a very considerable 
man, and needed not to have recourse to such mean ex- 
pedients to raise his reputation. 

The King then talked of literary journals, mentioned 
particularly the Journal des Savans , and asked Johnson 
if it was well done. Johnson said, it was formerly very 
well done, and gave some account of the persons who 
began it, and carried it on for some years: enlarging at 
the same time, on the nature and use of such works. 
The King asked him if it was well done now. Johnson 
answered, he had no reason to think that it was. The 
King then asked him if there were any other literary 
journals published in this kingdom, except the Monthly 
and Critical Reviews; and on being answered there was 
no other, his Majesty asked which of them was the best: 
Johnson answered, that the Monthly Review was done 
with most care, the Critical upon the best principles; 
adding that the authours of the Monthly Review were 
enemies to the Church. This the King said he was sorry 
to hear. 

The conversation next turned on the Philosophical 
Transactions, when Johnson observed that they had now 
a better method of arranging their materials than for- 
merly. <e Ay, (said the King), they are obliged to Dr. 
Johnson for that/ 7 for his Majesty had heard and re- 
membered the circumstance, which Johnson himself had 
forgot. 

His Majesty expressed a desire to have the literary 
biography of this country ably executed, and proposed 
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to Dr. Johnson to undertake it. Johnson signified his 

readiness to comply with his Majesty’s wishes. 

During the whole of this interview, Johnson talked to 
his Majesty with profound respect, but still in his firm 
manly manner, with a sonorous voice, and never in that 
subdued tone which is commonly used at the levee and 
in the drawing room. After the King withdrew, Johnson 
shewed himself highly pleased with his Majesty’s con- 
versation, and gracious behaviour. He said to Mr. Bar- 
nard, “Sir, they may talk of the King as they will; but 
he is the finest gentleman I have ever seen.” And he 
afterwards observed to Mr. Langton, “Sir, his manners 
are those of as fine a gentleman as we may suppose 
Lewis the Fourteenth or Charles the Second.” 

At Sir Joshua Reynolds’s, where a circle of Johnson’s 
friends was collected round him to hear his account of 
this memorable conversation, Dr. Joseph Warton, in his 
frank and lively manner, was very active in pressing him 
to mention the particulars. “Come now, Sir, this is an 
interesting matter; do favour us with it.” Johnson, with 
great good humour, complied. 

He told them, “I found his Majesty wished I should 
talk and I made it my business to talk. I find it does a 
man good to be talked to by his sovereign. In the first 
place, a man cannot be in a passion — .” Here some 
question interrupted him, which is to be regretted, as 
he certainly would have pointed out and illustrated 
many circumstances of advantage, from being in a situ- 
ation, where the powers of the mind are at once excited 
to vigorous exertion, and tempered by reverential 
awe. 

During all the time in which Dr. Johnson was em- 
ployed in relating to the circle at Sir Joshua Reynolds’s 
the particulars of what passed between the King and 
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him, Dr. Goldsmith remained unmoved upon a sopha at 
some distance, -affecting not to join in the least in the 
eager curiosity of the company. He assigned as a reason 
for his gloom and seeming inattention, that he appre- 
hended Johnson had relinquished his purpose of furnish- 
ing him with a Prologue to his play, with the hopes of 
which he had been flattered; but it was strongly sus- 
pected that he was fretting with chagrin and envy at 
the singular honour Dr. Johnson had lately enjoyed. At 
length, the frankness, and simplicity of his natural char- 
acter prevailed. He sprung from the sopha, advanced to 
Johnson, and in a kind of flutter, from imagining himself 
in the situation which he had just been hearing de- 
scribed, exclaimed, “Well, you acquitted yourself in 
this conversation better than I should have done; for I 
should have bowed and stammered through the whole 
of it.” 

I received no letter from Johnson this year; nor have 
I discovered any of the correspondence he had, except 
the two letters to Mr. Drummond, which have been in- 
serted, for the sake of connection, with that to the same 
gentleman in 1766. His diary affords no light as to his 
employment at this time. He passed three months at 
Lichfield: and I cannot omit an affecting and solemn 
scene there, as related by himself: 

“Sunday, Oct. 18, 1767. Yesterday, Oct. 17, at about 
ten in the morning, I took my leave forever of my dear 
old friend, Catharine Chambers, who came to live with 
my mother about 1724, and has been but little parted 
from us since. She buried my father, my brother, and 
my mother. She is now fifty-eight years old. 

“I desired all to withdraw, then told her that we were 
to part forever; that as Christians, we should part with 
prayer; and that I would, if she was willing, say a short 
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prayer beside her. She expressed great desire to hear 
me; and held up her poor hands as she lay in bed, with 
great fervour, while I prayed, kneeling by her, nearly in 
the following words: 

“Almighty and most merciful Father, whose loving 
kindness is over all thy works, behold, visit, and relieve 
this thy servant, who is grieved with sickness. Grant that 
the sense of her weakness may add strength to her faith, 
and seriousness to her repentance. And grant that by 
the help of thy Holy Spirit, after the pains and labours 
of this short life, we may all obtain everlasting hap- 
piness, through Jesus Christ our Lord, for whose sake 
hear our prayers. Amen. Our Father, &c. 

“I then kissed her. She told me, that to part was the 
greatest pain that she had ever felt, and that she hoped 
we should meet again in a better place. I expressed, 
with swelled eyes, and great emotion of tenderness, the 
same hopes. We kissed and parted. I humbly hope to 
meet again, and to part no more/' 


1768. He said he had lately been a long while at 
Lichfield, but had grown very weary before he left it. 
Boswell. “I wonder at that. Sir; it is your native place.” 
Johnson. “Why so is Scotland your native place.” 

His prejudice against Scotland appeared remarkably 
strong at this time. When I talked of our advancement 
in literature, “Sir, (said he,) you have learnt a little 
from us, and you think yourselves very great men. 
Hume would never have written History, had not Vol- 
taire written it before him. He is an echo of Voltaire.” 
Boswell. “But, Sir, we have Lord Karnes.” Johnson. 
“You have Lord Karnes. Keep him; ha, ha, ha! We don't 
envy you him. Do you ever see Dr. Robertson?” Bos- 
well. “Yes, Sir.” Johnson. “Does the dog talk of me?” 
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Boswell. “Indeed, Sir, he does, and loves you.” Think- 
ing that I now had him in a corner, and being solicitous 
for the literary fame of my country, I pressed him for 
his opinion on the merit of Dr. Robertson’s History of 
Scotland. But, to my surprize, he escaped. — “Sir, I love 
Robertson, and I won’t talk of his book.” 

An essay, written by Mr. Deane, a Divine of the 
Church of England, maintaining the future life of brutes, 
by an explication of certain parts of the scriptures, was 
mentioned, and the doctrine insisted on by a gentleman 
who seemed fond of curious speculation. Johnson, who 
did not like to hear of any thing concerning a future 
state which was not authorized by the regular canons 
of orthodoxy, discouraged this talk; and being offended 
at its continuation, he watched an opportunity to give 
the gentleman a blow of reprehension. So, when the 
poor speculatist, with a serious metaphysical pensive 
face, addressed him, “But really. Sir, when we see a 
very sensible dog, we don’t know what to think of him,” 
Johnson, rolling with joy a£ the thought which beamed 
in his eye, turned quickly round, and replied, “True, Sir: 
and when we see a very foolish fellow , we don’t know 
what to think of him ! 9 He then rose up, strided to the 
fire, and stood for some time laughing and exulting. 

He talked of the heinousness of the crime of adultery, 
by which the peace of families was destroyed. He said, 
“Confusion of progeny constitutes the essence of the 
crime; and therefore a woman who breaks her marriage 
vows is much more criminal than a man who does it. A 
man, to be sure, is criminal in the sight of God; but he 
does not do his wife a very material injury, if he does 
not insult her; if, for instance, from mere wantonness 
of appetite, he steals privately to her chambermaid. Sir, 
a wife ought not greatly to resent this. I would not re- 
ceive home a daughter who had run away from her 
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husband on that account. A wife should study to re- 
claim her husband by more attention to please him. Sir, 
a man will not, once in a hundred instances, leave his 
wife and go to a harlot, if his wife has not been negli- 
gent of pleasing." 

Soon afterwards, he supped at the Crown and Anchor 
tavern, in the Strand, with a company whom I col- 
lected to meet him. They were Dr. Percy, now Bishop of 
Dromore, Dr. Douglas, now Bishop of Salisbury, Mr. 
Langton, Dr. Robertson the Historian, Dr. Hugh Blair, 
and Mr. Thomas Davies, who wished much to be in- 
troduced to these eminent Scotch literati; but on the 
present occasion, he had very little opportunity of hear- 
ing them talk, for with an excess of prudence, for which 
Johnson afterwards found fault with them, they hardly 
opened their lips, and that only to say something which 
they were certain would not expose them to the sword 
of Goliath; such was their anxiety for their fame when 
in the presence of Johnson. 

He was vehement against' old Dr. Mounsey, of Chel- 
sea College, as “a fellow who swore and talked bawdy.” 
“I have often been in his company, (said Dr. Percy,) 
and never heard him swear or talk bawdy." Mr. Davies 
who sat next to Dr. Percy, having after this had some 
conversation aside with him, made a discovery which, 
in his zeal to pay court to Dr. Johnson, he eagerly pro- 
claimed aloud from the foot of the table: “O, Sir, I have 
found out a very good reason why Dr. JPercy never 
heard Mounsey swear or talk bawdy, for he tells me he 
never saw him but at the Duke of Northumberland’s 
table." “And so, Sir, (said Dr. Johnson loudly to Dr. 
Percy) you would shield this man from the charge of 
swearing and talking bawdy, because he did not do so 
at the Duke of Northumberland’s table. Sir, you might 
as well tell us that you had seen him hold up his hand 
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at the Old Bailey, and he neither swore nor talked 
bawdy; or that you had seen him in the cart at Tyburn, 
and he neither swore nor talked bawdy. And is it thus, 
Sir, that you presume to controvert what I have re- 
lated?” Dr. Johnson s animadversion was uttered in such 
a manner, that Dr. Percy seemed to be displeased, and 
soon afterwards left the company, of which Johnson did 
not at that time take any notice. 

Swift having been mentioned, Johnson, as usual, 
treated him with little respect as an authour. Some of 
us endeavoured to support the Dean of St. Patrick’s, by 
various arguments. One in particular praised his “Con- 
duct of the Allies.” Johnson. “Sir, his ‘Conduct of the 
Allies’ is a performance of very little ability.” “Surely, 
Sir, (said Dr. Douglas,) you must allow it has strong 
facts.” Johnson. “Why yes. Sir; but what is that to the 
merit of the composition? In the Sessions-paper of the 
Old Bailey there are strong facts. House-breaking is a 
strong fact; robbery is a strong fact; and murder is a 
mighty strong fact: but is great praise due to the his- 
torian of those strong facts? No, Sir, Swift has told what 
he had to tell distinctly enough, but that is all. He had 
to count ten, and he has counted it right.” — Then recol- 
lecting that Mr. Davies, by acting as an informer , had 
been the occasion of his talking somewhat too harshly 
to his friend Dr. Percy, for which, probably, when the 
first ebullition was over, he felt some compunction, he 
took an opportunity to give him a hit: so added, with a 
preparatory laugh, “Why, Sir, Tom Davies might have 
written ‘the Conduct of the Allies/ ” Poor Tom being 
thus suddenly dragged into ludicrous notice in presence 
of the Scottish Doctors, to whom he was ambitious of 
appearing to advantage, was grievously mortified. Nor 
did his punishment rest here; for upon subsequent oc- 
casions, whenever he, “statesman all o’er,” assumed a 
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strutting importance, I used to .hail him — “the Authour 

of the Conduct of the Allies 

When I called upon Dr. Johnson next morning, I 
found him highly satisfied with his colloquial prowess 
the preceding evening. “Well, (said he,) we had good 
talk." Boswell. “Yes, Sir, you tossed and gored several 
persons." 

The late Alexander Earl of Eglintoune, who loved wit 
more than wine, and men of genius more than syco- 
phants, had a great admiration of Johnson; but from the 
remarkable elegance of his own manners, was, perhaps, 
too delicately sensible of the roughness which some- 
times appeared in Johnson's behaviour. One evening 
about this time, when his Lordship did me the honour 
to sup at my lodgings with Dr. Robertson and several 
other men of literary distinction, he regretted that John- 
son had not been educated with more refinement, and 
lived more in polished society. “No, no, my Lord, (said 
Signor Baretti,) do with him what you would, he would 
always have been a bear." “True, (answered the Earl, 
with a smile, ) but he would have been a dancing bear.” 

To obviate all the reflections which have gone round 
the world to Johnson's prejudice, by applying to him the 
epithet of a hear , let me impress upon my readers a just 
and happy saying of my friend Goldsmith, who knew 
him ;well: “Johnson, to be sure, has a roughness in his 
manner: but no man alive has a more tender heart. He 
has nothing of the hear hut his skin” 


1769. On the 30th of September we dined together 
at the Mitre. I attempted to argue for the superiour 
happiness of the savage life, upon the usual fanciful 
topicks. Johnson. “Sir, there can be nothing more false. 
The savages have no bodily advantages beyond those 
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of civilised men. They have not better health; and as to 
care or mental uneasiness, they are not above it, but 
below it, like bears. No, Sir; you are not to talk such 
paradox: let me have no more on’t. It cannot entertain, 
far less can it instruct. Lord Monboddo, one of your 
Scotch Judges, talked a great deal of such nonsense. I 
suffered him; but I will not suffer you” Boswell. "But, 
Sir, does not Rousseau talk such nonsense?” Johnson. 
"True, Sir, but Rousseau knows he is talking nonsense, 
and laughs at the world for staring at him.” Boswell. 
"How so. Sir?” Johnson. “Why, Sir, a man who talks 
nonsense so well, must know that he is talking nonsense. 
But I am afraid , (chuckling and laughing,) Monboddo 
does not know that he is talking nonsense.” Boswell. 
"Is it wrong then, Sir, to affect singularity, in order to 
make people stare?” Johnson. "Yes, if you do it by 
propagating errour; and, indeed, it is wrong in any way. 
There is in human nature a general inclination to make 
people stare; and every wise man has himself to cure 
of it, and does cure himself. If you wish to make people 
stare by doing better than others, why make them stare 
till they stare their eyes out. But consider how easy it 
is to make people stare, by being absurd. I may do it 
by going into a drawing-room without my shoes. You 
remember the gentleman in 'The Spectator/ who had a 
commission of lunacy taken out against him for his ex- 
treme singularity, such as never wearing a wig, but a 
night-cap. Now, Sir, abstractedly, the night-cap was 
best: but, relatively, the advantage was overbalanced 
by his making the boys run after him.” 

Talking of a London life, he said, "The happiness of 
London is not to be conceived but by those who have 
been in it. I will venture to say, there is more learning 
and science within the circumference of ten miles from 
where we now sit, than in all the rest of the kingdom.” 
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Boswell. “The only disadvantage is the great distan v 
at which people live from one another/" Johnson “Yes, 
Sir; but that is occasioned by the largeness of it, which 
is the cause of all the other advantages/" Boswell. 
“Sometimes I have been in the humour of wishing to 
retire to a desart.” Johnson. “Sir, you have desart 
enough in Scotland/" 

We drank tea with Mrs. Williams. I h°d last year the 
pleasure of seeing Mrs. Thrale at La Johnson’s one 
morning, and had conversation enough with her to ad- 
mire her talents; and to shew her that I was as John- 
sonian as herself. Dr. Johnson had probably been iVnd 
enough to speak well of me, for this evening he de- 
livered me a very polite card from Mr. Thrale and her, 
inviting me to Streatham. 

On the Gth of October I complied with this obligftL 
invitation, and found, at an elegant villa, six miles from 
town, every circumstance that can make society pleas- 
ing. Johnson, though quite at home, was yet looked up 
to with an awe, tempered by affection, and seemed to 
be equally the care of his host and hostess. I rejoiced 
at seeing him so happy. 

He played off his wit against Scotland with a good 
humoured pleasantry, which gave me, though no bigot 
to national prejudices, an opportunity for a little contest 
with him. I having said that England was obliged to 
us for gardeners, almost all their good gardeners being 
Scotchmen; — Johnson. “Why, Sir, that is because gar- 
dening is much more necessary amongst youdhan with 
us, which makes so many of your people learn it. It is all 
gardening with you. Things which grow wild here, must 
be cultivated with great care in Scotland. Pray i 
(throwing himself back in his chair, and fereghing,) 
you ever able to bring the sloe to perfect^ 1 ;/” 

I boasted that we had the honour of b< the first to 
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abolish the ~ inhospitable, troublesome, and ungracious 
custom of v gmng vails to servants. Johnson. "Sir, you 
abolished vails, because you were too poor to be able to 
give them.” 

Mrs. Thrale then praised Garrick's talents for light 
gay poetry; and, as a specimen, repeated his song in 
"Florizel and Perdita,” and dwelt with peculiar pleasure 
on this line: 

I d smile witii the simple, and feed with the poor. 

Johnson. "Nay, my dear Lady, this will never do. Poor 
Da'"d! Smile with the simple; — What folly is that? And 
who would feed with the poor that can help it? No, no; 
let me smile with the wise, and feed with the rich.” 

He would not allow much merit to Whitfield's oratory. 
His popularity, Sir, (said he,) is chiefly owing to the 
peculiarity of his manner. He would be followed by 
crowds were he to wear a night-cap in the pulpit, or 
were he to preach from a tree.” 

On the evening of October 10, I presented Dr. John- 
son to General Paoli. I had greatly wished that two men, 
for whom I had the highest esteem, should meet. They 
met with a manly ease, mutually conscious of their own 
abilities, and of the abilities of each other. The General 
spoke Italian, and Dr. Johnson English, and understood 
one another very well, with a little aid of interpretation 
from me, in which I compared myself to an isthmus 
which joi iS two great continents. Upon Johnsons ap- 
proach, • e General said, "From what I have read of 
your works, Sir, and from what Mr. Boswell has told me 
of you, I have long held you in great veneration.” The 
wosi'Tal talked of languages being formed on the partic- 
*niir notior nnd manners of a people, without knowing 
Hrich, we ^arnot know the language. We may know the 
direct sigrgriution of single words; but by these no 
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beauty of expression, no sally of genius, no wit is con- 
veyed to the mind. All this must be by allusion to other 
ideas. "Sir, (said Johnson,) you talk of language, as if 
you had never done any thing else but study it, instead 
of governing a nation.” The General said, “Questo e un 
troppo gran complimento this is too great a compli- 
ment. Johnson answered, "I should have thought so, Sir 
if I had not heard you talk.” The General asked him 
what he thought of the spirit of infidelity which was so 
prevalent. Johnson. "Sir, this gloom of infidelity, I hope, 
is only a transient cloud passing through the hemi- 
sphere, which will soon be dissipated and the sun will 
break forth with his usual splendour.” "You think then, 
(said the General,) that they will change their prin- 
ciples like their clothes.” Johnson. "Why, Sir, if they 
bestow no more thought on principles than on dress, it 
must be so.” The General said, that "a great part of the 
fashionable infidelity was owing to a desire of showing 
courage. Men who have no opportunities of shewing it as 
to things in this life, take death and futurity as objects 
on which to display it.” Johnson. "That is mighty fool- 
ish affectation. Fear is one of the passions of human 
nature, of which it is impossible to divest it. You remem- 
ber that the Emperour Charles V. when he read upon 
the tomb-stone of a Spanish nobleman, "Here lies one 
who never knew fear/ wittily said, 'Then he never 
snuffed a candle with his fingers/ ” 

He honoured me with his company at dinner on the 
16 th of October, at my lodgings in Old Bond-street, 
with Sir Joshua Reynolds, Mr. Garrick, Dr. Goldsmith, 
Mr. Murphy, Mr. Bickerstaff, and Mr. Thomas Davies. 
Garrick played round him with a fond vivacity, taking 
hold of the breasts of his coat, and, looking up in his 
face with a lively archness, complimented him on the 
good health which he seemed then to enjoy; while the 
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sage, shaking his head, beheld him with a gentle com- 
placency. One of the company not being come at the 
appointed hour, 1 proposed, as usual upon such occa- 
sions, to order dinner to be served; adding, “Ought six 
people to be kept waiting for one?” “Why, yes, (an- 
swered Johnson, with a delicate humanity,) if the one 
will suffer more by your sitting down', than the six will 
do by waiting.” Goldsmith, to divert the tedious min- 
utes, strutted about, bragging of his dress, and I believe 
was seriously vain of it, for his mind was wonderfully 
prone to such impressions. “Come, come, (said Garrick,) 
talk no more of that. You are perhaps, the worst — eh, 
eh!” — Goldsmith was eagerly attempting to interrupt 
him, when Garrick went on, laughing ironically, “Nay, 
you will always look like a gentleman; but I am talking 
of being well or ill drest .” “Well, let me tell you, (said 
Goldsmith,) when my taylor brought home my bloom- 
coloured coat, he said, ‘Sir, I have a favour to beg of 
you. When any body asks you who made your clones, 
be pleased to mention John Filby, at the Harrow, in 
Water-lane/ ” Johnson. “Why, Sir, that was because he 
knew the strange colour would attract crowds to gaze 
at it, and thus they might hear of him, and see how well 
he could make a coat even of so absurd a colour.” 

After dinner our conversation first turned upon Pope. 
Johnson said, his characters of men were admirably 
drawn, those of women not so well. He repeated to us, 
in his forcible melodious manner, the concluding lines 
of the Dunciad. While he was talking loudly in praise 
of those lines one of the company ventured to say, “Too 
fine for such a poem: — a poem on what?” Johnson, 
(with a disdainful look,) “Why, on dunces. It was worth 
while being a dunce then. Ah, Sir, hadst thou lived in 
those days! It is not worth while being a dunce now, 
when there are no wits.” Johnson said, that the descrip- 
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tion of the temple, in "The Mourning Bride,” was the 
finest poetical passage he had ever read; he recollected 
none in Shakespeare equal to it. — "But, (said Garrick, all 
alarmed for 'the God of his idolatry/) we know not the 
extent and variety of his powers. We are to suppose there 
are such passages in his works. Shakespeare must not suf- 
fer from the badness of our memories.” Johnson, diverted 
by this enthusiastick jealousy, went on with great ardour. 
"No, Sir; Congreve has nature; 3, (smiling on the tragick 
eagerness of Garrick;) but composing himself, he added, 
"Sir, this is not comparing Congreve on the whole with 
Shakespeare on the whole; but only maintaining that 
Congreve has one finer passage than any that can be 
found in Shakespeare. Sir, a man may have no more 
than ten guineas in the world, but he may have those 
ten guineas in one piece; and so may have a finer piece 
than a man who has ten thousand pounds: but then he 
has only one ten-guinea piece. — What I mean is, that 
you can shew me no passage where there is simply a 
description of material objects, without any intermix- 
ture of moral notions, which produces such an effect.” 
Mr. Murphy mentioned Shakespeare’s description of the 
night before the battle of Agincourt; but it was observed 
it had men in it. Mr. Davies suggested the speech of 
Juliet, in which she figures herself awakening in the 
tomb of her ancestors. Some one mentioned the descrip- 
tion of Dover Cliff. Johnson. "No, Sir; it should be all 
precipice, — all vacuum. The crows impede your fall. 
The diminished appearance of the boats, and other cir- 
cumstances, are all very good description; but do not 
impress the mind at once with th& horrible idea of im- 
mense height. The impression is divided; you pass on 
by computation, from one stage of the tremendous space 
to another. 

Mrs. Montague, a lady distinguished for having writ- 
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ten an Essay on Shakespeare, being mentioned; — Reyn- 
olds. “I think that essay does her honour.” Johnson. 
“Yes, Sir, it does her honour, but it would do nobody 
else honour. I have, indeed, not read it all. But when I 
take up the end of a web, and find it packthread, I do 
not expect, by looking further, to find embroidery.” 

On Thursday, October 19, I passed the evening with 
him at his house. 

I complained that he had not mentioned Garrick in 
his Preface to Shakespeare; and asked him if he did not 
admire him. Johnson. “Yes, as 'a poor player, who frets 
and stmts his hour upon the stage;’ — as a shadow.” 
Boswell. “But has he not brought Shakespeare into 
notice?” Johnson. “Sir, to allow that, would be to lam- 
poon the age.” 

I mentioned to him that I had seen the execution of 
several convicts at Tyburn, two days before, and that 
none of them seemed to be under any concern. Johnson. 
“Most of them, Sir, have never thought at all.” Boswell. 
“But is not the fear of death natural to man?” Johnson. 
“So much so, Sir, that the whole of life is but keeping 
away the thoughts of it.” He then, in a low and earnest 
tone, talked of his meditating upon the awful hom: of his 
own dissolution, and in what manner he should conduct 
himself upon that occasion: “I know not (said he,) 
whether I should wish to have a friend by me, or have 
it all between God and myself.” 

Talking of our feeling for the distress of others; — 
Johnson. “Why, Sir, there is much noise made about it, 
but it is greatly exaggerated. No, Sir, we have a cer- 
tain degree of feeling to prompt us to do good; more 
than that, Providence does not intend. It would be 
misery to no purpose.” Boswell. “But suppose now, Sir, 
that one of your intimate friends were apprehended for 
an offence for which he might be hanged.” Johnson. 
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"I should do what I could to bail him, and give him any 
other assistance; but if he were once fairly hanged, I 
should not suffer/’ Boswell. 'Would you eat your din- 
ner that day, Sir?” Johnson. "Yes, Sir; and eat it as if he 
were eating it with me. Why, there’s Baretti, who is to 
be tried for his life tomorrow, friends have risen up for 
him on every side; yet if he should be hanged, none of 
them will eat a slice of plum-pudding the less. Sir, that 
sympathetick feeling goes a very little way in depressing 
the mind.” 

I told him that I had dined lately at Foote’s, who 
shewed me a letter which he had received from Tom 
Davies, telling him that he had not been able to sleep 
from the concern he felt on account of “This sad affair 
of Baretti ” begging of him to try if he could suggest 
any thing that might be of service; and, at the same 
time, recommending to him an industrious young man 
who kept a pickle-shop. Johnson. "Ay, Sir, here you have 
a specimen of human sympathy; a friend hanged, and 
a cucumber pickled. We know not whether Baretti or 
the pickle-man has kept Davies from sleep: nor does he 
know himself. And as to his not sleeping, Sir; Tom 
Davies is a very great man; Tom has been upon the 
stage and knows how to do those things: I have not been 
upon the stage, and cannot do those things.” Boswell. 
"I have often blamed myself, Sir, for not feeling for 
others, as sensibly as many say they do.” Johnson. "Sir, 
don’t be duped by them any more. You will find these 
very feeling people are not very ready to do you good. 
They pay you by feeling .” 

Boswell. "Foote has a great deal of humour.” John- 
son. "Yes, Sir.” Boswell. "He has a singular talent of 
exhibiting character.” Johnson. "Sir, it is not a talent; it 
is a vice; it is what others abstain from. It is not comedy, 
whiph exhibits the character of a species, as that of a 
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miser gathered from many misers: it is a farce which 
exhibits individuals.” Boswell. “Did not he think of 
exhibiting you, Sir?” Johnson. “Sir, fear restrained him; 
he knew I would have broken his bones. I would have 
saved him the trouble of cutting off a leg; I would not 
have left him a leg to cut off.” Boswell. “Pray, Sir, is 
not Foote an infidel?” Johnson. “I do not know, Sir, that 
the fellow is an infidel; but if he be an infidel, he is an 
infidel as a dog is an infidel; that is to say, he has never 
thought upon the subject.” Boswell. “I suppose. Sir, 
he has thought superficially, and seized the first no- 
tions which occurred to his mind.” Johnson. “Why, 
then, Sir, still he is like a dog, that snatches the piece 
next him. Did you never observe that dogs have not the 
power of comparing? A dog will take a small bit of meat 
as readily as a large, when both are before him.” 

He again talked of the passage in Congreve with high 
commendation, and said, “Shakespeare never has six 
lines together without a fault. Perhaps you may find 
seven: but this does not refute my general assertion. If 
I come to an orchard, and say there's no fruit here, and 
then comes a poring man, who finds two apples and 
three pears, and tells me, 'Sir, you are mistaken, I have 
found both apples and pears/ I should laugh at him: 
what would that be to the purpose?” 

We went home to his house to tea. Mrs. Williams 
made it with sufficient dexterity, notwithstanding her 
blindness, though her manner of satisfying herself that 
the cups were full enough, appeared to me a little auk- 
ward; for I fancied she put her finger down a certain 
way, till she felt the tea touch it . 1 In my first elation at 

1 1 have since had reason to think that I was mistaken; for I have 
been informed by a lady, who was long intimate with her, and likely 
to be a more accurate observer of such matters, that she had acquired 
such a niceness of touch, as to know, by the feeling on the outside 
of the cup, how near it was to being full. 
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being allowed the privilege of attending Dr. Johnson at 
his late visits to this lady, which was like being e secre - 
tioribus consiliis, I willingly drank cup after cup, as if it 
had been the Heliconian spring. But as the charm of 
novelty went off, I grew more fastidious; and besides, I 
discovered that she was of a peevish temper. 

There was a pretty large circle this evening. Dr. John- 
son was in very good humour, lively, and ready to talk 
upon all subjects. Mr. Fergusson, the self-taught phi- 
losopher, told him of a new invented machine which 
went without horses: a man who sat in it turned a han- 
dle, which worked a spring that drove it forward. 
“Then, Sir, (said Johnson,) what is gained is, the man 
has his choice whether he will move himself alone, or 
himself and the machine too.” Dominicetti, being men- 
tioned, he would not allow him any merit. “There is 
nothing in all this boasted system. No, Sir; medicated 
baths can be no better than warm water: their only 
effect can be that of tepid moisture/' One of the com- 
pany took the other side, maintaining that medicines of 
various sorts, and some too of most powerful effect, are 
introduced into the human frame by the medium of the 
pores; and, therefore, when warm water is impregnated 
with salutiferous substances, it may produce great ef- 
fects as a bath. This appeared to me very satisfactory. 
Johnson did not answer it; but talking for victory, and 
determined to be master of the field, he had recourse 
to the device which Goldsmith imputed to him in the 
witty words of one of Cibbers comedies: “There is no 
arguing with Johnson; for when his pistol misses fire, he 
knocks you down with the butt end of it.” He turned to 
the gentleman, “Well, Sir, go to Dominicetti, and get 
thyself fumigated; but be sure that the steam be di- 
rected to thy head, for that is the peccant part ” This 
produced a triumphant roar of laughter from the motley 
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assembly of philosophers, printers, and dependents, 
male and female. 

I know not how so whimsical a thought came into my 
mind, but I asked, “If, Sir, you ;were shut up in a castle, 
and a new-born child with you, what would you do?” 
Johnson. “Why, Sir, I should not much like my com- 
pany.” Boswell. “But would you take the trouble of 
rearing it?” He seemed, as may well be supposed, un- 
willing to pursue the subject: but upon my persevering 
in my question, replied, “Why yes, Sir, I would; but I 
must have all conveniences. If I had no garden, I would 
make a shed on the roof, and take it there for fresh air. 
I should feed it, and wash it much, and with warm water 
to please it, not- with cold water to give it pain.” Bos- 
well. “But, Sir, does not heat relax?” Johnson. “Sir, 
you are not to imagine the water is to be very hot. I 
would not coddle the child. No, Sir, the hardy method of 
treating children does no good. Ill take you five chil- 
dren from London, who shall cuff five Highland chil- 
dren. Sir, a man bred in London will carry a burthen, or 
run, or wrestle, as well as a man brought up in the 
hardest manner in the country.” Boswell. “Good living, 
I suppose, makes the Londoners strong.” Johnson. 
“Why, Sir, I don’t know that it does. Our chairmen from 
Ireland, who are as strong men as any, have been 
brought up upon potatoes. Quantity makes up for qual- 
ity.” Boswell. “Would you teach this child that I have 
furnished you with, anything?” Johnson. “No, I should 
not be apt to teach it.” Boswell. “Would not you have 
a pleasure in teaching it?” Johnson. “No, Sir, I should 
not have a pleasure in teaching it.” Boswell. “Have 
you not a pleasure in teaching men ! — There I have you. 
You have the same pleasure in teaching men, that I 
should have in teaching children.” Johnson. ‘Why, 
something about that.” 
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When we were alone, I introduced the subject of 
death, and endeavoured to maintain that the fear of it 
might be got over. I told him that David Hume said to 
me, he was no more uneasy to think he should not be 
after hisdife, than that he had not been before he began 
to exist* Johnson. “Sir, if he really thinks so, his percep- 
tions are disturbed; he is mad; if he does not think so, 
he lies. He may tell you, he holds his finger in the flame 
of a candle, without feeling pain; would you believe 
him? When he dies, he at least gives up all he has.” 
Boswell. “Foote, Sir, told me, that when he was very 
ill he was not afraid to die.” Johnson. “It is not true, Sir. 
Hold a pistol to Footes breast, or to Hume’s breast, and 
threaten to kill them, and you 11 see how they behave.” 
Boswell. “But may we not fortify our minds for the 
approach of death?” — Here I am sensible I was in the 
wrong, to bring before his view what he ever looked 
upon with horrour; for although when in a celestial 
frame of mind in his “Vanity of Human Wishes,” he has 
supposed death to be “kind Nature’s signal for retreat,” 
from this state of being to “a happier seat,” his thoughts 
upon this awful change were in general full of dismal 
apprehensions. His mind resembled the vast amphi- 
theatre, the Colisaeum at Borne. In the centre stood his 
judgement, which like a mighty gladiator, combated 
those apprehensions that, like the wild beasts of the 
Arena . , were all around in cells, ready to be let out upon 
him. After a conflict, he drives them back into their 
dens; but not killing them, they were still assailing him. 
To my question, whether we might not fortify our 
minds for the approach of death, he answered, in a pas- 
sion, “No, Sir, let it alone. It matters not how a man dies, 
but how he lives. The act of dying is not of importance, 
it lasts so short a time.” He added, (with an earnest 
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look, ) “A man knows it must be so, and submits. It will 
do him no good to whine.” 

I attempted to continue the conversation. He was so 
provoked, that he said: "Give us no more of this;” and 
was thrown into such a state of agitation, that he ex- 
pressed himself in a way that alarmed and distressed 
me; shewed an impatience that I should leave him, and 
when I was going away, called to me sternly, "Don’t let 
us meet tomorrow.” 


1772 . On Saturday, March 27, I introduced to him 
Sir Alexander Macdonald, with whom he had expressed 
a wish to be acquainted. He received him very cour- 
teously. 

Sir Alexander observed, that the Chancellors in Eng- 
land are chosen from views much inferiour to the office, 
being chosen from temporary political views. Johnson. 
"Why, Sir, in such a government as ours no man is ap- 
pointed to an office because he is the fittest for it, nor 
hardly in any other government; because there are so 
many connections and dependencies to be studied. A 
despotick prince may choose a man to an office, merely 
because he is the fittest for it. The King of Prussia may 
do it.” Sir A. "I think, Sir, almost all great lawyers, such 
at least as have written upon law, have known only law, 
and nothing else.” Johnson. "Why no. Sir; Judge Hale 
was a great lawyer, and wrote upon law; and yet he 
knew a great many other things, and has written upon 
other things. Selden, too.” Sir A. "Very true, Sir; and 
Lord Bacon. But was not Lord Coke a mere lawyer?” 
Johnson. 'Why, I am afraid he was; but he would have 
taken it very ill if you had told him so. He would have 
prosecuted you for scandal.” Boswell. "Lord Mansfield 
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is not a mere lawyer.” Johnson. “No, Sir, I never was in 
Lord Mansfield's company; but Lord Mansfield was dis- 
tinguished at the University. Lord Mansfield, when he 
first came to town, 'drank champagne with the wits/ as 
Prior says. He was the friend of Pope.” Sir A. “I have 
been correcting several Scotch accents in my friend Bos- 
well. I doubt. Sir, if any Scotchman ever attains to a per- 
fect English pronunciation.” Johnson. “Why, Sir, few 
of them do, because they do not persevere after acquir- 
ing a certain degree of it. But, Sir, there can be no doubt 
that they may attain to a perfect English pronunciation, 
if they will. We find how near they come to it; and cer- 
tainly, a man who conquers nineteen parts of the Scot- 
tish accent, may conquer the twentieth. But, Sir, when 
a man has got the better of nine tenths he grows weary, 
he relaxes his diligence, he finds he has corrected his 
accent so far as not to be disagreeable, and he no longer 
desires his friends to tell him when he is wrong; nor does 
he choose to be told. Sir, when people watch me nar- 
rowly, and I do not watch myself, they will find me out 
to be of a particular county. In the same manner, Dun- 
ning may be found out to be a Devonshire man. So most 
Scotchmen may be found out. But, Sir, little aberrations 
are of no disadvantage. I never catched Mallet in a 
Scotch accent; and yet Mallet, I suppose, was past five- 
and-twenty before he came to London.” 

Boswell. “It may be of use, Sir, to have a Dictionary 
to ascertain the pronunciation.” Johnson. “Why, Sir, my 
Dictionary shows you the accent of words, if you can 
but remember them.” Boswell. “But, Sir, we want 
marks to ascertain the pronunciation of the vowels. 
Sheridan, I believe, has finished such a work.” John- 
son. “Why, Sir, consider how much easier it is to learn a 
language by the ear, than by any marks. Sheridan's Dic- 
tionary may do very well; but you cannot always carry 
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it about with you: and, when you want the word, you 
have not the Dictionary. It is like a man who has a 
sword that will not draw. It is an admirable sword, to be 
sure: but while your enemy is cutting your throat, you 
are unable to use it. Besides, Sir, what entitles Sheridan 
to fix the pronunciation of English? He has, in the first 
place, the disadvantage of being an Irishman: and if 
he says he will fix it after the example of the tjest com- 
pany, why they differ among themselves. I remember 
an instance: when I published the Plan for my Diction- 
ary, Lord Chesterfield told me that the word great 
should be pronounced so as to rhyme to state; and Sir 
William Yonge sent me word that it should be pro- 
nounced so as to rhyme to seat , and that none but an 
Irishman would pronounce it grait. Now here were two 
men of the highest rank, the one, the best speaker in the 
House of Lords, the other, the best speaker in the House 
of Commons, differing entirely.” 

On Tuesday, March 31, he and I dined at General 
Paolfs. 

We then walked to the Pantheon. The first view of 
it did not strike us so much as Ranelagh, of which he 
said, the “coup d’ceil was the finest thing he had ever 
seen.” The truth is, Ranelagh is of a more beautiful 
form; more of it, or rather indeed the whole rotunda , 
appears at once, and it is better lighted. However, as 
Johnson observed, we saw the Pantheon in time of 
mourning, when there was a dull uniformity; whereas 
we had seen Ranelagh, when the view was enlivened 
with a gay profusion of colours. Mrs. Bosville, of Gunth- 
wait, in Yorkshire, joined us, and entered into conver- 
sation with us. Johnson said to me afterwards, "Sir, this 
is a mighty intelligent lady.” 

I said there was not half a guinea’s worth of pleasure 
in seeing this place. Johnson. “But, Sir, there is half a 



166 JAMES . BOSWELL 

guinea’s worth of inferiority to other people in not hav- 
ing seen it.” Boswell. “I doubt. Sir, whether there are 
many happy people here.” Johnson. “Yes, Sir, there are 
many happy people here. There are many people here 
who are watching hundreds, and who think hundreds 
are watching them.” 

Happening to meet Sir Adam Ferguson, I presented 
him to Pr. Johnson. Sir Adam expressed some appre- 
hension that the Pantheon would encourage luxury. “Sir, 
(said Johnson,) I aiyi a great friend to publick amuse- 
ments; for they keep people from vice. You now (ad- 
dressing himself to me, ) would have been with a wench, 
had you not been here. — O! I forgot you were married.” 

Sir Adam suggested, that luxury corrupts a people, 
and destroys the spirit of liberty. Johnson. “Sir, that is 
all visionary. I would not give half a guinea to live under 
One form of government rather than another. It is of no 
moment to the happiness of an individual. Sir, the dan- 
ger of the abuse of power is nothing to a private man. 
What Frenchman is prevented from passing his life as 
he pleases?” Sir Adam. “But, Sir, in the British con- 
stitution it is surely of importance to keep up a spirit in 
the people, so as to preserve a balance against the 
crown.” Johnson. “Sir, I perceive you are a vile Whig. 
— Why all this childish jealousy of the power of the 
crown? The crown has not power enough. When I say 
that all governments are alike, I consider that in no gov- 
ernment power can be abused long. Mankind will not 
bear it. If a sovereign oppresses his people to a great de- 
gree, they will rise and cut off his head, There is a remedy 
in human nature against tyranny, that will keep us safe 
under every form of government. Had not the people of 
France thought themselves honoured in sharing in the 
brilliant actions of Louis XIV. they would not have en- 
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dured him; and we may say the same of the King of 
Prussia's people.” 

On Sunday, April 5, after attending divine service at 
St. Paul's church, I found him alone. I mentioned a cause 
in which I had appeared as counsel at the bar of the 
General Assembly of the Church of Scotland, where a 
Probationer , (as one licensed to preach, but not yet or- 
dained, is called,) was opposed in his application to be 
inducted, because it was alleged that he had been guilty 
of fornication five years before. Johnson. “Why, Sir, if 
he has lepented, it is not a sufficient objection. A man 
who is good enough to go to heaven, is good enough to 
be a clergyman.” 

On Monday, April 6, I dined with him at Sir Alexan- 
der Macdonald's. Fielding being mentioned, Johnson ex- 
claimed, “he was a blockhead;” and upon my expressing 
my astonishment at so strange an assertion, he said, 
“What I mean by his being a blockhead is, that he was 
a barren rascal.” Boswell. “Will you not allow. Sir, that 
he draws very natural pictures of human life?” Johnson. 
“Why, Sir, it is of very low life. Richardson used to say, 
that had he not known who Fielding was, he should have 
believed he was an ostler. Sir, there is more knowledge 
of the heart in one letter of Richardson's, than in all 
‘Tom Jones.’ I, indeed, never read ‘Joseph Andrews/ ” 
Erskine. “Surely, Sir, Richardson is very tedious/' John- 
son. “Why, Sir, if you were to read Richardson for the 
story, your impatience ivould be so much fretted that 
you would hang yourself. But you must read him for the 
sentiment, and consider the story as only giving occa- 
sion to the sentiment.” 

On Friday, April 10, I dined with him at General 
Oglethorpe's, where we found Dr. Goldsmith. 

I started the question, whether duelling was consistent 
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with moral duty. The brave old General fired at this, 
and said, with a lofty air, “Undoubtedly a man has a 
right to defend his honour.” Goldsmith, (turning to 
me, ) “I ask you first, Sir, what would you do if you were 
affronted?” I answered, I should think it necessary to 
fight. “Why then, (replied Goldsmith,) that solves the 
question.” Johnson. “No, Sir, it does not solve the ques- 
tion. It does not follow, that what a man would do 
is therefore right.” I said, I wished to have it settled, 
whether duelling was contrary to the laws of Christian- 
ity. Johnson immediately entered on the subject, and 
treated it in a masterly manner; and so far as I have been 
able to recollect, his thoughts were these: “Sir, as men 
become in a high degree refined, various causes of of- 
fence arise; which are considered to be of such impor- 
tance, that life must be staked to atone for them, though 
in reality they are not so. A body that has received a 
very fine polish may be easily hurt. Before men arrive 
at this artificial refinement, if one tells his neighbour — 
he lies, his neighbour tells him — he lies; if one gives his 
neighbour a blow, his neighbour gives him a blow: but 
in a state of highly polished society, an affront is held 
to be a serious injury. It must, therefore, be resented, 
or rather a duel must be fought upon it; as men have 
agreed to banish from their society one who puts up 
with an affront without fighting a duel. Now, Sir, it is 
never unlawful to fight in self-defence. He, then, who 
fights a duel, does not fight from passion against his 
antagonist, but out of self-defence; to avert the stigma 
of the world, and to prevent himself from being driven 
out of society. I could wish there was not that super- 
fluity of refinement; but while such notions prevail, no 
doubt a man may lawfully fight a duel.” 

The General told us, that when he was a very young 
man, I think only fifteen, serving under Prince Eugene 
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of Savoy, he was sitting in a company at table with a 
Prince of Wirtemberg. The Prince took up a glass of 
wine, and, by a fillip, made some of it fly in Oglethorpe’s 
face. Here was a nice dilemma. To have challenged him 
instantly, might have fixed a quarrelsome character 
upon the young soldier: to have taken no notice of it, 
might have been considered as cowardice. Oglethorpe, 
therefore, keeping his eye upon the Prince, and smiling 
all the time, as if he took what his Highness had done in 
jest, said "Mon Prince , — ” (I forget the French words 
he used, thejpurport however was,) "That’s a good joke: 
but we do it much better in England;” and threw a 
whole glass of wine in the Prince’s face. An old General 
who sat by, said, " II a bien fait, mon Prince, vous Yavez 
commence and thus all ended in good humour. 

A question was started, how far people who disagree 
in a capital point can live in friendship together. John- 
son said they might. Goldsmith said they could not, as 
they had not the idem velle atque idem nolle — the same 
likings and the same aversions. Johnson. "Why, Sir, you 
must shun the subject as to which you disagree. For in- 
stance, I can live very well with Burke: I love his knowl- 
edge, his genius, his diffusion, and affluence of conver- 
sation; but I would not talk to him of the Rockingham 
party.” Goldsmith. "But, Sir, when people live together 
who have something as to which they disagree, and 
which they want to shun, they will be in the situation 
mentioned in the story of Bluebeard: 'You may look into 
all the chambers but one.’ But we should have the great- 
est inclination to look into that chamber, to talk of that 
subject.” Johnson, (with a loud voice) "Sir, I am not 
saying that you could live in friendship with a man from 
whom you differ as to some point: I am only saying that 
I could do it.” 

I supped with Dr. Johnson, at the Crown and Anchor 
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tavern, in the Strand, in company with Mr. Langton and 
his brother-in-law, Lord Binning. I repeated a sentence 
of Lord Mansfield’s speech, of which, by the aid of Mr. 
Longlands, the solicitor on the other side, who oblig- 
ingly allowed me to compare his note with my own, I 
have a full copy: “My Lords, severity is not the way to 
govern either boys or men.” "Nay (said Johnson,) it is 
the way to govern them. I know not whether it be the 
way to mend them.” 

I talked of the recent expulsion of six students from 
the University of Oxford, who were methodists, and 
would not desist from publickly praying and exhorting. 
Johnson. "Sir, that expulsion was extremely just and 
proper. What have they to do at an University, who are 
not willing to be taught, but will presume to teach? 
Where is religion to be learnt, but at an University? Sir, 
they were examined, and found to be mighty ignorant 
fellows.” Boswell. "But, was it not hard, Sir, to expel 
them, for I am told they were good beings?” Johnson. 
"I believe they might be good beings; but they were not 
fit to be in the University of Oxford. A cow is a very 
good animal in the field; but we turn her out of a gar- 
den.” Lord Elibank used to repeat this as an illustration 
uncommonly happy. 

Desirous of calling Johnson forth to talk, and exercise 
his wit, though I should myself be the object of it, I 
resolutely ventured to undertake the defence of convivial 
indulgence in wine, though he was not tonight in the 
most genial humour. After urging the common plausible 
topicks, I at last had recourse to the maxim, in vino 
veritas , a man who is well warmed with wine will speak 
truth. Johnson. "Why, Sir, that may be an argument for 
drinking, if you suppose men in general to be liars. But, 
Sir, I would not keep company with a fellow, who lyes 
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as long as he is sober, and whom you must make drunk 
before you can get a word of truth out of him.” 

On Sunday, April 19, being Easter-day, General Paoli 
and I paid him a visit before dinner. I regretted the re- 
flection in his preface to Shakespeare against Garrick, 
to whom we cannot but apply the following passage: “I 
collated such copies as I could procure, and wished for 
more, but have not found the collectors of these rarities 
very communicative.” I told him, that Garrick had com- 
plained to me of it, and had vindicated himself by assur- 
ing me, that Johnson was made welcome to the full use 
of his collection, and that he left the key of it with a 
servant, with orders to have a fire and every convenience 
for him. I found Johnsons notion was, that Garrick 
wanted to be courted for them, and that, on the con- 
trary, Garrick should have courted him, and sent him 
the plays of his own accord. But, indeed, considering 
the slovenly and careless manner in which books were 
treated by Johnson, it could not be expected that scarce 
and valuable editions should have been lent to him. 

A gentleman having to some of tire usual arguments 
for drinking added this: “You know, Sir, drinking drives 
away care, and makes us forget whatever is disagree- 
able. Would not you allow a man to drink for that rea- 
son?” Johnson. “Yes, Sir, if he sat next you” 

He said, “there is no permanent national character: it 
varies according to circumstances. Alexander the Great 
swept India: now the Turks sweep Greece.” 

A learned gentleman, who in the course of conver- 
sation wished to inform us of this simple fact, that 
the Counsel upon the circuit at Shrewsbury were much 
bitten by fleas, took, I suppose, seven or eight minutes in 
relating it circumstantially. He in a plenitude of phrase 
told us, that large bales of woollen cloth were lodged 
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in the town-hall; — that by reason of this, fleas nestled 
there in prodigious numbers; that the lodgings of the 
counsel were near the town-hall: — and that those little 
animals moved from place to place with wonderful 
agility. Johnson sat in great impatience till the gentle- 
man had finished Iris tedious narrative, and then burst 
out (playfully however,) "It is a pity, Sir, that you have 
not seen a lion; for a flea has taken you such a time, that 
a lion must have served you a twelvemonth/' 

He would not allow Scotland to derive any credit 
from Lord Mansfield; for he was educated in England. 
"Much (said he,) may be made of a Scotchman, if he 
be caught young.” 


1773. To my great surprize he asked me to dine with 
him on Easter-day. I never supposed that he had a din- 
ner at his house; for I had not then heard of any one of 
his friends having been entertained at his table. He told 
me, "I have generally a meat pye on Sunday: it is baked 
at a publick oven, which is very properly allowed, be- 
cause one man can attend it; and thus the advantage is 
obtained of not keeping servants from church to dress 
dinners.” 

April 11, being Easter-Sunday, after having attended 
divine Service at St. Paul's, I repaired to Dr. Johnson's. 
I had gratified my curiosity much in dining with Jean 
Jaques Rousseau, while he lived in the wilds of Neuf- 
chatel: I had as great a curiosity to dine with Dr. 
Samuel Johnson, in the dusky recess of a court in 
Fleet-street. I supposed we should scarcely have knives 
and forks, and only some strange, uncouth, ill-drest fish: 
but I found every thing in very good order. We had no 
other company but Mrs. Williams and a young woman 
whom I did not know. As a dinner here was considered 
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as a singular phenomenon, and as I was frequently inter- 
rogated on the subject, my readers may perhaps be 
desirous to know our bill of fare. Foote, I remember, in 
allusion to Francis, the negro, was willing to suppose 
that our repast was black broth. But the fact was, that 
we had a very good soup, a boiled leg of lamb and 
spinach, a veal pye, and a rice pudding. 

He owned that he thought Hawkes worth was one of 
his imitators, but he did not think Goldsmith was. Gold- 
smith, he said, had great merit. Boswell. “But, Sir, he 
is much indebted to you for his getting so high in the 
publick estimation/' Johnson. “Why, Sir, he has per- 
haps got sooner to it by his intimacy with me,” 

On Tuesday, April 13, he and Dr. Goldsmith and I 
dined at General Oglethorpe's. Goldsmith expatiated on 
the common topick, that the race of our people was de- 
generated, and that this was owing to luxury. Johnson. 
“Sir, in the first place, I doubt the fact. I believe there 
are as many tall men in England now, as ever there 
were. But, secondly, supposing the stature of our people 
to be diminished, that is not owing to luxury; for. Sir, 
consider to how very small a proportion of our people 
luxury can reach. Our soldiery, surely, are not luxuri- 
ous, who live on six-pence a day; and the same remark 
will apply to almost all the other classes. Luxury, so far 
as it reaches the poor, will do good to the race of peo- 
ple; it will strengthen and multiply them. Sir, no na- 
tion was ever hurt by luxury; for, as I said before, it can 
reach but to a very few. I admit that the great increase 
of commerce and manufactures hurts the military spirit 
of a people; because it produces a competition for some- 
thing else than martial honours, — a competition for 
riches. It also hurts the bodies of the people; for you 
will observe, there is no man who works at any particu- 
lar trade, but you may know him from his appearance 
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to do so. One part or the other of his body being more 
used than the rest, he is in some degree deformed: but, 
Sir, that is not luxury. A tailor sits cross-legged; but that 
is not luxury.” Goldsmith. “Come, you re just going to 
the same place by another road.” Johnson. “Nay, Sir, I 
say that is not luxury. Let us take a walk from Charing- 
cross to Whitechapel, through, I suppose, the greatest 
series of shops in the world, what is there in any of these 
shops, (if you except gin-shops,) that can do any hu- 
man being any harm?” Goldsmith. “Well, Sir, I’ll ac- 
cept your challenge. The very next shop to Northumber- 
land-house is a pickle-shop.” Johnson. “Well, Sir: do we 
not know that a maid can in one afternoon make pickles 
sufficient to serve a whole family for a year? nay, that 
five pickle-shops can serve all the kingdom? Besides, Sir, 
there is no harm done to any body by the making of 
pickles, or the eating of pickles.” 

On Thursday, April 15, I dined with him and Dr. 
Goldsmith at General Paoli s. I spoke of Allan Ramsays 
“Gentle Shepherd,” in the Scottish dialect, as the best 
pastoral that had ever been written; and I offered to 
teach Dr. Johnson to understand it. “No, Sir, (said he,) 
I won't learn it. You shall retain your superiority by my 
not knowing it.” 

It having been observed that there was little hospital- 
ity in London; Johnson. “Nay, Sir, any man who has a 
name, or who has the power of pleasing, will be very 
generally invited in London. The man, Sterne, I have 
been told, has had engagements for three months.” 
Goldsmith. “And a very dull fellow.” Johnson. “Why, 
no, Sir.” 

On Monday, April 19, he called on me with Mrs. 
Williams, in Mr. Strahan's coach, and carried me out to 
dine with Mr. Elphinston, at his Academy at Kensing- 
toii. Mr. Elphinston talked of a new book that was much 
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admired, and asked Dr. Johnson if he had read it.' John- 
son. “I have looked into it.” “What (said Elphinston,) 
have you not read it through?” Johnson, offended at be- 
ing thus pressed, and so obliged to own his cursory 
mode of reading, answered tartly, “No, Sir, do you read 
books through?” 

On Wednesday, April 21, I dined with him at Mr. 
Thrale s. 

He said, “Goldsmith should not be forever attempt- 
ing to shine in conversation: he has not temper for it, he 
is so much mortified when he fails. Sir, a game of jokes 
is composed partly of skill, partly of chance, a man may 
be beat at times by one who has not the tenth part of 
his wit. Now Goldsmith’s putting himself against an- 
other, is like a man laying a hundred to one who can- 
not spare the hundred. It is not worth a man’s while. A 
man should not lay a hundred to one, unless he can 
easily spare it, though he has a hundred chances for 
him: he can get but -a guinea, and he may lose a hun- 
dred. Goldsmith is in this state. When' he contends, if 
he gets the better, it is a very little addition to a man of 
his literary reputation: if he does not get the better, he 
is miserably vexed.” 

Johnsons own superlative powers of wit set him 
above any risk of such uneasiness. Garrick had remarked 
To' pie of him, a few days before, “Rabelais and all other 
wits are nothing compared with him. You may be di- 
verted by them; but Johnson gives you a forcible hug, 
and shakes laughter out of you, whether yon will or no.” 

Goldsmith, however, was often very fortunate in his 
witty contests, even when he entered the lists with John- 
son himself. Sir Joshua Reynolds was in company with 
them one day, when Goldsmith said, that he thought 
he could write a good fable, mentioned the simplicity 
which that kind of composition requires, and observed. 
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that in most fables the animals introduced seldom talk 
in character. “For instance, (said he,) the fable of the 
little fishes, who saw birds fly over their heads, and 
envying them, petitioned Jupiter to be changed into 
birds. The skill (continued he,) consists in making them 
talk like little fishes/* While he indulged himself in this 
fanciful reverie, he observed Johnson shaking his sides, 
and laughing. Upon which he smartly proceeded, “Why, 
Dr. Johnson, this is not so easy as you seem to think; for 
if you were to make little fishes talk, they would talk 
like whales/* 

On Thursday, April 29, I dined with him at General 
Oglethorpe’s, where were Sir Joshua Reynolds, Mr. 
Langton, Dr. Goldsmith, and Mr. Thrale. The character 
of Mallet having been introduced, and spoken of slight- 
ingly by Goldsmith; Johnson. “Why, Sir, Mallet had 
talents enough to keep his literary reputation alive as 
long as he himself lived; and that, let me tell you, is a 
good deal/* Goldsmith. “But I cannot agree that it was 
so. His literary reputation was dead long before his 
natural death. I consider an authour*s literary reputation 
to be alive only while his name will insure a good price 
for his copy from the booksellers. I will get you (to 
Johnson,) a hundred guineas for any thing whatever 
that you shall write, if you put your name to it/* 

Dr. Goldsmith’s new play, “She Stoops to Conquer/* 
being mentioned; Johnson. “I know of no comedy for 
many years that has so much exhilarated an audience, 
that has answered so much the great end of comedy — 
making an audience merry/* 

Sir Joshua Reynolds. “I do not perceive why the 
profession of a player should be despised; for the great 
and ultimate end of all the employments of mankind is 
to produce amusement. Garrick produces more amuse- 
ment than any body/* Boswell. “You say. Dr. Johnson, 
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that Garrick exhibits himself for a shilling. In this re- 
spect he is only on a footing with a lawyer who exhibits 
himself for his fee, and even will maintain any nonsense 
or absurdity, if the case require it. Garrick refuses a play 
or a part which he does not like: a lawyer never re- 
fuses.” Johnson. ‘‘Why, Sir, what does this prove? only 
that a lawyer is worse. Boswell is now like Jack in ‘The 
Tale of a Tub/ who, when he is puzzled by an argu- 
ment, hangs himself. He thinks I shall cut him down, 
but 111 let him hang,” (laughing vociferously.) 

On Friday, April 30, I dined with him at Mr. Beau- 
clerk's, where were Lord Charlemont, Sir Joshua Reyn- 
olds, and some more members of the Literary Club, 
whom he had obligingly invited to meet me, as I was 
this evening to be ballotted for as candidate for admis- 
sion into that distinguished society. Johnson had done 
me the honour to propose me, and Beauclerk was very 
zealous for me. 

Goldsmith being mentioned; Johnson. “It is amazing 
how little Goldsmith knows. He seldom comes where he 
is not more ignorant than any one else.” Sir Joshua 
Reynolds. “Yet there is no man whose company is more 
liked.” Johnson. “To be sure. Sir. When people find a 
man of the most distinguished abilities as a writer, their 
inferiour while he is with them, it must be highly grati- 
fying to them. What Goldsmith comically says of him- 
self is very true, — he always gets the better when he 
argues alone; meaning, that he is master of a subject in 
his study, and can write well upon it; but when he 
comes into company, grows confused, and unable to 
talk. Take him as a poet, his ‘Traveller' is a very fine 
performance; ay, and so is his ‘Deserted Village/ were 
it not sometimes too much the echo of his ‘Traveller/ 
Whether, indeed, we take him as a poet, — as a comick 
writer, — or as an historian, he stands in the first class.” 
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Boswell. “An historian! My dear Sir, you surely will 
rank his compilation of the Roman History with the 
works of other historians of this age?” Johnson. “Why, 
who are before him?” Boswell. “Hume, — Robertson, 
— Lord Lyttelton” Johnson. (His antipathy to the 
Scotch beginning to rise.) “I have not read Hume; but, 
doubtless, Goldsmiths History is better than the verbi- 
age of Robertson, or the foppery of Dalrymple ” Bos- 
well. “Will you not admit the superiority of Robertson, 
in whose history we find such penetration — such paint- 
ing?” Johnson. “Sir, you must consider how that pene- 
tration and that painting are employed. It is not history, 
it is imagination. He who describes what he never saw, 
draws from fancy. Robertson paints minds as Sir Joshua 
paints faces in a history-piece: he imagines an heroick 
countenance. You must look upon Robertson’s work as 
romance and try it by that standard. History it is not. 
Besides, Sir, it is the great excellence of a writer to put 
into his book as much as his book will hold. Goldsmith 
has done this in his History. Now Robertson might have 
put twice as much into his book. Robertson is like a 
man who has packed gold in wool; the wool takes up 
more room than the gold. I would say to Robertson 
what an old tutor of a college said to one of his pupils: 
"Read over your compositions, and wherever you meet 
with a passage which you think is particularly fine, 
strike it out/ ” 

Johnson. “I remember once being with Goldsmith in 
Westminster-abbey. While we surveyed the Poet’s Cor- 
ner, I said to him, " Forsitan et nostrum nomen miscebU 
tur istis / When we got to Temple-bar, he stopped me, 
pointed to the heads upon it, and slily whispered me, 

* Forsitan et nostrum nomen miscebitur istis/ ” 

The gentlemen went away to their club, and I was 
left at Beauclerk’s till the fate of my election should be 
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announced to me. I sat in a state of anxiety which even 
the charming conversation of Lady Di Beauclerk could 
not entirely dissipate. In a short time I received the 
agreeable intelligence that I was chosen. I hastened to 
the place of meeting, and was introduced to such a so- 
ciety as can seldom be found. Mr. Edmund Burke, 
whom I then saw for the first time, and whose splendid 
talents had long made me ardently wish for his acquaint- 
ance; Dr. Nugent, Mr. Garrick, Dr. Goldsmith, Mr. (aft- 
erwards Sir William) Jones, and the company with 
whom I had dined. Upon my entrance, Johnson placed 
himself behind a chair, on which he leaned as on a desk 
or pulpit, and with humorous formality gave me a 
Charge , pointing out the conduct expected from me as a 
good member of this club. 

On Friday, May 7, I breakfasted with him at Mr. 
Thrale's in the Borough. While we were alone, I en- 
deavoured as well as I could to apologise for a lady who 
had been divorced from her husband by act of Parlia- 
ment. I said, that he had used her very ill, had behaved 
brutally to her, and that she could not continue to live 
with him without having her delicacy contaminated; 
that all affection for him was thus destroyed; that the 
essence of conjugal union being gone, there remained 
only a cold form, a mere civil obligation; that she was 
in the prime of life, with qualities to produce happiness; 
that these ought not to be lost; and, that the gentleman 
on whose account she was divorced had gained her 
heart while thus unhappily situated. Seduced, perhaps, 
by the charms of the lady in question, I thus attempted 
to palliate what I was sensible could not be justified; for 
when I had finished my harangue, my venerable friend 
gave me a proper check: "My dear Sir, never accustom 
your mind to mingle virtue and vice. The womans a 
w*hore, and there's an end on' t." 
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I dined with him this day at the house of my friends, 
Messieurs Edward and Charles Dilly, booksellers in the 
Poultry: there were present, their elder brother Mr. 
Dilly of Bedfordshire, Dr. Goldsmith, Mr. Langton, Mr. 
Claxton, Reverend Dr. Mayo, a dissenting minister, the 
Reverend Mr. Toplady, and my friend the Reverend Mr. 
Temple. 

Talking of birds, I mentioned Mr. Daines Barringtons 
ingenious Essay against the received notion of their 
migration. Johnson. “I think we have as good evidence 
for the migration of woodcocks as can be desired. We 
find they disappear at a certain time of the year, and ap- 
pear again at a certain time of the year; and some of 
them, when weary in their flight, have been known to 
alight on the rigging of ships far out at sea.” One of the 
company observed, that there had been instances of 
some of them found in summer in Essex. Johnson. "Sir, 
that strengthens our argument. Exceptio probat regu- 
lam. Some being found shews, that, if all remained, 
many would be found. A few sick or lame ones may be 
found.” Goldsmith. “There is a partial migration of the 
swallows; the stronger ones migrate, the others do not.” 

Boswell. “I am well assured that the people of 
Otaheite who have the bread tree, the fruit of which 
serves them for bread, laughed heartily when they were 
informed of the tedious process necessary with us 
to have bread; — plowing, sowing, harrowing, reaping, 
threshing, grinding, baking.” Johnson. "Why, Sir, all 
ignorant savages will laugh when they are told of the 
advantages of the civilised life. Were you to tell men 
who live without houses, how we pile brick upon brick, 
and rafter upon rafter, and that after a house is raised 
to a certain height, a man tumbles off a scaffold, and 
breaks his neck; he would laugh heartily at our folly in 
building; but it does not follow that men are better with- 
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out houses. No, Sir, (holding up a shoe of a good loaf,) 
this is better than the bread tree.” 

I introduced the subject of toleration. Johnson. 
“Every society has a right to preserve publick peace and 
order, and therefore has a good right to prohibit the 
propagation of opinions which have a dangerous tend- 
ency: To say the magistrate has this right, is using an 
inadequate word: it is the society for which the magis- 
trate is agent. He may be morally or theologically wrong 
in restraining the propagation of opinions which he 
thinks dangerous, but he is politically right.” Mayo. "I 
am of opinion, Sir, that every man is entitled to 
liberty of conscience in religion; and that the magistrate 
cannot restrain that right.” Johnson. “Sir, I agree with 
you. Eveiy man has a right to liberty of conscience, and 
with that the magistrate cannot interfere. People con- 
found liberty of thinking with liberty of talking; nay, 
with liberty of preaching. Every man has a physical 
right to think as he pleases; for it cannot be discovered 
how he thinks. He has not a moral right, for he ought 
to inform himself, and think justly. But, Sir, no member 
of a society has a right to teach any doctrine contrary to 
what the society holds to be true. The magistrate, I say, 
may be wrong in what he thinks; but while he thinks 
himself right, he may and ought to enforce what he 
thinks.” Mayo. “Then, Sir, we are to remain always in 
errour, and truth never can prevail; and the magistrate 
was right in persecuting the first Christians.” Johnson. 
“Sir, the only method by which religious truth can be es- 
tablished is by martyrdom. The magistrate has a right 
to enforce what he thinks; and he who is conscious of 
the truth has a right to suffer, I am afraid there is no 
other Way of ascertaining the truth, but by persecution 
on the one hand and enduring it on the other.” Gold- 
smith. “But how is a man to act. Sir? Though firmly 
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convinced of the truth of his doctrine, may he not think 
it wrong to expose himself to persecution? Has he a 
right to do so? Is it not, as it were, committing voluntary 
suicide?” Johnson. “Sir, as to voluntary suicide, as you 
call it, there are twenty thousand men in an army who 
will go without scruple to be shot at, and mount a 
breach for five-pence a day.” Goldsmith. “But have 
they a moral right to do this?” Johnson. “Nay, Sir, if 
you will not take the universal opinion of mankind, I 
have nothing to say. If mankind cannot defend their 
own way of thinking, I cannot defend it. Sir, if a man 
is in doubt whether it would be better for him to expose 
himself to martyrdom or not, he should not do it. 
He must be convinced that he has a delegation from 
heaven.” Goldsmith. “I would consider whether there 
is the greater chance of good or evil upon the whole. 
If I see a man who has fallen into a well, I would wish 
to help him out; but if there is a greater probability that 
he shall pull me in, than that I shall pull him out, I 
would not attempt it. So were I to go to Turkey, I 
might wish to convert the grand Signor to the Christian 
faith; but when I considered that I should probably be 
put to death without effectuating my purpose in any 
degree, I should keep myself quiet.” Johnson. “Sir, you 
must consider that we have perfect and imperfect obli- 
gations. Perfect obligations, which are generally not to 
do something, are clear and positive; as, "thou shalt not 
kill/ But charity, for instance, is not definable by limits. 
It is a duty to give to the poor; but no man can say how 
much another should give to the poor, or when a man 
has given too little to save his soul. In the same manner 
it is a duty to instruct the ignorant, and of consequence 
to convert infidels to Christianity; but no man in the 
common course of things is obliged to carry this to such 
a degree as to incur the danger of martyrdom, as no man 
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is obliged to strip himself to the shirt, in order to give 
charity. I have said, that a man must be persuaded that 
he has a particular delegation from heaven." Gold- 
smith. “How is this to be known? Our first reformers, 
who were burnt for not believing bread and wine to be 
Christ" — Johnson, (interrupting him,) “Sir, they were 
not burnt for not believing bread and wine to be Christ, 
but for insulting those who did believe it. And, Sir, 
when the first reformers began, they did not intend to 
be martyred: as many of them ran away as could." 
Boswell. “But, Sir, there was your countryman Elwal, 
who you told me challenged King George with his black- 
guards and his red-guards." Johnson. “My countryman, 
Elwal, Sir, should have been put in the stocks: a proper 
pulpit for him; and he'd have had a numerous audience. 
A man who. preaches in the stocks will always have 
hearers enough." Boswell. “But Elwal thought himself 
in the right.” Johnson. “We are not providing for mad 
people; there are places for them in the neighbour- 
hood." (meaning Moorfields.) Mayo. “But, Sir, is it 
not very hard that I should not be allowed to teach my 
children what I really believe to be the truth?" John- 
son. f< Why, Sir, you might contrive to teach your chil- 
dren extrd scandalum ; but. Sir, the magistrate, if he 
knows it, has a right to restrain you. Suppose you teach 
your children to be thieves?" Mayo. “This is making a 
joke of the subject.” Johnson. "Nay, Sir, take it thus: — 
that you teach them the community of goods: for which 
there are as many plausible arguments as for most er- 
roneous doctrines. You teach them that all things at first 
were in common, and that no man had a right to any- 
thing but as he laid his hands upon it; and that this still 
is, or ought to be, the rule amongst mankind. Here, Sir, 
you sap a great principle in society, — property. And 
dont you think the magistrate would have a right to 
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prevent you? Or, suppose you should teach your chil- 
dren the notion of the Adamites, and they should run 
naked into the streets, would not the magistrate have a 
right to flog ’em into their doublets?” Mayo. “I think the 
magistrate has no right to interfere till there is some 
overt act.” Boswell. "So, Sir, though he sees an enemy 
to the state charging a blunderbuss, he is not to inter- 
fere till it is fired, off!” Mayo. "He must be sure of its 
direction against the state.” Johnson. "The magistrate 
is to judge of that. — He has no right to restrain your 
thinking, because the evil centers in yourself. If a man 
were sitting at this table, and chopping off his fingers, 
the magistrate, as guardian of the community, has no 
authority to restrain him, however he might do it from 
kindness as a parent. — Though, indeed, upon more con- 
sideration, I think he may; as it is probable, that he who 
is chopping off his own fingers, may soon proceed to 
chop off those of other people. If I think it right to steal 
Mr. Dilly s plate, I am a bad man; but he can say noth- 
ing to me. If I make an open declaration that I think so, 
he will keep me out of his house. If I put forth my hand, 
I shall be sent to Newgate. This is the gradation of 
thinking, preaching, and acting: if a man thinks erro- 
neously, he may keep his thoughts to himself, and no- 
body will trouble him; if he preaches erroneous doctrine, 
society may expel him; if he acts in consequence of it, 
the law takes place, and he is hanged.” Mayo. "But, 
Sir, ought not Christians to have liberty of conscience?” 
Johnson. "I have already told you so, Sir. You are com- 
ing back to where you were.” Boswell. "Dr. Mayo is 
always taking a return postchaise, and going the stage 
over again. He has it at half-price.” Johnson. "Dr. 
Mayo, like other- champions for unlimited toleration, has 
got a set of words. Sir, it is no matter, politically, whether 
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the magistrate be right or wrong. Suppose a club were 
to be formed, to drink confusion to King George the 
Third, and a happy restoration to Charles the Third; 
this would be very bad with respect to the State; but 
every member of that club must either conform to its 
rules, or be turned out of it. Old Baxter, I remember, 
maintains, that the magistrate should ‘tolerate all things 
that are tolerable/ This is no good definition of tol- 
eration upon any principle; but it shews that he thought 
some things were not tolerable.” Toplady. “Sir, you 
have untwisted this difficult subject with great dexter- 
ity. 

During this argument, Goldsmith sat in restless agita- 
tion, from a wish to get in and shine. Finding himself 
excluded, he had taken his hat to go away, but re- 
mained for some time with it in his hand, like a gamester, 
who, at the close of a long night, lingers for a little 
while, to see if he can have a favourable opening to 
finish with success. Once when he was beginning to 
speak, he found himself overpowered by the loud voice 
of Johnson, who was at the opposite end of the table, 
and did not perceive Goldsmith's attempt. Thus disap- 
pointed of his wish to obtain the attention of the com- 
pany, Goldsmith in a passion threw down his hat, look- 
ing angrily at Johnson, and exclaimed in a bitter tone, 
“ Take it! 9 When Toplady was going to speak, Johnson 
uttered some sound, which led Goldsmith to think that 
he was beginning again, and taking the words from 
Toplady. Upon which, he seized this opportunity of 
venting his own envy and spleen, under the pretext of 
supporting another person: “Sir, (said he to Johnson,) 
the gentleman has heard you patiently for an hour: 
pray allow us now to hear him.” Johnson, (sternly.) 
“Sir, I was not interrupting the gentleman. I was only 
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giving him a signal of my attention. Sir, you are im- 
pertinent.” Goldsmith made no reply, but continued in 
the company for some time. 

He and Mr. Langton and I went together to the 
Club, where we found Mr. Burke, Mr. Garrick, and 
some other members, and amongst them our friend 
Goldsmith, who sat silently brooding over Johnsons rep- 
rimand to him after dinner. Johnson perceived this, and 
said aside to some of us, “111 make Goldsmith forgive 
me;” and then called to him in a loud voice, “Dr. 
Goldsmith, — something passed today where you and I 
dined; I ask your pardon.” Goldsmith answered placidly, 
“It must be much from you. Sir, that I take ill.” And so 
at once the difference was over, and they were on as 
easy terms as ever, and Goldsmith rattled away as usual. 

In our way to the club tonight, when I regretted that 
Goldsmith would, upon every occasion, endeavour to 
shine, by which he often exposed himself, Mr. Langton 
observed, that he was not like Addison, who was con- 
tent with the fame of his writings, and did not aim also 
at excellency in conversation, for which he found him- 
self unfit; and that he said to a lady who complained of 
his having talked little in company, ‘ Madam, I have 
but nine-pence in ready money, but I can draw for a 
thousand pounds.” I observed that Goldsmith had a 
great deal of Gold in his cabinet, but, not content with 
that, was always taking out his purse. Johnson. Yes, 
Sir, and that so often an empty purse!” 

Goldsmith's incessant desire of being conspicuous in 
company, was the occasion of his sometimes appearing 
to such disadvantage as one should hardly have sup- 
posed possible in a man of his genius. When his literary 
reputation had risen deservedly high, and his society 
was much courted, he became very jealous of the ex- 
traordinary attention which was every where paid to 
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Johnson. One evening, in a circle of wits, he found fault 
with me for talking of Johnson as entitled to the honour 
of unquestionable superiority. “Sir, (said he,) you are 
for making a monarchy of what should be a republick.” 

He was still more mortified, when talking in a com- 
pany with fluent vivacity, and, as he flattered himself, 
to the admiration of all who were present; a German 
who sat next him, and perceived Johnson rolling him- 
self, as if about to speak, suddenly stopped him, saying, 
“Stay, stay, — Toctor Shonson is going to say something.” 
This was, no doubt, very provoking, especially to one 
so irritable as Goldsmith, who frequently mentioned it 
with strong expressions of indignation. 

It may also be observed, that Goldsmith was some- 
times content to be treated with an easy familiarity, but 
upon occasions, would be consequential and important. 
An instance of this occurred in a small particular. John- 
son had a way of contracting the names of his friends: 
as Beauclerk, Beau; Boswell, Bozzy; Langton, Lanky; 
Murphy, Mur; Sheridan, Sherry. I remember one day, 
when Tom Davies was telling that Dr. Johnson said, 
“We are all in labour for a name to Goldys play,” Gold- 
smith seemed displeased that such a liberty should be 
taken with his name, and said, “I have often desired 
him not to call me Goldy ” Tom was remarkably at- 
tentive to the most minute circumstance about Johnson. 
I recollect his telling me once, on my arrival in London, 
“Sir, our great friend has made an improvement on his 
appellation of old Mr. Sheridan. He calls him now 
Sherry deny” 

On Monday, May 9, as I was to set out on my return 
to Scotland next morning, I was desirous to see as much 
of Dr. Johnson as I could. But I first called on Gold- 
smith to take leave of him. The jealousy and envy which, 
though possessed of many most amiable qualities, he 
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frankly avowed, broke out violently at this interview. 
Upon another occasion, when Goldsmith confessed him- 
self to be of an envious disposition, I contended with 
Johnson that we ought not to be angry with him, he was 
so candid in owning it. “Nay, Sir, (said Johnson,) we 
must be angry that a man has such a superabundance 
of an odious quality, that he cannot keep it within his 
own breast, but it boils over.” In my opinion, however, 
Goldsmith had not more of it than other people have, 
but only talked of it freely. 

He now seemed very angry that Johnson was going to 
be a traveller; said “he would be a dead weight for me 
to carry, and that I should never be able to lug him 
along through the Highlands and Hebrides.” Nor would 
he patiently allow me to enlarge upon Johnson's wonder- 
ful abilities; but exclaimed, “Is he like Burke, who winds 
into a subject like a serpent?” “But, (said I,) Johnson 
is the Hercules who strangled serpents in his cradle.” 

I dined with Dr. Johnson at General Paoli's. He was 
obliged, by indisposition, to leave the company early; he 
appointed me, however, to meet him in the evening at 
Mr. (now Sir Robert) Chambers’s in the Temple, where 
he accordingly came, though he continued to be very 
ill. Chambers, as is common on such occasions, pre- 
scribed various remedies to him. Johnson, (fretted by 
pain, ) “Pr'ythee don't tease me. Stay till I am well, and 
then you shall tell me how to cure myself.” He grew 
better, and talked with a noble enthusiasm of keeping 
up the representation of respectable families. His zeal 
on this subject was a circumstance in his character ex- 
ceedingly remarkable, when it is considered that he 
himself had no pretensions to blood. I heard him once 
say, “I have great merit in being zealous for subordi- 
nation and the honours of birth; for I can hardly tell 
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who was my grandfather.” He maintained the dignity 
and propriety of male succession, in opposition to the 
opinion of one of our friends, who had that day em- 
ployed Mr. Chambers to draw his will, devising his es- 
tate to his three sisters, in preference to a remote heir 
male. Johnson called them “three dowdies” and said, 
with as high a spirit as the boldest Baron in the most 
perfect days of the feudal system, “An ancient estate 
should always go to males. It is mighty foolish to let a 
stranger have it because he marries your daughter, and 
takes your name. As for an estate newly acquired by 
trade, you may give it, if you will, to the dog Towser , 
and let him keep his own name.” 

I have known him at times exceedingly diverted at 
what seemed to others a very small sport. He now 
laughed immoderately, without any reason that we could 
perceive, at our friends making his will; called him the 
testator, and added, “I dare say he thinks he has done 
a mighty thing. He wont stay till he gets home to his 
seat in the country, to produce this wonderful deed: 
he’ll call up the landlord of the first inn on the road; 
and, after a suitable preface upon* mortality and the 
uncertainty of life, will tell him that he should not delay 
making his will; and here, Sir, will he say, is my will, 
which I have just made, with the assistance of one of 
the ablest lawyers in the kingdom; and he will read it 
to him, (laughing all the time.) He believes he has 
made this will; but he did not make it: you. Chambers, 
made it for him. I trust you have had more conscience 
than to make him say, Being of sound understanding;’ 
ha, ha, ha! I hope he has left me a legacy. I’d have his 
will turned into verse, like a ballad.” 

Mr. Chambers did not by any means relish this jocu- 
larity upon a matter of which pars magna fuit, and 
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seemed impatient till he got rid of us. Johnson could 
not stop his merriment, but continued it all the way till 
he got without the Temple-gate. He then burst into 
such a fit of laughter, that he appeared to be almost in 
a convulsion; and, in order to support himself, laid hold 
of one of the posts at the side of the foot pavement, and 
sent forth peals so loud, that in the silence of the night 
his voice seemed to resound from Temple-bar to Fleet- 
ditch. 

In a letter from Edinburgh, dated the 29th of May, 
I pressed him to persevere in his resolution to make this 
year the projected visit to the Hebrides, of which he and 
I had talked for many years, and which I was con- 
fident would afford us much entertainment. 

To James Boswell, Esq. 

J ohnson’s-court, Fleet-street, 
July 5, 1773. 

Dear Sir, 

When your letter came to me, I was so darkened by an 
inflammation in my eye that I could not for some time read 
it I can now write without trouble, and can read large 
prints. My eye is gradually growing stronger; and I hope 
will be able to take some delight in the survey of a Cale- 
donian loch. ... 

I hope your dear lady and her dear baby are both well. 
I shall see them too when I come; and I have that opinion 
of your choice, as to suspect that when I have seen Mrs. 
Boswell, I shall be less willing to go away. 

' I am, dear Sir, 

Your affectionate humble servant, 

Sam. Johnson. 

I again wrote to him, informing him that the Court 
of Session rose on the twelfth of August, hoping lo see 
him before that time, and expressing, perhaps in too 
extravagant terms, my admiration of him, and my ex- 
pectation of pleasure from our intended tour. 
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To James Boswell, Esq. 

August 3, 1773. 

Dear Sir, 

I shall set out from London on Friday the sixth of this 
month, and purpose not to loiter much by the way. Which 
day I shall be at Edinburgh, I cannot exactly tell. I suppose 
I must drive to an inn, and send a porter to find you. 

I am afraid Beattie will not be at his College soon enough 
for us, and I shall be sorry to miss him; but there is no stay- 
ing for the concurrence of all conveniences. We will do as 
well as we can. I am. Sir, 

Your most humble servant, 

Sam. Johnson. 

To James Boswell, Esq. 

Nov. 27, 1773. 

Dear Sir, 

I came home last night, without any incommodity, dan- 
ger, or weariness, and am ready to begin a new journey. 
I shall go to Oxford on Monday. I know Mrs. Boswell wished 
me well to go; 1 her wishes have not been disappointed. Mrs. 
Williams has received Sir A/s letter. 

Make my compliments to all those to whom my compli- 
ments may be welcome. 

Let the box be sent as soon as it can, and let me know 
when to expect it. 

Enquire, if you can, the order of the Clans: Macdonald 
is first, Maclean second; further I cannot go. Quicken Dr. 
Webster. 

I am, Sir, 

Yours affectionately, 

Sam. Johnson. 


Mn this he shewed a very acute penetration. My wife paid him 
the most assiduous and respectful attention, while he was our guest; 
so that I wonder how he discovered her wishing for his departure. 
The truth is, that his irregular hours and uncouth habits, such as 
turning the candles with their heads downwards, when they did not 
bum bright enough, and letting the wax drop upon the carpet, could 
not but be disagreeable to a lady. Besides, she had not that high ad- 
miration of him which was felt by most of those who knew him; 
and what was very natural to a female mind, she thought he had too 
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To James Boswell, Esq. 


February 7, 1775. 


My Dear Boswell, 

I am surprised that, knowing as you do the disposition of 
your countrymen to tell lies in favour of each other, you can 
be at all affected by any reports that circulate among them. 
Macpherson 1 never in his life offered me a sight of any orig- 
inal or of any evidence of any kind; but thought only of 
intimidating me by noise and threats. 

The state of the question is this. He, and Dr. Blair, whom 
I consider as deceived, say, that he copied the poem from 
old manuscripts. His copies, if he had them, ana I believe 
him to have none, are nothing. Where are the manuscripts? 
They can be shewn if they exist, but they were never shown. 
No man has a claim to credit upon his own word, when 
better evidence, if he had it, may be easily produced. But 
so far as we can find, the Erse language was never written 
till very lately for the purposes of religion. A nation that 
cannot write, or a language that was never written, has no 
manuscripts. . . . 

I am, Sir, 

Your most humble servant, 

Sam. Johnson. 


What words were used by Mr. Macpherson in his 
letter to the venerable Sage, I have never heard; but 
they are generally said to have been of a nature very 
different from the language of literary contest. Dr. John- 
sons answer appeared in the newspapers of the day, 
and has since been frequently republished; but not with 
perfect accuracy. I give it as dictated to me by himself, 
written down in his presence, and authenticated by a 
note in his own handwriting, “This, I think, is a true 

cm r 


much influence over her husband. She once in a little warmth, made, 
with more point than justice, this remark upon that subject; “I have 
seen many a hear led by a man; but I never before saw a man led 
by a bear/" 

*The “translator” of Ossian. 
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Mr. James Macpherson. 

I received your foolish and impudent letter. Any violence 
offered me I shall do my best to repel; and what I cannot do 
for myself, the law shall do for me. I hope I shall never be 
deterred from detecting what I think a cheat, by the men- 
aces of a ruffian. 

What would you have me retract? I thought vour book an 
imposture; I think it an imposture still. For this opinion I 
have given my reasons to the publick, which I here dare you 
to refute. Your rage I defy. Your abilities, since your Homer, 
are not so formidable; and what I hear of your morals in- 
clines me to pay regard not to what you shall say, but to 
what you shall prove. You may print this if you will. 

Sam. Johnson. 

Mr. Macpherson little knew the character of Dr. 
Johnson, if he supposed that he could be easily intimi- 
dated; for no man was ever more remarkable for per- 
sonal courage. He had, indeed, an awful dread of death, 
or rather, “of something after death;” and what rational 
man, who seriously thinks of quitting all that he has 
ever known, and going into a new and unknown state 
of being, can be without that dread? But his fear was 
from reflection; his courage natural His fear, in that 
one instance, was the result of philosophical and re- 
ligious consideration. He feared death, but he feared 
nothing else, not even what might occasion death. 
Many instances of his resolution may be mentioned. One 
day, at Mr. Beauclerk s house in the country, when two- 
large dogs were fighting, he went up to them, and beat 
them till they separated; and at another time, when 
told of the danger there was that a gun might burst if 
charged with many balls, he put in six or seven and 
fired it off against a wall. Mr. Langton told me, that 
when they were swimming together near Oxford, he cau- 
tioned Dr. Johnson against a pool, which was reckoned 
particularly dangerous; upon which Johnson directly 
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swam into it. He told me himself that one night he was 
attacked in the street by four men, to whom he would 
not yield, but kept them all at bay, till the watch came 
up, and carried both him and them to the round-house. 
In the play-house at Lichfield, as Mr. Garrick informed 
me, Johnson having for a moment quitted a chair which 
was placed for him between the side-scenes, a gentle- 
man took possession of it, and when Johnson on his 
return civilly demanded his seat, rudely refused to give 
it up; upon which Johnson laid hold of it, and tossed 
him and the chair into the pit. Foote, who so success- 
fully revived the old comedy, by exhibiting living char- 
acters, had resolved to imitate Johnson on the stage, 
expecting great profits from his ridicule of so celebrated 
a man. Johnson being informed of his intention, and 
being at dinner at Mr. Thomas Daviess the bookseller, 
from whom I had the story, he asked Mr. Davies "what 
was the common price of an oak stick;” and being an- 
swered six-pence, "Why then. Sir, (said he,) give me 
leave to send your servant to purchase me a shilling one. 
Ill have a double quantity; for I am told Foote means 
to take me off, as he calls it, and I am determined the 
fellow shall not do it with impunity.” Davies took care 
to acquaint Foote of this, which effectually checked the 
wantonness of the mimick. Mr. Macpherson s menaces 
made Johnson provide himself with the same implement 
of defence; and had he been attacked, I have no doubt 
that, old as he was, he would have made his corporal 
prowess be felt as much as his intellectual. 

My much-valued friend Dr. Barnard, now Bishop of 
Killaloe, having once expressed to him an apprehension, 
that if he should visit Ireland he might treat the people 
of that country more unfavourably than he had done the 
Scotch, he answered, with strong pointed double-edged 
wit, "Sir, you have no reason to be afraid of me. The 
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Irish are not in a conspiracy to cheat the world by false 
representations of the merits of their countrymen. No, 
Sir; the Irish are a fair people; — they never speak 
well of one another/’ 

On Friday, March 24, I met him at the Literary 
Clot, where were Mr. Beauclerk, Mr. Langton, Mr. 
Colman, Dr. Percy, Mr. Vesey, Sir Charles Bunbury, 
Dr. George Fordyce, Mr. Steevens, and Mr. Charles 
Fox. Before he came in, we talked of his “Journey to the 
Western Islands/’ and of his coming away, “willing to 
believe the second sight/’ which seemed to excite some 
ridicule. I was then so impressed with the truth of many 
of the stories of which I had been told, that I avowed 
my conviction, saying, “He is only willing to believe: I 
do believe. The evidence is enough for me, though not 
for his great mind. What will not fill a quart bottle will 
fill a pint bottle. I am filled with belief/’ “Are you? (said 
Colman,) then cork it up.” 

Johnson was in high spirits this evening at the club, 
and talked with great animation and success. He at- 
tacked Swift, as he used to do upon all occasions. “The 
Tale of a Tub’ is so much superiour to his other writings, 
that one can hardly believe he was the authour of it: 
there is in it such a vigour of mind, such a swarm of 
thoughts, so much of nature, and art, and life.” I won- 
dered to hear him say of “Gulliver’s Travel,” “When 
once you have thought of big men and little men, it is 
very easy to do all the rest.” 

-From Swift, there was an easy transition to Mr. 
Thomas Sheridan. — Johnson. “Sheridan is a wonderful 
admirer of the tragedy of Douglas, and presented its 
authour with a gold medal. Some years ago, at a coffee- 
house in Oxford, I called to him, 'Mr. Sheridan, Mr. 
Sheridan, how came you to give a gold medal to Home, 
for writing that foolish play?’ This, you see, was wanton 
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and insolent; but I meant to be wanton and insolent. A 
medal has no value but as a stamp of merit. And was 
Sheridan to assume to himself the right of giving that 
stamp? If Sheridan was magnificent enough to bestow 
a gold medal as an honorary reward of dramatick excel- 
lence, he should have requested one of the Universities 
to choose the person on whom it should be conferred. 
Sheridan had no right to give a stamp of merit; it was 
counterfeiting Apollos coin.” 

Next day I dined with Johnson at Mr. Thrale’s. He 
attacked Gray, calling him “a dull fellow.” Boswell. 
"I understand he was reserved, and might appear dull 
in company; but surely he was not dull in poetry.” John- 
son. “Sir, he was dull in company, dull in his closet, 
dull every where. He was dull in a new way, and that 
made many people think him great.” 

A young lady who had married a man much her in- 
feriour in rank being mentioned, a question arose how 
a woman’s relations should behave to her in such a situ- 
ation; and, while I recapitulate the debate, and recollect 
what has since happened, I cannot but be struck in a 
manner that delicacy forbids me to express. While I 
contended that she ought to be treated with an inflexible 
steadiness of displeasure, Mrs. Thrale was all for mild- 
ness and forgiveness, and, according to the vulgar 
phrase, “making the best of a bad bargain.” Johnson. 
“Madam, we must distinguish. Were I a man of rank, 
I would not let a daughter starve who had made a mean 
marriage; but having voluntarily degraded herself from 
the station which she was originally- entitled to hold, I 
would support her only in that which she herself had 
chosen; and would not put her on a level with my other 
daughters. You are to consider, Madam, that it is our 
duty to maintain the subordination of civilized society; 
and when there is a gross and shameful deviation from 
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rank, it should be punished so as to deter others from the 
same perversion/' 

On Friday, March 31, I supped with him and some 
friends at a tavern. One of the company attempted, with 
too much forwardness, to rally him on his late appear- 
ance at the theatre; but had reason to repent of his 
temerity. "Why, Sir, did you go to Mrs. Abingtons 
benefit? Did you see?” Johnson. “No, Sir.” “Did you 
hear?” Johnson. “No, Sir.” “Why, then, Sir, did you go?” 
Johnson. “Because, Sir, she is a favourite of the pub- 
lick; and when the publick cares the thousandth part for 
you that it does for her, I will go to your benefit too.” 

Next morning I won a small bet from Lady Diana 
Beauclerk, by asking him as to one of his particularities, 
which her Ladyship laid I durst not do. It seems he had 
been frequently observed at the club to put into his 
pocket the Seville oranges, after he had squeezed the 
juice of them into the drink which he made for himself. 
Beauclerk and Garrick talked of it to me, and seemed 
to think that he had a strange unwillingness to be dis- 
covered. We could not divine what he did with them; 
and this was the bold question to be put. I saw on his 
table the spoils of the preceding night, some fresh peels 
nicely scraped and cut into pieces. “O, Sir, (said I,) I 
now partly see what you do with the squeezed oranges 
which you put into your pocket at the Club.” Johnson. 
“I have a great love for them.” Boswell. “And pray, 
Sir, what do you do with them? You scrape them it 
seems, very neatly, and what next?” Johnson. “Let them 
dry. Sir.” Boswell. “And what next?” Johnson. “Nay, 
Sir, you shall know their fate no further.” Boswell. 
“Then the world must be left in the dark. It must be 
said (assuming a mock solemnity,) he scraped them 
and let them dry, but what he did with them next, he 
never could be prevailed upon to tell.” Johnson. “Nay, 
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Sir, you should say it more emphatically: — he could not 

be prevailed upon, even by his dearest friends, to tell.” 

I talked of die cheerfulness of Fleet-street, owing to 
the constant quick succession of people which we per- 
ceive passing through it. Johnson. "Why, Sir, Fleet- 
street has a very animated appearance; but I think the 
full tide of human existence is at Charing-cross ” 

On Thursday, April 6, I dined with him at Mr. 
Thomas Davies’s, with Mr. Hicky, the painter, and my 
old acquaintance, Mr. Moody, the player. 

Dr. Johnson, as usual, spoke contemptuously of Colley 
Cibber* "It is wonderful that a man, who for forty years 
had lived with the great and the witty, should have ac- 
quired so ill the talents of conversation: and he had but 
half to furnish; for one half of what he said was oaths.” 
He, however, allowed considerable merit to some of his 
comedies, and said there was no reason to believe that 
the "Careless Husband” was not written by himself. 
Davies said, he was the first dramatick writer who in- 
troduced genteel ladies upon the stage 0 Johnson refuted 
his observation by instancing several such character in 
comedies before his time. Davies, (trying to defend 
himself for a charge of ignorance,) "I mean genteel 
moral characters.” "I think (said Hicky,) gentility and 
morality are inseparable.” Boswell. "By no means, Sir. 
The genteelest characters are often the most immoral. 
Does not Lord Chesterfield give precepts for uniting 
wickedness and the graces? A man, indeed, is not gen- 
teel when he gets drunk; but most vices may be com- 
mitted very genteely: a man may debauch his friends 
wife genteely: he may cheat at cards genteely.” Hicky. 
"I do not think that is genteel.” Boswell. "Sir, it may 
not be like a gentleman, but it may be genteel.” John- 
son. "You are meaning two different things. One means 
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exteriour grace; the other honour. It is certain that a 
man may be very immoral with exteriour grace. Love- 
lace, in 'Clarissa/ is a very genteel and a very wicked 
character, Tom Hervey, who died t’other day, though 
a vicious man, was one of the genteelest men that ever 
lived/’ Tom Davies instanced Charles the Second. John- 
son, (taking fire at any attack upon that Prince, for 
whom he had an extraordinary partiality, ) "Charles the 
Second was licentious in his practice; but he always had 
a reverence for what was good. Charles the Second 
knew his people, and rewarded merit. The Church was 
at no time better filled than in his reign. He was the 
best King we have had from his time till the reign of 
his present Majesty, except James the Second, who was 
a very good King, but unhappily believed that it was 
necessary for the salvation of his subjects that they 
should be Roman Catholicks. He had the merit of en- 
deavouring to do what he thought was for the salvation 
of the souls of his subjects, till he lost a great Empire. 
We, who thought that we should not be saved if we 
were Roman Catholicks, had the merit of maintaining 
our religion, at the expence of submitting ourselves to 
the government of King William, (for it could not be 
done otherwise,) — to the government of one of the 
most worthless scoundrels that ever existed. No; Charles 
the Second was not such a man a$ , (naming an- 

other King. ) He did not destroy his father’s will. 

"He took money, indeed, from France: but he did not 
betray those over whom he ruled. He did not let the 
French fleet pass ours. George the First knew nothing, 
and desired to know nothing; did nothing, and desired 
to do nothing; and the only good thing that is told of 
him is, that he wished to restore the crown to its heredi- 
tary successor.’’ He roared with prodigious violence 
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against George the Second. When he ceased. Moody 
interjected, in an Irish tone, and with a comick look, 
“Ah! poor George the Second.” 

I mentioned that Dr. Thomas Campbell had come 
from Ireland to London, principally to see Dr. Johnson. 
He seemed angry at this observation. Davies. “Why, 
you know, Sir, there came a man from Spain to see 
Livy; and Corelli came to England to see Purcell, and, 
when he heard he was dead, went directly back again 
to Italy.” Johnson. “I should not have wished to be 
dead to disappoint Campbell, had he been so foolish 
as you represent him; but I should have wished to have 
been a hundred miles off.” This was apparently per- 
verse; and I do believe it was not his real way of think- 
ing: he could not but like a man who came so far to see 
him. He laughed with some complacency, when I told 
him Campbell’s odd expression to me concerning him: 
“That having seen such a man, was a thing to talk of a 
century hence,” — as if he could live so long. 

We got into an argument whether the Judges who 
went to India might with propriety engage in trade. 
Johnson warmly maintained that they might, “For why 
(he urged) should not Judges get riches, as well as 
those who deserve them less?” I said, they should have 
sufficient salaries, and have nothing to take off their at- 
tention from the affairs of the publick. Johnson. “No 
Judge, Sir, can give his whole attention to his office; and 
it is very proper that he should employ what time he has 
to himself, to his own advantage, in the most profitable 
manner.” “Then, Sir, (said Davies, who enlivened the 
dispute by making it somewhat dramatick, ) he may be- 
come an insurer; and when he is going to the bench, he 
may be stopped, — ‘Your Lordship cannot go yet; here 
is a bunch of invoices: several ships are about to sail/” 
Johnson. “Sir, you may as well say a Judge should not 
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have a house; for they may come and tell him, Tour 
Lordship's house is on fire;' and so, instead of minding 
the business of his Court, he is to be occupied in getting 
the engine with the greatest speed. There is no end of 
this. Every Judge who has land, trades to a certain ex- 
tent in corn or in cattle; and in the land itself: un- 
doubtedly his steward acts for him, and so do clerks for 
a great merchant. A Judge may be a farmer; but he is 
not to geld his own pigs. A Judge may play a little at 
cards for his amusement; but he is not to play at mar- 
bles, or chuck farthing in the Piazza. No, Sir, there is 
no profession to which a man gives a very great pro- 
portion of his time. It is wonderful when a calculation 
is made, how little the mind is actually employed in the 
discharge of any profession. No man would be a Judge, 
upon the condition of being totally a Judge. The best 
employed lawyer has his mind at work but for a small 
proportion of his time: a great deal of his occupation 
is merely mechanical. — I once wrote for a magazine: I 
made a calculation, that if I should write but a page a 
day, at the same rate, I should, in ten years, write nine, 
volumes in folio, of an ordinary size and print." Bos- 
well. "Such as Carte's History?" Johnson. "Yes, Sir. 
When a man writes from his own mind, he writes very 
rapidly. The greatest part of a writer's time is spent in 
reading, in order to write; a man will turn over half a 
library to make one book." 

Friday, April 7, I dined with him at a Tavern, with 
a numerous company. One of the company suggested 
an internal objection to the antiquity of the poetry said 
to ,be Ossian's, that we do not find the wolf in it, which 
must have been the case had it been of that age. , 

The mention of the wolf had led Johnson to think of 
other wild beasts; and while Sir Joshua Reynolds and 
Mr. Langton were carrying on a dialogue about some- 
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thing which engaged them earnestly, he, in the midst 
of it, broke out, “Pennant tells of Bears. — ” [what he 
added, I have forgotten.] They went on, which he being 
dull of hearing, did not perceive, or, if he did, was not 
willing to break off his talk; so he continued to vocifer- 
ate his remarks, and Bear (“like a word in a catch” 
as Beauclerk said,) was repeatedly heard at intervals, 
which coming from him who, by those who did not 
know him, had been so often assimilated to that fero- 
cious animal, while we who were sitting around could 
hardly stifle laughter, produced a very ludicrous effect. 
Silence having ensued, he proceeded: “We are told, 
that the black bear is innocent; but I should not like to 
trust myself with him.” Mr. Gibbon muttered, in a low 
tone of voice, “I should not like to trust myself with 
your This piece of sarcastick pleasantry was a prudent 
resolution, if applied to a competition of abilities. 

Patriotism having become one of our topicks, Johnson 
suddenly uttered, in a strong determined tone, an apoph- 
thegm, ,at which many will start: “Patriotism is the last 
refuge of a scoundrel.” But let it be considered, that he 
did not mean a real and generous love of our country, 
but that pretended patriotism which so many, in all 
ages and countries, have made a cloak for self interest. 

On Friday, April 14, being Good-Friday, I repaired 
to him in the morning, according to my usual custom on 
that day, and breakfasted with him. I observed that he 
fasted so veiy strictly, that he did not even taste bread, 
and took no milk with his tea; I suppose because it is a 
kind of animal food. 

He was pleased to say, “If you come to settle here, 
we wjll have one day in the week on which we will 
meet by ourselves. That is the happiest conversation 
where there is no competition, no vanity, but a calm 
quiet interchange of sentiments.” In his private register 
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this evening is thus marked, “Boswell sat with me till 
night; we had some serious talk.” It also appears from 
the same record, that after I left him he was occupied 
in religious duties, in “giving Francis,, his servant, some 
directions for preparation to communicate; in reviewing 
his life, and resolving on better conduct.” The humility 
and piety which he discovers on such occasions, is truly 
edifying. No saint, however, in the course of his reli- 
gious warfare, was more sensible of the unhappy failure 
of pious resolves, than Johnson. He said one day, talk- 
ing to an acquaintance on this subject, “Sir, Hell is 
paved with good intentions/' 

On Tuesday, April 11, he and I were engaged to go 
with Sir Joshua Reynolds to dine with Mr. Cambridge, 
at his beautiful villa on the banks of the Thames, near 
Twickenham. Dr. Johnsons tardiness was such, that Sir 
Joshua, who had an appointment at Richmond, early in 
the day, was obliged to go by himself on horseback, 
leaving his coach to Johnson and me. Johnson was in 
such good spirits, that every thing seemed to please him 
as we drove along. 

Our conversation turned on a variety of subjects. He 
thought portrait-painting an improper employment for 
a woman. “Publick practice of any art, (he observed,) 
and staring in mens faces, is very indelicate in a fe- 
male.” I happened to start a question, whether when a 
man knows that some of his intimate friends are invited 
to the house of another friend, with whom they are all 
equally intimate, he may join them without an invita- 
tion. Johnson. “No, Sir; he is not to go when he is not 
invited. They may be invited on purpose to abuse him” 
(smiling). 

As a curious instance how little a man knows, or 
wishes to know his own character in the world, or, 
rather as a convincing proof that Johnson’s roughness 
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was only external, and did not proceed from his heart, 
I insert the following dialogue. Johnson. “It is wonder- 
ful, Sir, how rare a quality good humour is in life. We 
meet with very few good humoured men.” I mentioned 
four of our friends, none of whom he would allow to he 
good humoured. One was acid , another was muddy , 
and to the others he had objections which have escaped 
me. Then, shaking his head and stretching himself at 
ease in the coach, and smiling with much complacency, 
he turned to me and said, “I look upon myself as a good 
humoured fellow.” The epithet fellow , applied to the 
great Lexicographer, the stately Moralist, the Masterly 
Critick, as if he had been Sam Johnson, a mere pleasant 
companion, was highly diverting; and this light notion 
of himself struck me with wonder. I answered, also 
smiling, “No, no. Sir; that will not do. You are good 
natured, but not good humoured: you are irascible. You 
have not patience with folly and absurdity. I believe you 
would pardon them, if there were time to deprecate 
your vengeance; but punishment follows so quick after 
sentence, that they cannot escape.” 

He defended his remark upon the general insufficiency 
of education in Scotland; and confirmed to me the authen- 
ticity of his witty saying on the learning of the Scotch, — 
“Their learning is like bread in a besieged town: every 
man gets a little, but no man gets a full meal.” “There is 
(said he,) in Scotland a diffusion of learning, a certain 
portion of it widely and thinly spread. A merchant has 
as much learning as one of their clergy.” 

No sooner had we made our bow to Mr. Cambridge, 
in his library, than Johnson ran eagerly to one side of die 
room intent on poring over the backs of the books. Sir 
Joshua observed, (aside,) “He runs to the books as I do 
to the pictures: but I have the advantage. I can see 
much more of the pictures than he can of the books.” 
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Mr. Cambridge, upon this, politely said, “Dr. Johnson, 
I am going with your pardon, to accuse myself, for I 
have the same custom which I perceive you have. But 
it seems odd that one should have such a desire to look 
at the backs of books/' Johnson, ever ready for contest, 
instantly started from his reverie, wheeled about and 
answered, “Sir, the reason is very plain. Knowledge is 
of two kinds. We know a subject ourselves, or we know 
where we can find information upon it. When we en- 
quire into any subject, the first thing we have to do is 
to know what books have treated of it. This leads us to 
look at catalogues, and the backs of books in libraries.” 
Sir Joshua observed to me the extraordinary prompti- 
tude with which Johnson flew upon an argument. “Yes, 
(said I,) he has no formal preparation, no flourishing 
with his sword; he is through your body in an instant.” 

“The Beggar's Opera,” and the common question, 
whether it was pernicious in its effects, having been in- 
troduced; — Johnson. “As to this matter, which has been 
veiy much contested, I myself am of opinion, that more 
influence has been ascribed to ‘The Beggar's Opera,' 
than it in reality ever had; for I do not believe that any 
man was ever made a rogue by being present at its 
representation. At the same time I do not deny that it 
may have some influence, by making the character of 
a rogue familiar, and in some degree pleasing/' Then 
collecting himself, as it were, to give a heavy stroke: 
“There is in it such a labefactation of all principles as 
may be injurious to morality/' 

On Saturday, May 13, I breakfasted with him by in- 
vitation, accompanied by Mr. Andrew Crosbie, a Scotch 
Advocate, whom he had seen at Edinburgh, and the 
Hon. Colonel (now General) Edward Stopford, brother 
to Lord Courtown, who was desirous of being intro- 
duced to him. His tea and rolls and butter, and whole 
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breakfast apparatus were all in such decorum, and his 
behaviour was so courteous, that Colonel Stopford was 
quite surprized, and wondered at his having heard so 
much said of Johnson’s slovenliness and roughness. 

It being asked whether it was reasonable for a man to 
be angry at another whom a woman had preferred to 
him? — Johnson. “I do not see, Sir, that it is reasonable 
for a man to be angry at another, whom a woman has 
preferred to him: but angry he is, no doubt; and he is 
loath to be angry at himself.” 

Here let me not forget a curious anecdote, as related 
to me by Mr, Beauclerk, which I shall endeavour to ex- 
hibit as well as I can in that gentleman’s lively manner; 
and in justice to him it is proper to add, that Dr. John- 
son told me I might rely both on the correctness of his 
memory, and the fidelity of his narrative. "When Mad- 
ame de Boufflers was first in England, (said Beauclerk,) 
she was desirous to see Johnson. I accordingly went with 
her to his chambers t in the Temple, where she was en- 
tertained with his conversation for some time. When 
our visit was over, she and I left him, and were got 
into Inner Temple-lane when all at once I heard a noise 
like thunder. This was occasioned by Johnson, who it 
seems, upon a little recollection, had taken it into his 
head that he ought to have done the honours of his 
literary residence to a foreign lady of quality, and eager 
to show himself a man of gallantry, was hurrying down 
the stair-case in violent agitation. He overtook us before 
we reached the Temple-gate, and brushing in between 
me and Madame de Boufflers, seized her hand, and con- 
ducted her to her coach. His dress was a rusty brown 
morning suit, a pair of old shoes by way of slippers, a 
little shrivelled wig sticking on the top of his head, and 
the sleeves of his shirt and the knees of his breeches 
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hanging loose. A considerable crowd of people gathered 
round, and were not a little struck by this singular ap- 
pearance.” 

In the course of this year Dr. Burney informs me that, 
“he very frequently met Dr. Johnson at Mr. Thrale’s, at 
Streatham, where fire and candles lasted, and much 
longer than the patience of the servants subsisted.” 

A few of Johnsons sayings, which that gentleman 
recollects, shall here be inserted. 

“I never take a nap after dinner but when I have had 
a bad night, and then the nap takes me.” 

“The writer of an epitaph should not be considered 
as saying nothing but what is strictly true. Allowance 
must be made for some degree of exaggerated praise. 
In lapidary inscriptions a man is not upon oath.” 

“There is now less flogging in our great schools than 
formerly, but then less is learned there; so that what 
the boys get at one end they lose at the other.” 

“After having talked slightingly of musick, he was 
observed to listen very attentively while Miss Thrale 
played on the harpsichord, and with eagerness he called 
to her, ‘Why don’t you dash away like Burney?’ Dr. 
Burney upon this said to him, 1 believe, Sir, we shall 
make a musician of you at last.’ Johnson with candid 
complacency replied, ‘Sir, I shall be glad to have a new 
sense given to me.’ ” 

“He had come down one morning to the breakfast- 
room, and been a considerable time by himself before 
any body appeared. When on a subsequent day he was 
twitted by Mrs. Thrale for being very late, which he 
generally was, he defended himself by alluding to the 
extraordinary morning, when he had been too early. 
'Madam, I da not like to come down to vacuity / ” 

*Dr. Burney having remarked that Mr. Garrick was 
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beginning to look old, he said, 'Why, Sir, you are not to 
wonder at that; no man's face has had more wear and 
tear/ ” 


1776. Having arrived in London late on Friday, the 
15th of March, I hastened next morning to wait on Dr. 
Johnson, at his house; but found he was removed from 
Johnson 1 s-court, No. 7, to Bolt-court, No. 8, still keep- 
ing to his favourite Fleet-street. My reflection at the 
time upon this change as marked in my Journal, is as 
follows: "I felt a foolish regret that he had left a court 
which bore his name; but it was not foolish to be af- 
fected with some tenderness of regard for a place in 
which I had seen him a great deal, from whence I had 
often issued a better and a happier man than when I 
went in, and which had often appeared to my imagina- 
tion while I trod its pavement, in the solemn darkness 
of the night, to be sacred to wisdom and piety/' Being 
informed that he, was at Mr. Thrale’s in the Borough, I 
hastened thither, and found Mrs. Thrale and him at 
breakfast. I was kindly welcomed. In a moment he was 
in a full glow of conversation, and I felt myself elevated 
as if brought into another state of being. Mrs. Thrale 
and I looked to each other while he talked, and our 
looks expressed our congenial admiration and affection 
for him. I shall ever recollect this scene with great 
pleasure. I exclaimed to her, e T am now intellectually, 
Hermippus redivivus , I am quite restored by him, by 
transfusion of mind/' "There are many (she replied) 
who admire and respect Mr. Johnson; but you and I 
love him.” 

He seemed very happy in the near prospect of going 
to Italy with Mr. and Mrs. Thrale. "But, (said he,) be- 
fore leaving England I am to take a jaunt to Oxford, 
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Birmingham, my native city Lichfield, and my old 
friend. Dr. Taylor’s, at Ashbourne, in Derbyshire. I shall 
go in a few days, and you, Boswell, shall go with me.” 
I was ready to accompany him; being willing even to 
leave London to have the pleasure of his conversation. 

We got into a boat to cross over to Black-friars; and 
as we moved along the Thames, I talked to him of a 
little volume, which, altogether unknown to him, was 
advertised to be published in a few days, un der the 
title of “ Johnsoniana , or Bon-Mots of Dr. Johnson/’ 
Johnson. “Sir, it is a mighty impudent thing/’ Boswell. 
“Pray, Sir, could you have no redress if you were to 
prosecute a publisher for bringing out, under your 
name, what you never said, and ascribing to you dull 
stupid nonsense, or making you swear profanely, as 
many ignorant relaters of your bon-mots do?” Johnson. 
“No, Sir; there will always be some truth mixed with 
the falsehood, and how can it be ascertained how much 
is true and how much is false? Besides, Sir, what dam- 
ages would a jury give me for having been represented 
aS swearing?” Boswell. “I think, Sir, you should at 
least disavow such a publication, because the world and 
posterity might with much plausible foundation say, 
'Here is a volume which was publickly advertised and 
came out in Dr. Johnson’s own time, and, by his silence, 
was admitted by him to be genuine/ ” Johnson. “I shall 
give myself no trouble about the matter.” 

We landed at the Temple-stairs, where we parted. 

I found him in the evening in Mrs. Williams’s room. 
We talked of religious orders. He said, “It is as unrea- 
sonable for a man to go into a Carthusian convent for 
fear of being immoral, as for a man to cut off his hands 
for fear he should steal. There is, indeed, great resolu- 
tion in the immediate act of dismembering himself; but 
when that is once done, he has no longer any merit: for 
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though it is out of his power to steal, yet he may all his 
life be a thief in his heart. So when a man has once be- 
come a Carthusian, he is obliged to continue so, whether 
he chooses it or not. Their silence, too, is absurd. We 
read in the Gospel of the apostles being sent to preach, 
but not to hold their tongues. All severity that does not 
tend to increase good, or prevent evil, is idle. I said to 
the Lady Abbess of a convent, 'Madam, you are here, 
not for the love of virtue, but the fear of vice/ She said, 
'She should remember this as long as she lived/” I 
thought it hard to give her this view of her situation, 
when she could not help it; and, indeed, I wondered at 
the whole of what he now said; because, both in his 
"Rambler” and "Idler,” he treats religious austerities 
with much solemnity of respect. 

Finding him still persevering in his abstinence from 
wine, I ventured to speak to him of it. — Johnson. "Sir, 
I have no objection to a man's drinking wine, if he can 
do it in moderation. I found myself apt to go to excess 
in it, and therefore, after having been for some time 
without it on account of illness, I thought it better not 
to return to it. Every man is to judge for himself, accord- 
ing to the effects which he experiences. One of the fa- 
thers tells us, he found -fasting made him so peevish that 
he did not practise it.” 

Though he often enlarged upon the evil of intoxi- 
cation, he was by no means harsh and unforgiving to 
those who indulged in occasional excess in wine. One of 
his friends, I well remember, came to sup at a tavern 
with him and some other gentlemen, and too plainly dis- 
covered that he had drunk too much at dinner. When 
one who loved mischief, thinking to produce a severe 
censure, asked Johnson, a few days afterwards, "Well, 
Sk; what did your friend say to you, as an apology for 
being in such a situation?” Johnson answered, "Sir, he 
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said all that a man should say: he said he was sorry for 
it.” 

On Tuesday, March 19, which was fixed for our pro- 
posed jaunt, we met in the morning at the Somerset 
coffee-house in the Strand, where we were taken up by 
the Oxford coach. He was accompanied by Mr. Gwyn, 
the architect; and a gentleman of Merton College, 
whom he did not know, had the fourth seat. We soon 
got into conversation; for it was very remarkable of 
Johnson, that the presence of a stranger had no restraint 
upon his talk. I observed that Garrick, who was about 
to quit the stage, would soon have an easier life. John- 
son. “I doubt that, Sir.” Boswell. “Why, Sir, he will be 
Atlas with the burthen off his back.” Johnson. “But I 
know not, Sir, if he will be so steady without his load. 
However, he should never play any more, but be en- 
tirely the gentleman, and not partly the player: he 
should no longer subject himself to be hissed by a mob, 
or to be insolently treated by performers, whom he used 
to rule with a high hand, and who would gladly retal- 
iate.” Boswell. “I think he should play once a year for 
the benefit of decayed actors, as it has been said he 
means to do.” Johnson. “Alas, Sir! he will soon be a 
decayed actor himself.” 

Johnson expressed his disapprobation of ornamental 
architecture, such as magnificent columns supporting a 
portico, or expensive pilasters supporting merely their 
own capitals, “because it consumes labour dispropor- 
tionate to its utility.” For the same reason he satyrised 
statuary. “Painting (said he,) consumes labour not dis- 
proportionate to its effect; but a fellow will hack half a 
year at a block of marble to make something in stone 
that hardly resembles a man. The value of statuary is 
owing to its difficulty. You would not value the finest 
head cut upon a carrot.” 
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Gwyn was a fine lively rattling fellow. Dr. Johnson 
kept him in subjection, but with a kindly authority. 
The spirit of the artist, however, rose against what he 
thought a Gothick attack, and he made a brisk defence. 
“What, Sir, you will allow no value to beauty in archi- 
tecture or in statuary? Why should we allow it then in 
writing? Why do you take the trouble to give us so 
many fine allusions, and bright images, and elegant 
phrases? You might convey all your instruction without 
these ornaments.” Johnson smiled with complacency; 
but said, “Why, Sir, all these ornaments are useful, be- 
cause they obtain an easier reception for truth; but a 
building is not at all more convenient for being dec- 
orated with superfluous carved work.” 

Gwyn at last was lucky enough to make one reply to 
Dr. Johnson, which he allowed to be excellent. Johnson 
censured him for taking down a church which might 
have stood many years, and building a new one at a 
different place, for no other reason but that there might 
be a direct road to a new bridge; and his expression was, 
“You are taking a church out of the way, that the people 
may go in a straight line to the bridge.” — “No, Sir, (said 
Gwyn,) I am putting the church in the way, that the 
people may not go out of the way ” Johnson, (with a 
hearty loud laugh of approbation,) “Speak no more. 
Rest your colloquial fame upon this.” 

Upon our arrival at Oxford, Dr. Johnson and I went 
directly to University College, but were disappointed on 
finding that one of the fellows, his friend, Mr. Scott, 
who accompanied him from Newcastle to Edinburgh, 
was gone to the country. We put up at the Angel inn, 
and passed the evening by ourselves in easy and familiar 
conversation. Talking of constitutional melancholy, he 
observed, “A man so afflicted, Sir, must divert distress- 
ing thoughts, and not combat with them.” Boswell. 
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“May not he think them down, Sir?” Johnson. “No, Sir. 
To attempt to think them down is madness. He should 
have a lamp constantly burning m his bed chamber dur- 
ing the night, and if wakefully disturbed, take a book, 
and read, and compose himself to rest. To have the man- 
agement of the mind is a great art, and it may be at- 
tained in a considerable degree by experience and 
habitual exercise.” Boswell. “Should not he provide 
amusements for himself? Would it not, for instance, be 
right for him to take a course of chymistry?” Johnson. 
“Let him take a course of chymistry, or a course of rope- 
dancing, or a course of any thing to which he is inclined 
at the time. Let him contrive to have as many retreats 
for his mind as he can, as many things to which it can 
fly from itself. Burtons ‘Anatomy of Melancholy’ is a 
valuable work. It is, perhaps, overloaded with quota- 
tion. But there is a great spirit and great power in what 
Burton says, when he writes from his own mind.” 

We then went to Pembroke College, and waited on 
his old friend Dr. Adams, the master of it, whom I found 
to be a most polite, pleasing, communicative man. 

Dr. Adams told us, that in some of the Colleges at 
Oxford, the fellows had excluded the students from so- 
cial intercourse with them in the common room. John- 
son. “They are in the right, Sir: there can be no real 
conversation, no fair exertion of mind amongst them, if 
the young men are by; for a man who has a character 
does not choose to’ stake it in their presence.” Boswell. 
“But, Sir, may there not be very good conversation with- 
out a contest for superiority?” Johnson. “No animated 
conversation, Sir, for it cannot be but one or other will 
come off superiour. I do not mean that the victor must 
have the better of the argument, for he may take the 
weak side; but his superiority of parts and knowledge 
will necessarily appear; and he to whom he thus shews 
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himself superiour is lessened in the eyes of the young 
men. You know it was said, ‘Mallem cum Scaligero 
errare quam cum Clavio recte sapere / In the same man- 
ner take Bentley’s and Jason de Nores’ Comments upon 
Horace, you will admire Bentley more when wrong, 
than Jason when right.” 

We walked with Dr. Adams into the masters garden, 
and into the common room. Johnson, (after a reverie 
of meditation,) “Ay! Here I used to play at draughts 
with Phil. Jones and Fludyer. Jones loved beer, and did 
not get very forward in the church. Fludyer turned out 
a scoundrel, a Whig, and said he was ashamed of having 
been bred at Oxford. He had a living at Putney, and got 
-under the eye of some retainers to the court at that time, 
and so became a violent Whig: but he had been a scoun- 
drel all along to be sure.” Boswell. “Was he a scoun- 
drel, Sir, in any other way than that of being a political 
scoundrel? Did he cheat at draughts?” Johnson. “Sir, we 
never played for money.” 

He then carried me to visit Dr. Bentham, Canon 
of Christ-Church, and Divinity professor, with whose 
learned and lively conversation we were much pleased. 
He gave us an invitation to dinner, which Dr. Johnson 
told me was a high honour. “Sir, it is a great thing to 
dine with the Canons of Christ-Church.” 

I mentioned Sir Richard Steele having published his 
“Christian Hero,” with the avowed purpose of obliging 
himself to lead a religious life; yet that his conduct was 
by no means strictly suitable. Johnson. “Steele, I be- 
lieve, practised the lighter vices.” 

I censured some ludicrous fantastick dialogues be- 
tween two coach horses and other such stuff, which 
Bafetti had lately published. He joined with me, and 
said, ‘‘Nothing odd will do long. ‘Tristram Shandy did 
not last.” I expressed a desire to be acquainted with a 
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lady who had been much talked of, and universally cele- 
brated for extraordinary address and insinuation. John- 
son. “Never believe extraordinary characters which you 
hear of people. Depend upon it. Sir, they are exagger- 
ated. You do not see one man shoot a great deal higher 
than another.” I mentioned Mr. Burke. Johnson. “Yes; 
Burke is an extraordinary man. His stream of mind is 
perpetual.” And once, when Johnson was ill, and unable 
to exert himself as much as usual without fatigue, Mr. 
Burke having been mentioned, he said, “That fellow calls 
forth all my powers. Were I to see Burke now it would kill 
me.” So much was he accustomed to consider conversa- 
tion as a contest, and such was his notion of Burke as an 
opponent. 

Next morning, Thursday, March 21, we set out in a 
post-chaise to pursue our ramble. It was a delightful 
day, and we rode through Blenheim park. When I 
looked at the magnificent bridge built by John Duke of 
Marlborough, over a small rivulet, and recollected the 
Epigram made upon it — 

The lofty arch his high ambition shows, 

■The stream, an emblem of his bounty flows: 

and saw that now, by the genius of Brown, a magnifi- 
cent body of water was collected, I said, “They have 
drowned the Epigram.” I observed to him, while in the 
midst of the noble scene around us, “You and I, Sir, 
have, I think, seen together the extremes of what can 
be seen in Britain — the wild rough island of Mull, and 
Blenheim park.” 

We dined at an excellent inn at Chapel-house, where 
he expatiated on the felicity of England in its taverns 
and inns, and triumphed over the French for not having, 
in any perfection, the tavern life. “There is*no private 
house, (said he,) in which people can enjoy themselves 
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so well, as at a capital tavern. Let there be ever so great 
plenty of good things, ever so much grandeur, ever so 
much elegance, ever so much desire that every body 
should be easy; in the nature of things it cannot be: 
there must always be some degree of care and anxiety. 
The master of the house is anxious to entertain his 
guests;* the guests are anxious to be agreeable to him; 
and no man, but a very impudent dog indeed, can as 
freely command what is in another man’s house, as if it 
were his own. Whereas, at a tavern, there is a general 
freedom from anxiety. You are sure you are welcome: 
and the more noise you make, the more trouble you 
give, the more good things you call for, the welcomer 
you are. No servants will attend you with the alacrity 
which waiters do, who are incited by the prospect of an 
immediate reward in proportion as they please. No, Sir; 
there is nothing which has yet been contrived by man, 
by which so much happiness is produced as by a good 
tavern or inn.” 1 He then repeated, with great emotion, 
Shenstone’s lines: 

Whoe’er has travell’d life’s dull round. 

Where'er his stages may have been, 

May sigh to think he still has found 
The warmest welcome at an inn. 


1 Sir John Hawkins has preserved very few Memorabilia of John- 
son. There is, however, to be found m his bulky tome a very excel- 
lent one upon this subject. “In contradistinction to those, who, hav- 
ing a wife and children, prefer domestick enjoyments to those which 
a tavern affords, I have heard him assert, that a tavern chair was the 
throne of human felicity . — 'As soon (said he) as I enter the door 
of a tavern, I experience an oblivion of care, and a freedom from 
solicitude: when I am seated, I find the master courteous, and the 
servants obsequious to my call; anxious to know and ready to supply 
my wants: wine there exhilarates my spirits, and prompts me to free 
conversation and an interchange of discourse with those whom I most 
love: I dogmatise and am contradicted, and in this conflict of opin- 
ion and sentiments I find delight/ " 
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In the afternoon, as we were driven rapidly along in 
the post-chaise, he said to me “Life has not many things 
better than this.” 

We stopped at Stratford-upon-Avon, and drank tea 
and coffee; and it pleased me to be with him upon the 
classick ground of Shakespeare's native place. 

On Friday, March 22, having set out early from Hen- 
ley, where we had lain the preceding night, we arrived 
at Birmingham about nine o'clock, and, after breakfast, 
went to call on his old school-fellow Mr. Hector. A very 
stupid maid, who opened the door, told us, that, “her 
master was gone out; he was gone to the country; she 
could not tell when he would return.” In short, she gave 
us a miserable reception; and Johnson observed, “She 
would have behaved no better to people who wanted 
him in the way of his profession.” He said to her, “My 
name is Johnson; tell him I called. Will you remember 
the name?” She answered with rustick simplicity, in the 
Warwickshire pronunciation, “I don’t understand you, 
Sir.” — “Blockhead, (said he,) I'll write.” I never heard 
the word blockhead applied to a woman before, though 
I do not see why it should not, when there is evident 
occasion for it. He, however, made another attempt to 
make her understand him, and roared loud in her ear, 
“Johnson” and then she catched the sound. 

We next called on Mr. Lloyd, one of the people called 
Quakers. He too was not at home, but Mrs. Lloyd was, 
and received us courteously, and asked us to dinner. 
Johnson said to me, “After the uncertainty of all human 
things at Hector's, this invitation came very well.” We 
walked about the town and he was pleased to see it in- 
creasing. 

Dr. Johnson said to me in the morning, “You will see. 
Sir, at Mr. Hector's, his sister, Mrs. Careless, a clergy- 
man's widow. She was the first woman with whom I was 
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in love. It dropt out of my head imperceptibly; but she 
and I shall always have a kindness for each other.” He 
laughed at the notion that a man can never be really in 
love but once, and considered it as a mere romantick 
fancy. 

On our return from Mr. Bolton’s, Mr. Hector took me 
to his house, where we found Johnson sitting placidly at 
tea, with his first love ; who though now advanced in 
years, was a genteel woman, very agreeable and well 
bred. 

Johnson lamented to Mr. Hector the state of one of 
their school-fellows, Mr. Charles Congreve, a clergyman, 
which he thus described: “He obtained, I believe, con- 
siderable preferment in Ireland, but now lives in Lon- 
don, quite as a valetudinarian, afraid to go into any 
house but his own. He takes a short airing in his post- 
chaise every day. He has an elderly woman, whom he 
calls cousin, who lives with him, and jogs his elbow, 
when his glass has stood too long empty, and encourages 
him in drinking, in which he is very willing to be en- 
couraged; not that he gets drunk, for he is a very pious 
man, but he is always muddy. He confesses to one bottle 
of port every day, and he probably drinks more. He is 
quite unsocial; his conversation is quite monosyllabical; 
and when, at my last visit, I asked him what o’clock it 
was? that signal of my departure had so pleasing an 
effect on him, that he sprung up to look at his watch, 
like a greyhound bounding at a hare.” When Johnson 
took leave of Mr. Hector, he said, “Don’t grow like Con- 
greve; nor let me grow like him, when you are near me.” 

When he again talked of Mrs. Careless tonight, he 
seemed to have had his affection revived; for he said, 
“If I had married her, it might have been as happy for 
me.” Boswell. “Pray, Sir, do you not suppose that there 
are fifty women in the world, with any one of whom a 



THE LIFE OF SAMUEL JOHNSON 219 

man may be as happy, as with any one woman In par- 
ticular?” Johnson. “Ay, Sir, fifty thousand.” Boswell. 
“Then, Sir, you are not of opinion with some who im- 
agine that certain men and certain women are made for 
each other; and that they cannot be happy if they miss 
their counterparts.” Johnson. “To be sure not. Sir. I be- 
lieve marriages would in general be as happy, and often 
more so, if they were all made by the Lord Chancellor, 
upon a due consideration of the characters and circum- 
stances, without the parties having any choice in the 
matter.” 

I wished to have staid at Birmingham tonight, to 
have talked more with Mr. Hector; but my friend was 
impatient to reach his native city; so we drove on that 
stage in the dark, and were long pensive and silent. 
When we came within the focus of the Lichfield lamps, 
“Now (said he,) we are getting out of a state of death.” 
We put up at the Three Crowns, not one of the great 
inns, but a good old fashioned one, which was kept by 
Mr. Wilkins, and was the veiy next house to that in 
which Johnson was born and brought up, and which was 
still his own property. We had a comfortable supper, 
and got into high spirits. I felt all my Toryism glow in 
this old capital of Staffordshire. I could have offered 
incense g enio loci; and I indulged in libations of that 
ale, which Boniface, in “The Beaux Stratagem,” recom- 
mends with such an eloquent jollity. 

Next morning he introduced me to Mrs. Lucy Porter, 
his step-daughter. She was now an old maid, with much 
simplicity of manner. She had never been in London. 
Her brother, a Captain in the navy, had left her a for- 
tune of ten thousand pounds; about a third of which she 
had laid out in building a stately house, and making a 
handsome garden, in an elevated situation in Lichfield. 
Johnson, when here by himself, used to live at her house. 
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She reverenced him, and he had a parental tenderness 

for her. 

I saw here, for the first time, oat ale ; and oat cakes, 
not hard as in Scotland, but soft like a Yorkshire cake, 
were served at breakfast. It was pleasant to me to find, 
that “Oats” the “food of horses were so much used 
as the food of the people in Dr. Johnson's own town. He 
expatiated in praise of Lichfield and its inhabitants, 
who, he said, were “the most sober, decent people in 
England, the genteelest in proportion to their wealth, 
and spoke the purest English." I doubted as to the last 
article of this eulogy: for they had several provincial 
sounds; as there, pronounced like fear, instead of like 
fair ; once, pronounced woonse, instead of tounse or 
wonse. Johnson himself never got entirely free of those 
provincial accents. Garrick sometimes used to take him 
off, squeezing a lemon into a punch-bowl, with uncouth 
gesticulations, looking round the company, and calling 
out, “Who’s for poonsh?” 

Very little business appeared to be going forward in 
Lichfield., I found however two strange manufactures 
for so inland a place, sail-cloth and streamers for ships; 
and I observed them making some saddle-cloths, and 
dressing sheepskins: but upon the whole, the busy hand 
of industry seemed to be quite slackened. “Surely, Sir, 
(said I,) you are an idle set of people." “Sir, (said John- 
son,) we are a city of philosophers, we work with our 
heads, and make the boobies of Birmingham work for 
us with their hands." 

He told me, “Forty years ago, Sir, I was in love with 
an actress here, Mrs. Emmet, who acted Flora, in ‘Hob 
in the Well.' " What merit this lady had as an actress, or 


1 In the Dictionary, Johnson had defined oats as “a grain which 
in England is generally given to horses, but in Scotland supports the 
people/ 7 
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what was her figure, or her manner, I have not been in- 
formed; but, if we may believe Mr. Garrick, his old mas- 
ter’s taste in theatrical merit was by no means refined; 
he was not an elegans formarum spectator. Garrick used 
to tell, that Johnson said of an actor, who played Sir 
Harry Wildair at Lichfield, "There is a courtly vivacity 
about the fellow;” when in fact, according to Garrick’s 
account, "he was the most vulgar ruffian that ever went 
upon boards” 

A physician being mentioned who had lost his prac- 
tice, because his whimsically changing his religion had 
made people distrustful of him, I maintained that this 
was unreasonable, as religion is unconnected with med- 
ical skill. Johnson. "Sir, it is not unreasonable; for when 
people see a man absurd in what they understand, they 
may conclude the same of him in what they do not un- 
derstand. If a physician were to take to eating of horse- 
flesh, nobody would employ him; though one may eat 
horse-flesh, and be a very skilful physician. If a man 
were educated an absurd religion, his continuing to 
profess it would not hurt him, though his changing to 
it would.” 

On Monday, March 25, we breakfasted at Mrs. Lucy 
Porter’s. Johnson had sent an express to Dr. Taylor’s, 
acquainting him of our being at Lichfield, and Taylor 
had returned an answer that his post-chaise should come 
for us this day. While we sat at breakfast, Dr. Johnson 
received a letter by the post, which seemed to agitate 
him very much. When he had read it, he exclaimed, 
"One of the most dreadful things that has happened in 
my time.” The phrase my time , like the word age, is 
usually understood to refer to an event of a publick or 
general nature. I imagined something like an assassina- 
tion of the King — like a gunpowder plot carried into ex- 
ecution — or like another fire of London. When asked, 
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“What is it, Sir?” he answered, “Mr. Thrale has lost his 
only son!” He said, “This is a total extinction to their 
family, as much as if they were sold into captivity.” 
Upon my mentioning that Mr. Thrale had daughters, 
who might inherit his wealth; — “Daughters, (said John- 
son, warmly, ) he’ll no more value his daughters than — ” 
I was going to speak. — “Sir, (said he,) don’t you know 
how you yourself think? Sir, he wishes to propagate his 
name!” In short, I saw male succession strong in his 
mind, even where there was no name, no family of any 
long standing. I said, it was lucky he was not present 
when this misfortune happened. Johnson. “It is lucky 
for vie. People in distress never think that you feel 
enough.” Boswell. “And, Sir, they will have the hope of 
seeing you, which will be a relief in the mean time; and 
when you get to them, the pain will be so far abated, 
that they will be capable of being consoled by you, 
which, in the first violence of it, I believe, would not be 
the case.” Johnson. “No, Sir; violent pain of mind, like 
violent pain of body, must be severely felt.” Boswell. 
“I own, Sir, I have not so much feeling for the distress 
of others, as some people have, or pretend to have; but 
I know this, that I would do all in my power to relieve 
them.” Johnson. “Sir, it is affectation to pretend to feel 
the distress of others, as much as they do themselves. 
It is equally so, as if one should pretend to feel as much 
pain while a friend’s leg is cutting off, as he does. No, 
Sir; you have expressed the rational and just nature of 
sympathy. I would have gone to the extremity of the 
earth to have preserved this boy.” 

He was soon quite calm. The letter was from Mr. 
Thrale’s clerk, and concluded, “I need not say how much 
they wish to see you in London.” He said, “We shall 
hasten back from Taylor’s.” 

4fter dinner Dr. Johnson wrote a letter to Mrs, 
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Thrale, on the death of her son. I said it would be very 
distressing to Thrale, but she would soon forget it, as 
she had so many things to think of. Johnson. “No, Sir, 
Thrale will forget it first. She has many things that she 
may think of. He has many things that he must think 
of.” This was a very just remark upon the different ef- 
fects of those light pursuits which occupy a vacant and 
easy mind, and those serious engagements which arrest 
attention, and keep us from brooding over grief. 

He observed of Lord Bute, “it was said of Augustus, 
that it would have been better for Rome that he had 
never been born, or had never died. So it would have 
been better for this nation if Lord Bute had never been 
minister, or had never resigned.” 

In the evening we went to the Town-hall, which was 
converted into a temporary theatre, and saw “Theo- 
dosius,” with “The Stratford Jubilee.” I was happy to 
see Dr. Johnson sitting in a conspicuous part of the pit, 
and receiving affectionate homage from all his acquaint- 
ance. We were quite gay and merry. I afterwards men- 
tioned to him that I condemned myself for being so, 
when poor Mr, and Mrs. Thrale were in such distress. 
Johnson. “You are wrong, Sir; twenty years hence Mr. 
and Mrs. Thrale will not suffer much pain from the 
death of their son. Now, Sir, you are to consider, that 
distance of place, as well as distance of time, operates 
upon the human feelings. I would not have you be gay 
in the presence of the distressed/ because it would shock 
them; but you may be gay at a distance. Pain for the 
loss of a friend, or of a relation whom we love, is occa- 
sioned by the want which we feel. In time the vacuity 
is filled with something else; or sometimes the vacuity 
closes up of itself.” 

Here I shall record some fragments of my friend's 
conversation during this jaunt. 
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"Marriage, Sir, is much more necessary to a man 
than to a woman: for he is much less able to supply him- 
self with domestick comforts. You will recollect my say- 
ing to some ladies the other day, that I had often won- 
dered why young women should marry, as they have 
so much more freedom, and so much more attention 
paid to them while unmarried, than when married. I in- 
deed did not mention the strong reason for their marry- 
ing — the mechanical reason/' Boswell. "Why that is a 
strong one. But does not imagination make it much more 
important than it is in reality? Is it not, to a certain de- 
gree, a delusion in us as well as in women?" Johnson. 
'"Why yes. Sir; but it is a delusion that is always begin- 
ning again." Boswell. "I don't know but there is upon 
the whole more misery than happiness produced by 
that passion." Johnson. "I don't think so. Sir." 

"Never speak of a man in his own presence. It is al- 
ways indelicate, and may be offensive." 

"Questioning is not the mode of the conversation 
among gentlemen. It is assuming a superiority, and it is 
particularly wrong to question a man concerning himself. 
There may be parts of his former life which he may 
not wish to be made known to other persons, or even 
brought to his own recollection." 

"A man should be careful never to tell tales of him- 
self to his own disadvantage. People may be amused 
and laugh at the time, but they will be remembered and 
brought out against him upon some subsequent occa- 
sion." 

On Tuesday, March 26, there came for us an equi- 
page properly suited to a wealthy well-beneficed clergy- 
man: Dr. Taylor's large, roomy post-chaise, drawn by 
four stout plump horses, and driven by two steady jolly 
postillions, which conveyed us to Ashbourne. 

Dr. Johnson and Dr. Taylor met with great cordiality; 
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and Johnson soon gave him the same sad account of 
their school-fellow, Congreve, that he had given to Mr. 
Hector; adding a remark of such moment to the rational 
conduct of a man in the decline of life, that deserves 
to be imprinted upon every mind: “There is nothing 
against which an old man should be so much upon his 
guard as putting himself to nurse.” 

Dr. Taylor commended a physician who was known 
to him and Dr. Johnson, and said, “I fight many battles 
for him, as many people in the country dislike him.” 
Johnson. “But you should consider, Sir, that by every 
one of your victories he is a loser; for, every man of 
whom you get the better, will be very angry, and resolve 
not to employ him; whereas if people get the better of 
you in argument about him, they’ll think, “We'll send 
for Dr. ****** nevertheless.” This was an observation 
deep and sure in human nature. 

Next day, as Dr. Johnson had acquainted Dr. Taylor 
of the reason for his returning speedily to London, it 
was resolved that we should set out after dinner. A few 
of Dr. Taylor's neighbours were his guests that day. 

Dr. Johnson talked with approbation of one who had 
attained to the state of the philosophical wise man, that 
is, to have no want of any thing. “Then, Sir, (said I,) the 
savage is a wise man.” “Sir, (said he,) I do not mean 
simply being without, — but not having a want.” I main- 
tained, against this proposition, that it was better to 
have fine clothes, for instance, than not to feel the want 
of them. Johnson. “No, Sir; fine clothes are good only 
as they supply the want of other means of procuring re- 
spect. Was Charles the Twelfth, think you, less respected 
for his coarse blue coat. and black stock? And you find 
the King of Prussia dresses plain, because the dignity 
of his character is sufficient.” I here brought myself into 
a scrape, for I heedlessly said, “Would not you , Sir, be 
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the better for velvet embroidery?” Johnson. "Sir, you 
put an end to all argument when you introduce your 
opponent himself. Have you no better manners? There 
is your want.” 

On Thursday, March 28, we pursued our journey. He 
said, "It is commonly a weak man, who marries for 
love.” We then talked of marrying women of fortune; 
and I mentioned a common remark, that a man may be, 
upon the whole, richer by marrying a woman with a 
very small portion, because a woman of fortune will be 
proportionately expensive; whereas a woman who brings 
none will be very moderate in expenses. Johnson. "De- 
pend upon it, Sir, this is not true. A woman of fortune 
being used to the handling of money, spends it judi- 
ciously; but a woman who gets the command of money 
for the first time upon her marriage, has such a gust in 
spending it, that she throws it away with great pro- 
fusion.” 

At Leicester we read in the newspaper that Dr. 
James was dead. I thought that the death of an old 
school-fellow, and one with whom he had lived a good 
deal in London, would have affected my fellow-traveller 
much; but he only said, "Ah! poor Jamy.” Afterwards, 
however, when we were in the chaise, he said, with more 
tenderness, "Since I set out on this jaunt, I have lost 
an old friend and a young one; — Dr. James, and poor 
Harry,” (meaning Mr. Thrales son.) 

Having lain at St. Alban s, on Thursday, March 28, 
we breakfasted the next morning at Barnet. I expressed 
to him a weakness of mind which I could not help; an 
uneasy apprehension that my wife and children, who 
were at a great distance from me, might, perhaps, be ill. 
"Sir, (said he,) consider how foolish you would think 
it in them to be apprehensive that you are ill.” This sud- 
den turn relieved me for the moment; but I afterwards 
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perceived it to be an ingenious fallacy. I might, to be 
sure, be satisfied that they had no reason to be appre- 
hensive about me, because I knew that I myself was 
well: but we might have a mutual anxiety, without the 
charge of folly; because each was, in some degree, un- 
certain as to the condition of the other. 

I enjoyed the luxury of our approach to London, that 
metropolis which we both loved so much, for the high 
and varied intellectual pleasure which it furnishes. I 
experienced immediate happiness while whirled along 
with such a companion, and said to him, “Sir, you ob- 
served one day at General Oglethorpe's, that a man is 
never happy for the present, but when he is drunk. Will 
you not add, — or when driving rapidly in a post-chaise?" 
Johnson. “No, Sir, you are driving rapidly from some- 
thing, or to something." 

We stopped at Messieurs Dillys, booksellers in the 
Poultry; from whence he hurried away, in a hackney 
coach, to Mr. Thrale's in the Borough. I called at his 
house in the evening, having promised to acquaint Mrs. 
Williams of his safe return; when, to my surprize, I 
found him sitting with her at tea, and, as I thought, not 
in a very good humour: for, it seems, when he had got 
to Mr. Thrale’s, he found the coach was at the door wait- 
ing to carry Mrs. and Miss Thrale, and Signor Baretti, 
their Italian master, to Bath. This was not showing 
the attention which might have been expected to the 
“Guide, Philosopher, and Friend;" the Imlac who had 
hastened from the country to console a distressed 
mother, who he understood was very anxious for his re- 
turn. They had, I found, without ceremony, proceeded 
on their intended journey. I was glad to understand from 
him that it was still resolved that his tour to Italy with 
Mr. and Mrs. Thrale should take place, of which he had 
entertained some doubt, on account of the loss which 
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they had suffered; and his doubts afterwards appeared 
to be well-founded. He observed, indeed very justly, 
that “their loss was an additional reason for their going 
abroad; and if it had not been fixed that he should have 
been one of the party, he would force them out; but he 
would not advise them unless his advice was asked, lest 
they might suspect that he recommended what he 
wished on his own account.” 

' On Wednesday, April 3, in the morning I found him 
very busy putting his books in order, and as they were 
generally very old ones, clouds of dust were flying 
around him. He had on a pair of large gloves such as 
hedgers use. His present appearance put me in mind of 
my uncle, Dr. Boswell’s description of him, “A robust 
genius, born to grapple with whole libraries.” 

We agreed to dine today at the Mitre tavern. I 
brought with me Mr. Murray, Solicitor-General of Scot- 
land, now one of the Judges of the Court of Session, 
with the title of Lord Henderland. I mentioned Mr. 
Solicitor’s relation. Lord Charles Hay, with whom I 
knew Dr. Johnson had been acquainted. Johnson. “I 
wrote something for Lord Charles; and I thought he had 
nothing to fear from a court-martial. I suffered a great 
loss when he died; he was a mighty pleasing man in 
conversation, and a reading man. The character of a 
soldier is high. They who stand forth the foremost in 
danger, for the community, have the respect of man- 
kind. An officer is much more respected than any other 
man who has as little money. In a commercial country, 
money will always purchase respect. But you find, an 
officer, who has, properly speaking, no money, is every 
where well received and treated with attention. The 
character of a soldier always stands him in stead.” Bos- 
\Vell. “Yet, Sir, I think that common soldiers are worse 
thought of than other men in the same rank in life; such 
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as labourers.” Johnson. "Why, Sir, a common soldier is 
usually a very gross man, and any quality which pro- 
cures respect may be overwhelmed by grossness. A man 
of learning may be so vicious or so ridiculous that you 
cannot respect him. A common soldier too, generally 
eats more than he can pay for. But when a common 
soldier is civil in his quarters, his red coat procures him 
a degree of respect.” The peculiar respect paid to the 
military character in France was mentioned. Boswell. 
T should think that where military men were so numer- 
ous, they would be less valued as not being rare.” John- 
son. “Nay, Sir, wherever a particular character or pro- 
fession is high in the estimation of a people, those who 
are of it will be valued above other men. We value an 
Englishman high in this country, and yet Englishmen 
are not rare in it.” 

Murray. “It seems to me that we are not angry at a 
man for controverting an opinion which we believe and 
value; we rather pity him.” Johnson. “Why, Sir, to be 
sure when you wish a man to have that belief which you 
think is of infinite advantage, you wish well to him; but 
your primary consideration is your own quiet. If a mad- 
man were to come into this room with a stick in his 
hand, no doubt we should pity the state of his mind; 
but our primary consideration would be to take care of 
ourselves. We should knock him down first, and pity him 
afterwards. No, Sir, every man will dispute with great 
good humour upon a subject in which he is not inter- 
ested. I will dispute very calmly upon the probability of 
another man’s son being hanged; but if a man zealously 
enforces the probability that my own son will be 
hanged, I shall certainly not be in a very good humour 
with him.” I added this illustration, “If a man endeav- 
ours to convince me that my wife, whom I love very 
much, and in whom I place great confidence, is a dis- 
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agreeable woman, and is even unfaithful to me, I shall 
be very angry, for he is putting me in fear of being un- 
happy” Murray. “But, Sir, truth will always bear an 
examination.” Johnson. “Yes, Sir, but it is painful to be 
forced to defend it. Consider, Sir, how should you like, 
though conscious of your innocence, to be tried before a 
jury for a capital crime, once a week.” 

On Friday, April 5, being Good Friday, after having 
attended the morning service at St. Clement's church, I 
walked home with Johnson. We talked of the Roman 
Catholick religion. Johnson. “In the barbarous ages, Sir, 
priests and people were equally deceived; but after- 
wards there were gross corruptions introduced by the 
clergy, such as indulgences to priests to have concu- 
bines, and the worship of images, not, indeed, incul- 
cated, but knowingly permitted.” He strongly censured 
the licensed stews at Rome. Boswell. “So then, Sir, 
you would allow of no irregular intercourse whatever 
between the sexes?” Johnson. “To be sure I would not, 
Sir. I would punish it much more than it is done, and so 
restrain it. In all countries there has been fornication, as 
in all countries there has been theft; but there may be 
more or less of the one, as well as of the other, in pro- 
portion to the force of law. All men will naturally com- 
mit fornication, as all men will naturally steal. And, Sir, 
it is very absurd to argue, as has been often done, that 
prostitutes are necessary to prevent the violent effects of 
appetite from violating the decent order of life; nay, 
should be permitted in order to preserve the chastity of 
our wives and daughters. Depend upon it, severe laws, 
steadily enforced, would be sufficient against those evils, 
and would promote marriage.” 

I stated to him this case: — “Suppose a man has a 
daughter, who he knows has been seduced, but her mis- 
fortune is concealed from the world? should he keep her 
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in his house? Would he not, by doing so, be accessary to 
imposition? And, perhaps, a worthy, unsuspecting man 
might come and marry this woman, unless the father 
inform him of the truth.” Johnson. “Sir, he is accessary 
to no imposition. His daughter is in his house; and if a 
man courts her, he takes his chance. If a friend, or, in- 
deed, if any man asks his opinion whether he should 
marry her, he ought to advise him against it, without 
telling why, because his real opinion is then required. 
Or, if he has other daughters who know of her frailty, he 
ought not to keep her in his house. You are to consider 
the state of life is this; we are to judge of one another’s 
characters as well as we can; and a man is not bound 
in honesty or honour, to tell us the faults of his daughter 
or of himself. A man who has debauched his friend’s 
daughter is not obliged to say to every body — Take care 
of me; don’t let me into your house without suspicion. 
I once debauched a friend’s daughter. I may debauch 
yours.” 

Mr. Thrale called upon him, and appeared to bear the 
loss of his son with a manly composure. There was no 
affectation about him; and he talked, as usual, upon in- 
different subjects. He seemed to me to hesitate as to the 
intended Italian tour, on which I flattered myself, he 
and Mrs. Thrale and Dr. Johnson were soon to set out; 
and, therefore, I pressed it as much as I could. I men- 
tioned that Mr. Beauclerk had said, that Baretti, whom 
they were to carry with them, would keep them so long 
in the little towns of his own district, that they would 
not have time to see Rome. I mentioned this to put 
them on their guard. Johnson. “Sir, we do not thank 
Mr. Beauclerk for supposing that we are to be directed 
by Baretti.” 

I mentioned a new gaming-club, of which Mr. Beau- 
clerk had given me an account, where the members 
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played to a desperate extent. Johnson. “Depend upon 
it, Sir, this is mere talk. Who is ruined by gaming? You 
will not find six instances in an age. There is a strange 
rout made about deep play: whereas you have many 
more people ruined by adventurous trade, and yet we 
do not hear such an outcry against it.” Thrale. “There 
may be few people absolutely ruined by deep play; but 
very many are much hurt in their circumstances by it.” 
Johnson. “Yes, Sir, and so are very many by other kinds 
of expence.” I had heard him talk once before in the 
same manner; and at Oxford he said, “he wished he had 
learned to play at cards.” The truth, however, is, that he 
loved to display his ingenuity in argument; and there- 
fore would sometimes in conversation maintain opinions 
which he was sensible were wrong, but in supporting 
which, his reasoning and wit would be most conspicuous. 
He would begin thus: “Why, Sir, as to the good or evil 
of card-playing — ” “Now, (said Garrick,) he is thinking 
which side he shall take.” He appeared to have a pleas- 
ure in contradiction, especially when any opinion what- 
ever was delivered with an air of confidence; so that 
there was hardly any topick, if not one of the great 
truths of Religion and Morality, that he might not have 
been incited to argue, either for or against. Lord Elibank 
had the highest admiration of his powers. He once ob- 
served to me, “Whatever opinion Johnson maintains, I 
will not say that he convinces me; but he never fails to 
shew me, that he has good reasons for it.” I have heard 
Johnson pay his Lordship this high compliment: 

“I never was in Lord Elibank’s company without 
learning something.” 

On Sunday, April T, E aster-day, after having been at 
St. Paul’s cathedral, I came to Dr. Johnson, according to 
my usual custom. It seemed to me that there was always 
something peculiarly mild and placid in his manner 
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upon this holy festival, the commemoration of the most 
joyful event in the history of our world, the resurrection 
of our Lord and Saviour, who, having triumphed over 
death and the grave, proclaimed immortality to man- 
kind. 

I repeated to him an argument of a lady of my ac- 
quaintance who maintained, that her husband's having 
been guilty of numberless infidelities, released her from 
conjugal obligations, because they were reciprocal. John- 
son. “This is miserable stuff, Sir. To the contract of 
marriage, besides the man and wife, there is a third 
party — Society; and if it be considered as a vow — God: 
and, therefore, it cannot be dissolved by their consent 
alone. Laws are not made for particular cases, but for 
men in general. A woman may be unhappy with her 
husband; but she cannot be freed from him without the 
approbation of the civil and ecclesiastical power. A man 
may be unhappy, because he is not so rich as another; 
but he is not to seize upon another’s property with his 
own hand.” Boswell. “But, Sir, this lady does not want 
that the contract should be dissolved; she only argues 
that she may indulge herself in gallantries with equal 
freedom as her husband does, provided she takes care 
not to introduce a spurious issue into his family. You 
know, Sir, what Macrobius has told of Julia.” Johnson. 
“This lady of yours, Sir, I think, is very fit for a brothel.” 

Mr. Macbean, authour of the “Dictionary of Ancient 
Geography,” came in. He mentioned that he had been 
forty years absent from Scotland. “Ah, Boswell! (said 
Johnson, smiling,) what would you give to be forty 
years from Scotland?” I said, “I should not like to be so 
long absent from the seat of my ancestors.” This gentle- 
man, Mrs. Williams, and Mr. Levett dined with us. 

Dr. Johnson made a remark, which both Mr. Mac- 
bean and I thought new. It was this; that “the law 
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against usury is for the protection of creditors as well 
as debtors; for if there were no such check, people 
would be apt, from the temptation of great interest, to 
lend to desperate persons, by whom they would lose 
their money. Accordingly there are instances of ladies 
being ruined, by having injudiciously sunk their fortunes 
for high annuities, which, after a few years, ceased to 
be paid, in consequence of the ruined circumstances of 
the borrower.” 

After coffee, we went to afternoon service in St. 
Clement’s church. Observing some beggars in the street 
as we walked along, I said to him, I suppose there was 
no civilised country in the world, where the misery of 
want in the lowest classes of the people was prevented. 
Johnson. “I believe. Sir, there is not; but it is better that 
some should be unhappy, than that none should be 
happy, which would be the case in a general state of 
equality.” 

On Wednesday, April 10, I dined with him at Mr. 
Thrale’s, where were Mr. Murphy and some other com- 
pany. Before dinner, Dr. Johnson and I passed some 
time by ourselves. I was sorry to find it was now re- 
solved that the proposed journey to Italy should not 
take place this year. He said, “I am disappointed, to be 
sure; but it is not a great disappointment.” I wondered 
to see him bear, with a philosophical calmness, what 
would have made most people peevish and fretful. I 
perceived, however, that he had so warmly cherished 
the hope of enjoying classical scenes, that he could not 
easily part with the scheme; for he said, “I shall proba- 
bly contrive to get to Italy some other way. But I wont 
mention it to Mr. and Mrs. Thrale, as it might vex 
them.” I suggested, that going to Italy might have done 
Mr. and Mrs. Thrale good. Johnson. “1 rather believe 
not. Sir. While grief is fresh, every attempt to divert 



THE LIFE OF SAMUEL JOHNSON 235 

only irritates. You must wait till grief be digested , and 
then amusement will dissipate the remains of it.” 

I said, I disliked the custom which some people had 
of bringing their children into company, because it in 
a manner forced us to pay foolish compliments to please 
their parents. Johnson. “You are right. Sir. We may be 
excused for not caring much about other people’s chil- 
dren, for there are many who care very little about their 
own children. It may be observed, that men, who from 
being engaged in business, or from their course of life 
in whatever way, seldom see their children, do not care 
much about them. I myself should not have had much 
fondness for a child of my own.” Mrs. Thrale. “Nay, 
Sir, how can you talk so?” Johnson. “At least, I never 
wished to have a child.” 

On Thursday, April 11, I dined with him at General 
Paoli’s, in whose house I now resided, and where I had 
ever afterwards the honour of being entertained with, 
the kindest attention as his constant guest, while I was 
in London, till I had a house of my own there. I men- 
tioned my having that morning introduced to Mr. Gar- 
rick, Count Neni, a Flemish Nobleman of great rank 
and fortune, to whom Garrick talked of Abel Drugger 
as a small part; and related, with pleasant vanity, that 
a Frenchman, who had seen him in one of his low char- 
acters, exclaimed, “ Comment l je ne le crois pas. Ce 
nest pas Monsieur Garrick, ce Grand Homme? * Garrick 
added, with an appearance of grave recollection, "If I 
were to begin life again, I think I should not play 
those low characters.” Upon which I observed, “Sir, you 
would be in the wrong; for your great excellence is your 
variety of playing, your representing so well, characters 
so very different.” Johnson. “Garrick, Sir, was not in 
earnest in what he said; for, to be sure, his peculiar ex- 
cellence is his variety; and, perhaps, there is not any one 
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character which has not been as well acted by some- 
body else, as he could do it.” Boswell. ‘‘Why then, Sir, 
did he talk so?” Johnson. “Why, Sir, to make you an- 
swer as you did.” Boswell. “I don’t know, Sir; he 
seemed to dip deep into his mind for the reflection.” 
Johnson. “He had not far to dip, Sir; he had said the 
same thing, probably, twenty times before.” 

Of a nobleman raised at a very early period to high 
office, he said, “His parts, Sir, are pretty well for a Lord; 
but would not be distinguished in a man who had noth- 
ing else but his parts.” 

A journey to Italy was still in his thoughts. He said, 
“A man who has not been in Italy, is always conscious 
of an inferiority, from his not having seen what it is ex- 
pected a man should see. The grand object of travelling 
is to see the shores of the Mediterranean. On those 
shores were the four great Empires of the world; the 
Assyrian, the Persian, the Grecian, and the Roman. — 
All our religion, almost all our law, almost all our arts, 
almost all that sets us above savages, has come to us 
from the shores of the Mediterranean.” The General 
observed, that “The Mediterranean would be a noble 
subject for a poem.” 

A gentleman maintained that the art of printing had 
hurt real learning, by disseminating idle writings. — 
Johnson. “Sir, if it had not been for the art of printing, 
we should now have no learning at all; for books would 
have perished faster than they could have been tran- 
scribed.” This observation seems not just, considering 
for how many ages books were preserved by writing 
alone. 

The same gentleman maintained, that a general dif- 
fusion of knowledge among a people was a disadvan- 
tage; for it made the vulgar rise above their humble 
sphere. Johnson. “Sir, while knowledge is a distinction. 
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those who are possessed of it will naturally rise above 
those who are not. Merely to read and write was a dis- 
tinction at first; but we see when reading and writing 
have become general, the common people keep their 
stations. And so, were higher attainments to become 
general, the effect would be the same.” 

"Goldsmith (he said), referred every thing to vanity; 

his virtues, and his vices too were from that motive. He 

was not a social man. He never exchanged mind with 
» 

you. 

We spent the evening at Mr. Hoole’s. Mr. Mickle, the 
excellent translator of "The Lusiad/' was there. I have 
preserved little of the conversation of this evening. Dr. 
Johnson said, "Thomson had a true poetical genius, the 
power of viewing every thing in a poetical light. His 
fault is such a cloud of words sometimes, that the sense 
can hardly peep through. Shiels, who compiled "Cibber's 
Lives of the Poets/ was one day sitting with me. I took 
down Thomson, and read aloud a large portion of him, 
and then asked, — Is not this fine? Shiels having ex- 
pressed the highest admiration, Well, Sir, (said I,) I 
have omitted every other line/' 

I related a dispute between Goldsmith and Mr. Rob- 
ert Dodsley, one day when they and I were dining at 
Tom Davies's, in 1762. Goldsmith asserted, that there 
was no poetry produced in this age. Dodsley appealed 
to his own Collection, and maintained, that though you 
could not find a palace like Dryden's "Ode on St. Ce- 
cilia's Day/' you had villages composed of very pretty 
houses; and he mentioned particularly "The Spleen." 
Johnson. "I think Dodsley gave up the question. He 
and Goldsmith said the same thing; only he said it in 
a softer manner than Goldsmith did; for he acknowl- 
edged that there was no poetry, nothing that towered 
above the common mark. You may find wit and humour 



238 JAMES BOSWELL 

in verse, and yet no poetry. ‘Hudibras' has a profusion 
of these; yet it is not to be reckoned a poem. ‘The 
Spleen/ in Dodsley's collection, on which you say he 
chiefly rested, is not poetry.” Boswell. “Does not Gray's 
poetry. Sir, tower above the common mark?” Johnson. 
“Yes, Sir; but we must attend to the difference between 
what men in general cannot do if they would, and what 
every man may do if he would. Sixteen-string Jack 
towered above the common mark.” Boswell. “Then, 
Sir, what is poetry?” Johnson. <c Why, Sir, it is much 
easier to say what it is not. We all know what light is; 
but it is not easy to tell what it is.” 

On Friday, April 12, I dined with him at our friend 
Tom Davies's. 

Davies said of a well known dramatick authour, that 
“he lived upon 'potted stories , and that he made his way 
as Hannibal did, by vinegar; having begun by attacking 
people, particularly the players.” 

He reminded Dr. Johnson of Mr. Murphy's having 
paid him the highest compliment that ever was paid to 
a layman, by asking his pardon for repeating some oaths 
in the course of telling a story. 

Johnson and I supped this evening at the Crown and 
Anchor tavern, in company with Sir Joshua Reynolds, 
Mr. Langton, Mr. Nairne, now one of the Scotch Judges, 
with the title of Lord Dunsinan, and my very worthy 
friend, Sir William Forbes, of Pitsligo. 

We discussed the question, whether drinking im- 
proved conversation and benevolence. Sir Joshua main- 
tained it did. Johnson. “No, Sir: before dinner men 
meet with great inequality of understanding; and those 
who are conscious of their inferiority, have the modesty 
riot to talk. When they have drunk wine, every man 
feefc himself happy, and loses that modesty, and grows 
impudent and vociferous: but he is not improved: he 
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is only not sensible of bis defects.” Sir Joshua said the 
Doctor was talking of the effects of excess in wine; but 
that a moderate glass enlivened the mind, by giving a 
proper circulation to the blood. “I am, (said he,) in 
veiy good spirits, when I get up in the morning. By 
dinner-time I am exhausted; wine puts me in the same 
state as when I got up: and I am sure that moderate 
drinking makes people talk better.” Johnson. "No, Sir; 
wine gives not light, gay, ideal hilarity; but tumultuous, 
noisy, clamorous merriment. I have heard none of those 
drunken, — nay, drunken is a coarse word, — none of 
those vinous flights.” Sir Joshua. "Because you have sat 
by, quite sober, and felt an envy of the happiness of 
those who were drinking.” Johnson. "Perhaps, con- 
tempt. — And, Sir, it is not necessary to be drunk one’s 
self, to relish the wit of drunkenness. Do we not judge 
of the drunken wit of the dialogue between Iago and 
Cassio, the most excellent in its kind, when we are quite 
sober? Wit is wit, by whatever means it is produced; 
and, if good, will appear so at all times. I admit that 
the spirits are raised by drinking, as by the common 
participation of any pleasure: cock-fighting, or bear- 
baiting, will raise the spirits of a company, as drinking 
does, though surely they will not improve conversation. 
I also admit, that there are some sluggish men who are 
improved by drinking; as there are fruits which are not 
good till they are rotten. There are such men, but they 
are medlars. I indeed allow that there have been a very 
few men of talents who were improved by drinking; but 
I maintain that I am right as to the effects of drinking 
in general: and let it be considered, that there is no 
position, however false in its universality, which is not 
true of some particular man.” Sir William Forbes said, 
"Might not a man warmed with wine be like a bottle 
of beer, which is made brisker by being set before the 
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fire?” — “Nay, (said Johnson, laughing,) I cannot an- 
swer that: that is too much for me.” 

I observed, that wine did some people harm, by in- 
flaming, confusing, and irritating their minds; but that 
the experience of mankind had declared in favour of 
moderate drinking. Johnson. “Sir, I do not say it is 
wrong to produce self-complacency by drinking; I only 
deny that it improves the mind. When I drank wine, I 
scorned to drink it when in company. I have drunk 
many a bottle by myself; in the first place, because I 
had need of it to raise my spirits: in the second place, 
because I would have nobody to witness its effects upon 
me.” 

He told us, he read Fielding’s “Amelia” through, 
without stopping. He said, “if a man begins to read in 
the middle of a book, and feels an inclination to go on, 
let him not quit it, to go to the beginning. He may per- 
haps not feel again the inclination.” 

On Monday, April 29, he and I made an excursion to 
Bristol, where I was entertained with seeing him enquire 
upon the spot, into the authenticity of “Rowley’s Poetry,” 
as I had seen him enquire upon the spot into the au- 
thenticity of “ Ossians Poetry.” 

Johnson said of Chatter ton, “This is the most extraor- 
dinary young man that has encountered my knowledge. 
It is wonderful how the whelp has written such things.” 

We were by no means pleased with our inn at Bristol. 
“Let us see now, (said I,) how we should describe it.” 
Johnson was ready with his raillery. “Describe it. Sir? — 
Why, it was so bad, that Boswell wished to be in Scot- 
land!” 

“Garrick (he observed) does not play the part of 
Archer in 'The Beaux Stratagem’ well. The gentleman 
should break out through the footman, which is not the 
case as he does it.” 
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“That man is never happy for the present is so true, 
that all his relief from unhappiness is only forgetting 
himself for a little while. Life is a progress from want 
to want, not from enjoyment to enjoyment.” 

“Lord Chesterfield's Letters to his son, I think, might 
be made a very pretty book. Take out the immorality, 
and it should be put in the hands of every young gentle- 
man. An elegant manner and easiness of behaviour are 
acquired gradually and imperceptibly. No man can say, 
Til be genteel.’ There are ten genteel women for one 
genteel man, because they are more restrained. A man 
without some degree of restraint is insufferable; but we 
are less restrained than women. Were a woman sitting 
in company to put out her legs before her as most men 
do, we should be tempted to kick them in.” No man was 
a more attentive and nice observer of behaviour in those 
in whose company he happened to be, than Johnson; or 
however strange it may seem to many, had a higher 
estimation of its refinements. Lord Eliot informs me, 
that one day when Johnson and he were at dinner in a 
gentleman s house in London, upon Lord Chesterfield’s 
Letters being mentioned, Johnson surprized the com- 
pany by this sentence: “Every man of any education 
would rather be called a rascal, than accused of defi- 
ciency in the graces ” Mr. Gibbon, who was present, 
turned to a lady who knew Johnson well, and lived 
much with him, and in his quaint manner, tapping his 
box, addressed her thus: “Don’t you think. Madam, 
(looking towards Johnson,) that among all your ac- 
quaintance you could find one exception?” The lady 
smiled, and seemed to acquiesce. 

When I complained of having dined at a splendid 
table without hearing one sentence of conversation wor- 
thy of being remembered, he said, “Sir, there seldom is 
any such conversation.” Boswell. * Why then meet at 
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table?" Johnson. “Why to eat and drink together, and 
to promote kindness; and. Sir, this is better done when 
there is no solid conversation: for when there is, people 
differ in opinion, and get into bad humour, or some of 
the company who are not capable of such conversation, 
are left out, and feel themselves uneasy. It was for this 
reason Sir Robert Walpole said, he always talked bawdy 
at his table, because in that all could join.” 

Being irritated bv hearing a gentleman 1 ask Mr. Levett 
a varietv of questions concerning him, when he was 
sitting bv, he broke out, “Sir, you have but two topicks, 
yourself and me. I am sick of both.” “A man, (said he,) 
should not talk of himself, nor much of any particular 
person. He should take care not to be made a proverb; 
and, therefore, should avoid having any one topick of 
which people can sav, ‘We shall hear him upon it.' 
There was a Dr. Oldfield, who was always talking of the 
Duke of Marlborough. He came into a coffee house one 
day, and told that his Grace had spoken in the House 
of Lords for half an hour. ‘Did lie indeed speak for half 
an hour?’ (said Belchier, the surgeon,) — ‘Yes/ — ‘And 
what did he say of Dr. Oldfield?’ — ‘Nothing/ — ■‘Why 
then, Sir, he was very ungrateful; for Dr. Oldfield could 
not have spoken for a quarter of an hour, without saying 
something of him/ ” 

I am now to record a very curious incident in Dr. 
Johnson’s life, which fell under my own observation; of 
which pars magna fui , and which I am persuaded will, 
with the liberal-minded, be much to his credit. 

My desire of being acquainted with celebrated men 
of every description, had made me, much about the 
same time, obtain an introduction to Dr. Samuel John- 
son and to John Wilkes, Esq, Two men more different 
could perhaps not be selected out of all mankind. They 


1 Boswell. 
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had even attacked one anothei with some asperity in 
their writings; yet I lived in habits of friendship with 
both. I could fully relish the excellence of each; for I 
have ever delighted in that intellectual chymistry, which 
can separate good qualities from* evil in the same person. 

Sir John Pringle, 'mine own friend and my Father’s 
friend,” between whom and Dr. Johnson I in vain 
wished to establish an acquaintance, as I respected and 
lived in intimacy with both of them, observed to me 
once, very ingeniously, "It is not in friendship as in 
mathematicks, where two things, each equal to a third, 
are equal between themselves. You agree with Johnson 
as a middle quality, and you agree with me as a middle 
quality; but Johnson and I should not agree.” Sir John 
was not sufficiently flexible; so I desisted; knowing, in- 
deed, that the repulsion was equally strong on the part 
of Johnson; who, I know not from what cause, unless his 
being a Scotchman, had formed a very erroneous opin- 
ion of Sir John. But I conceived an irresistible wish, if 
possible, to bring Dr. Johnson and Mr. Wilkes together. 
How to manage it, was a nice and difficult matter. 

My worthy booksellers and friends, Messieurs Dilly 
in the Poultry, at whose hospitable and well-covered 
table I have seen a greater number of literary men, than 
at any other, except that of Sir Joshua Reynolds, had 
invited me to meet Mr. Wilkes and some more gentle- 
men, on Wednesday, May 15. "Pray (said I,) let us 
have Dr. Johnson.” — “What with Mr. Wilkes? not for 
the world, (said Mr. Edward Dilly;) Dr. Johnson would 
never forgive me.” — “Come, (said I,) if you’ll let me 
negociate for you, I will be answerable that all shall go 
well.” Dilly. “Nay, if you will take it upon you, I am 
sure I shall be very happy to see them both here.” 

Notwithstanding the high veneration which I enter- 
tained for Dr. Johnson, I was sensible that he was some- 



244 JAMES BOSWELL 

times a little actuated by the spirit of contradiction, and 
by means of that I hoped I should gain my point. I was 
persuaded that if I had come upon him with a direct 
proposal, “Sir, will you dine in company with Jack 
Wilkes?” he would havd flown into a passion, and would 
probably have answered, “Dine with Jack Wilkes, Sir! 
I’d as soon dine with Jack Ketch.” I therefore, while we 
were sitting quietly by ourselves at his house in an eve- 
ning, took occasion to open my plan thus: — “Mr. Dilly, 
Sir, sends his respectful compliments to you, and would 
be happy if you would do him the honour to dine with 
him on Wednesday next along with me, as I must soon 
go to Scotland.” Johnson. “Sir, I am obliged to Mr. 
Dilly. I will wait upon him — ” Boswell. “Provided, Sir, 
I suppose, that the company which he is to have, is 
agreeable to you.” Johnson. <c What do you mean. Sir? 
What do you take me for? Do you think I am so ignorant 
of the world, as to imagine that I am to prescribe to a 
gentleman what company he is to have at his table?” 
Boswell. “I beg your pardon, Sir, for wishing to pre- 
vent you from meeting people whom you might not like. 
Perhaps he may have some of what he calls his patri- 
otick friends with him.” Johnson. “Well, Sir, and what 
then? What care I for his patriotick friends? Poh!” Bos- 
well. “I should not be surprized to find Jack Wilkes 
there.” Johnson. “And if Jack Wilkes should be there, 
what is that to me. Sir? My dear friend, let us have no 
more of this. I am sorry to be angry with you; but really 
it is treating me strangely to talk to me as if I could not 
meet any company whatever, occasionally.” Boswell. 
“Pray, forgive me, Sir: I meant well. But you shall meet 
whoever comes, for me.” Thus I secured him, and told 
Dilly that he would find him very well pleased to be one 
of his guests on the day appointed. 

Upon the much expected Wednesday, I called on him 
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about half an hour before dinner, - as I often did when 
we were to dine out together, to see that he was ready 
in time, and to accompany him. I found him buffeting 
his books, as upon a former occasion, covered with dust, 
and making no preparation foregoing abroad. “How is 
this, Sir? (said I). Don’t you recollect that you are to 
dine at Mr. Dilly’s?” Johnson. “Sir, I did not think of 
going to Dilly’s: it went out of my head. I have ordered 
dinner at home with Mrs. Williams.” Boswell. “But, 
my dear Sir, you know you were engaged to Mr. Dilly, 
and I told him so. He will expect you, and will be much 
disappointed if you don’t come.” Johnson. “You must 
talk to Mrs. Williams about this.” 

Here was a sad dilemma. I feared that what I was so 
confident I had secured, would yet be frustrated. He 
had accustomed himself to shew Mrs. Williams such a 
degree of humane attention, as frequently imposed some 
restraint upon him; and I knew that if she should be 
obstinate, he would not stir. I hastened down stairs to 
the blind lady’s room, and told her I was in great un- 
easiness, for Dr. Johnson had engaged to me to dine this 
day at Mr. Dilly s, but that he had told me he had for- 
gotten his engagement, and had ordered dinner at home. 
“Yes, Sir, (said she, pretty peevishly,) Dr. Johnson is to 
dine at home.” — “Madam, (said I,) his respect for you 
is such, that I know he will not leave you, unless you 
absolutely desire it. But as you have so much of his 
company, I hope you will be good enough to forego it 
for a day: as Mr. Dilly is a very worthy man* has fre- 
quently had agreeable parties at his house for Dr. John- 
son, and will be vexed if the Doctor neglects him today. 
And then, Madam, be pleased to consider my situation; 
I carried the message, and I assured Mr. Dilly that Dr. 
Johnson was to come; and no doubt be has made a din- 
ner, and invited a company, and boasted of the honour 
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he expected to have. I shall be quite disgraced if the 
Doctor is not there.” She gradually softened to my solici- 
tations, which were certainly as earnest as most entreat- 
ies to ladies upon any occasion, and was graciously 
pleased to empower me to tell Dr. Johnson, “That all 
things considered, she thought he should certainly go.” 
I flew back to him, still in dust, and careless of what 
should be the event, “indifferent in his choice to go or 
stay;” but as soon as I had announced to him Mrs. Wil- 
liams’s consent, he roared, “Frank, a clean shirt,” and 
was very soon drest. When I had him fairly seated in a 
hackney-coach with me, I exulted as much as a fortune- 
hunter who has got an heiress into a post-chaise with 
him to set out for Gretna-Green. 

When we entered Mr. Dilly’s drawing-room, he found 
himself in the midst of a company he did not know. I 
kept myself snug and silent, watching how he would 
conduct himself. I observed him whispering to Mr. Dilly, 
“Who is that gentleman, Sir?” — “Mr. Arthur Lee.” — 
Johnson. “Too, too, too,” (under his breath,) which was 
one of his habitual mutterings. Mr. Arthur Lee could not 
but be very obnoxious to Johnson, for he was not only a 
patriot , but an American . He was afterwards minister 
from the United States at the court of Madrid. “And 
who is the gentleman in lace?” — “Mr. Wilkes, Sir.” This 
information confounded him still more; he had some 
difficulty to restrain himself, and taking up a book, sat 
down upon a window-seat and read, or at least kept his 
eye upon it intently for some time, till he composed him- 
self. His feelings, I dare say, were aukward enough. But 
he no doubt recollected his having rated me for sup- 
posing that he could be at all disconcerted by any com- 
pany, and he, therefore, resolutely set himself to behave 
quite as an easy man of the world, who could adapt him- 
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self at once to the disposition and manners of those 
whom he might chance to meet. 

The cheering sound of “Dinner is upon the table/’ 
dissolved his reverie, and we all sat down without any 
symptom of ill humour. There were present, beside Mr. 
Wilkes, and Mr. Arthur Lee, who was an old companion 
of mine when he studied physick at Edinburgh, Mr. 
(now Sir John) Miller, Dr. Lettsom, and Mr. Slater, the 
druggist. Mr. Wilkes placed himself next to Dr. Johnson, 
and behaved to him with so much attention and polite- 
ness, that he gained upon him insensibly. No man eat 
more heartily than Johnson, or loved better what was 
nice and delicate. Mr. Wilkes was very assiduous in 
helping him to some fine veal. “Pray give me leave, Sir; 
— It is better here — A little of the brown — Some fat, 
Sir — A little of the stuffing — Some gravy — Let me have 
the pleasure of giving you some butter — Allow me to 
recommend a squeeze of this orange; — or the lemon, 
perhaps, may have more zest/’ — “Sir, Sir, I am obliged 
to you, Sir,” cried Johnson, bowing, and turning his 
head to him with a look for some time of “surly virtue,” 
but, in a short while, of complacency. 

Foote being mentioned, Johnson said, “He is not a 
good mimick.” One of the company added, “A merry 
Andrew, a buffoon.” Johnson. “But he has wit too, and 
is not deficient in ideas, or in fertility and variety of 
imagery, and not empty of reading; he has knowledge 
enough to fill up his part. One species of wit he has in 
an eminent degree, that of escape. You drive him into 
a comer with both hands; but he’s gone, Sir, when you 
think you have got him — like an animal that jumps over 
your head. Then he has a great range for wit; he never 
lets truth stand between him and a jest, and he is some- 
times mighty coarse. Garrick is under many restraints 
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from which Foote is free.” Wilkes. “Garrick's wit is 
more like Lord Chesterfield’s.” Johnson. “The first time 
I was in company with Foote was at Fitzherbert’s. Hav- 
ing no good opinion of the fellow, I was resolved not to 
be pleased; and it is very difficult to please a man 
against his will. I went on eating my dinner pretty sul- 
lenly, affecting not to mind him. But the dog was so 
very comical, that I was obliged to lay down my knife 
and fork, throw myself back upon my chair, and fairly 
laugh it out. No, Sir, he was irresistible. He upon one 
occasion experienced, in an extraordinary degree, the 
efficacy of his powers of entertaining. Amongst the many 
and various modes which he tried of getting money, he 
became a partner with a small-beer brewer, and he was 
to have a share of the profits for procuring customers 
amongst his numerous acquaintance. Fitzherbert was 
one who took his small-beer; but it was so bad that the 
servants resolved not to drink it. They were at some 
loss how to notify their resolution, being afraid of of- 
fending their master, who they knew liked Foote much 
as a companion. At last they fixed upon a little black 
boy, who was rather a favourite, to be their deputy, and 
deliver their remonstrance; and fmving invested him 
with the whole authority of the kitchen, he was to in- 
form Mr. Fitzherbert, in all their names, upon a certain 
day, that they would drink Foote’s small-beer no longer. 
On that day Foote happened to dine at Fitzherbert’s, 
and this boy served at table; he was so delighted with 
Foote’s stories, and merriment, and grimace, that when 
he went down stairs, he told them, “This is the finest 
man I have ever seen. I will not deliver your message. 
I will drink his small-beer.” 

Somebody observed that Garrick could not have done 
this. Wilkes. “Garrick would have made the small-beer 
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still smaller. He is now leaving the stage; but he will 
play Scrub all his life.” I knew that Johnson would let 
nobody attack Garrick but himself, as Garrick said to 
me, and I had heard him praise his liberality; so to bring 
out his commendation of his celebrated pupil, I said, 
loudly, “I have heard Garrick is liberal.” Johnson. “Yes, 
Sir, I know that Garrick has given away more money 
than any man in England that I am acquainted with, 
and that not from ostentatious views. Garrick was very 
poor when he began life; so when he came to have 
money, he probably was very unskilful in giving away, 
and saved when he should not. But Garrick began to be 
liberal as soon as he could; and I am of opinion, the 
reputation of avarice which he has had, has been very 
lucky for him, and prevented his haying many enemies. 
You despise a man for avarice, but do not hate him. Gar- 
rick might have been much better attacked for living 
with more splendour than is suitable to a player: if they 
had had the wit to have assaulted him in that quarter, 
they might have galled him more. But they have kept 
clamouring about his avarice, which has rescued him 
from much obloquy and envy.” 

Talking of the great difficulty of obtaining authentick 
information for biography, Johnson told us, “When I 
was a young fellow I wanted to write the ‘Life of Dry- 
den/ and in order to get materials, I applied to the only 
two persons then alive who had seen him; these were 
old Swinney, and old Cibber. Swinney’s information was 
no more than this, ‘That at Will’s coffee-house Dry den 
had a particular chair for himself, which was set by the 
fire in winter, and was then called his winter-chair; and 
that it was carried out for him to the balcony in summer, 
and was then called his summer-chair/ Cibber could tell 
no more but ‘That he remembered him a decent old 
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man, arbiter of critical disputes at Will’s/ You are to 
consider that Cibber* was then at a great distance from 
Dryden, had perhaps one leg only in the room, and 
durst not draw in the other.” Boswell. “Yet Cibber was 
a man of observation?” Johnson. “I think not.” Bos- 
well. “You will allow his "Apology’ to be well done.” 
Johnson. “Very well done, to be sure, Sir. That book 
is a striking proof of the justice of Pope’s remark: 

Each might his several province well command, 

Would all but stoop to what they understand.” 

Boswell. “And his plays are good.” Johnson. “Yes; but 
that was his trade; V esprit du corps ; he had been all his 
life among players and play-writers. I wondered that he 
had so little to say in conversation, for he had kept the 
best company, and learnt all that can be got by the ear. 
He abused Pindar to me, and then shewed me an ode 
of his own, with an absurd couplet, making a linnet 
soar on an eagle V wing. I told him that when the an- 
cients made a simile, they always made it like some- 
thing real.” 

Mr. Wilkes remarked, that “among all the bold flights 
of Shakespeare’s imagination, the boldest was making 
Birnamwood march to Dunsinane; creating a wood 
where there never was a shrub; a wood in Scotland! ha! 
ha! ha!” And he also observed, that ""the clannish slavery 
of the Highlands of Scotland was the single exception 
to Milton’s remark of 'The Mountain Nymph, sweet 
Liberty,’ being worshipped in all hilly countries.” — 
“When I was at Inverary (said he,) on a visit to my old 
friend Archibald, Duke of Argyle, his dependents con- 
gratulated me on being such a favourite of his Grace. 
I said, ‘It is then, gentlemen, truly lucky for me; for if 
l had displeased the Duke, and he had wished it, there 
is not a Campbell among you but would have been 
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ready to bring John Wilkes’s head to him in a charger. 
It would have been only 

Off with his head! so much for Aylesbury . 

I was then member for Aylesbury.” 

Mr. Arthur Lee mentioned some Scotch who had 
taken possession of a barren part of America, and won- 
dered why they should choose it. Johnson.* “Why, Sir, 
all barrenness is comparative. The Scotch would not 
know it to be barren.” Boswell. “Come, come, he is 
flattering the English. You have now been in Scotland, 
Sir, and say if you did not see meat and drink enough 
there.” Johnson. “Why yes, Sir; meat and drink enough 
to give the inhabitants sufficient strength to run away 
from home.” All these quick and lively sallies were said 
sportively, quite in jest, and with a smile, which showed 
that he meant only wit. Upon this topick he and Mr. 
Wilkes could perfectly assimilate; here was a bond of 
union between them, and I was conscious that as both 
of them had visited Caledonia, both were fully satisfied 
of the strange narrow ignorance of those who imagine 
that it is a land of famine. But they amused themselves 
with persevering in the old jokes. When I claimed a 
superiority for Scotland over England in one respect, 
that no man can be arrested there for a debt merely be- 
cause another swears it against him; but there must 
first be the judgement of a court of law ascertaining its 
justice; and that a seizure of the person, before judge- 
ment is obtained, can take place only, if his creditor 
should swear that he is about to fly from the country, 
or, as it is technically expressed, is in meditatione fugce: 
Wilkes. “That, I should think, may be safely sworn of 
all the Scotch nation.” Johnson. (To Mr. Wilkes) “You 
must know, Sir, I lately took my friend Boswell, and 
shewed him genuine civilised life in an English provin- 
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cial town. I turned him loose at Lichfield, my native 
city, that he might see for once real civility: for you 
know he lives among savages in Scotland, and among 
rakes in London.” Wilkes. “Except when he is with 
grave, sober, decent people, like you and me.” Johnson. 
(smiling) “And we ashamed of him.” 


1777. On Sunday evening, Sept. 14, I arrived at Ash- 
bourne, and drove directly up to Dr. Taylor’s door. Dr. 
Johnson and he appeared before I had got out of the 
post-chaise, and welcomed me cordially. 

The subject of grief for the loss of relations and 
friends being introduced, I observed that it was strange 
to consider how soon it in general wears away. Dr. 
Taylor mentioned a gentleman of the neighbourhood as 
the only instance he had ever known of a person who 
had endeavoured to retain grief. He told Dr. Taylor 
that after his Lady’s death, which affected him deeply, 
he resolved that the grief, which he cherished with a 
kind of sacred fondness, should be lasting; but that he 
found he could not keep it long. Johnson. “All grief for 
what cannot in the course of nature be helped, soon 
wears away; in some sooner, indeed, in some later; but 
it never continues very long, unless where there is mad- 
ness, such as will make a man have pride so fixed in his 
mind, as to imagine himself a king; or any other passion 
in an unreasonable way: for all unnecessary grief is un- 
wise, and therefore will not be long retained by a sound 
mind. If indeed, the cause of our grief is occasioned by 
our own misconduct, if grief is mingled with remorse 
of conscience, it should be lasting.” Boswell. “But, Sir, 
we do not approve of a man who very soon forgets the 
loss of a wife or a friend.” Johnson. “Sir, we disapprove 
of him, not because he soon forgets his grief; for the 
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sooner it is forgotten the better, but because we sup- 
pose, that if he forgets his wife or his friend soon, he 
has not had much affection for them/' 

I was somewhat disappointed in finding that the edi- 
tion of the English Poets, for which he was to write 
Prefaces and Lives, was not an undertaking directed by 
him: but that he was to furnish a Preface and Life to 
any poet the booksellers pleased. I asked him if he 
would do this to any dunce's works, if they should ask 
him. Johnson. “Yes, Sir, and say he was a dunce." 

Dr. Taylor's nose happening to bleed, he said, it was 
because he had omitted to have himself blooded four 
days after a quarter of a year's interval. Dr. Johnson, 
who was a great dabbler in physick, disapproved much 
of periodical bleeding. “For (said he) you accustom 
yourself to an evacuation which Nature cannot perform 
of herself, and therefore she cannot help you, should 
you from forgetfulness or any other cause omit it; so 
you may be suddenly suffocated. You may accustom your- 
self to other periodical evacuations, because should 
you omit them, Nature can supply the omission; but 
Nature cannot open a vein to blood you." — “I do not 
like to take an emetick, (said Taylor,) for fear of break- 
ing some small vessels.” — “Poh! (said Johnson,) if you 
have so many things that will break, you had better 
break your neck at once, and there's an end on't. You 
will break no small vessels:” (blowing with high deri- 
sion. ) 

I mentioned to Dr. Johnson, that David Hume's per- 
sisting in his infidelity, when he was dying, shocked me 
much. Johnson. “Why should it shock you. Sir? Hume 
owned he had never read the New Testament with at- 
tention. Here then was a man who had been at no pains 
to enquire into the truth of religion, and had continually 
turned his mind the other way. It was not to be expected 
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that the prospect of death would alter his way of think- 
ing, unless God should send an angel to set him right.” 
I said, I had reason to believe that the thought of an- 
nihilation gave Hume no pain. Johnson. “It was not so. 
Sir. He had a vanity in being thought easy. It is more 
probable that he should assume an appearance of ease, 
than so very improbable a thing should be, as a man 
not afraid of going (as, in spite of his delusive theory, 
he cannot be sure but he may go), into an unknown 
state, and not being uneasy at leaving all he knew. And 
you are to consider, that upon his own principle of an- 
nihilation he had no motive to speak the truth.” The 
horrour of death, which I had always observed in Dr. 
Johnson, appearing strong tonight. I ventured to tell 
him, that I had been, for moments in my life, not afraid 
of death; therefore I could suppose another man in that 
state of mind for a considerable space of time. He said, 
“he never had a moment in which death was not terrible 
to him.” He added, that it had been observed, that 
scarce any man dies in publick, but with apparent reso- 
lution; from that desire of praise which never quits us. 
I said, Dr. Dodd seemed to be willing to die, and full 
of hopes of happiness. “Sir, (said he,) Dr. Dodd would 
have given both his hands and both his legs to have 
lived. The better a man is, the more afraid is he of 
death, having a clearer view of infinite purity.” 

Talking of biography, I said, in writing a life, a man’s 
peculiarities should be mentioned, because they mark 
his character. Johnson. “Sir, there is no doubt as to 
peculiarities: the question is, whether a mans vices 
should be mentioned; for instance, whether it should be 
mentioned that Addison and Parnell drank too freely; 
for people will probably more easily indulge in drinking 
from knowing this; so that more ill may be done by the 
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example, than good by telling the whole truth.” Here 
was an instance of his varying from himself in talk; for 
when Lord Hailes and he sat one morning calmly con- 
versing in my house at Edinburgh, I well remember that 
Dr. Johnson maintained, that "If a man is to write A 
Pane gy rick , he may keep vices out of sight: but if he 
professes to write A Life, he must represent it really as 
it was;” and when I objected to the danger of telling 
that Parnell drank to excess, he said, that "it would pro- 
duce an instructive caution to avoid drinking, when it 
was seen, that even the learning and genius of Parnell 
could be debased by it.” And in the Hebrides he main- 
tained, as appears from my "Journal,” that a mans inti- 
mate friend should mention his faults, if he writes his 
life. 

He observed, that a gentleman of eminence in litera- 
ture had got into a bad style of Poetry of late. "He puts 
(said he) a very common thing in a strange dress till 
he does not know it himself, and thinks other people do 
not know it.” Boswell. "That is owing to his being so 
much versant in old English poetry.” Johnson. "What is 
that to the purpose, Sir? If I say a man is drunk, and 
you tell me it is owing to his taking much drink, the 

matter is not mended. No, Sir, has taken to an odd 

mode. For example; he'd write thus: 

Hermit hoar, in solemn cell. 

Wearing out life’s evening gray. 

Gray evening is common enough; but evening gray he’d 
think fine. — Stay; — we’ll make out the stanza: 

Hermit hoar, in solemn cell. 

Wearing out life’s evening gray: 

Smite thy bosom, sage, and tell, 

What is bliss? and which the way?” 
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Boswell, “But why smite his bosom. Sir?” Johnson. 
“Why to shew he was in earnest,” (smiling.) — He at an 
after period added the following stanza: 

‘Thus I spoke; and speaking sigh’d; 

— Scarce repress’d the starting tear; 

When the smiling sage reply’d — 

— Come, my lad, and drink some beer.” 

I cannot help thinking the first stanza very good solemn 
poetry, as also the first three lines of the second. Its last 
line is an excellent burlesque surprize on gloomy senti- 
mental enquirers. And, perhaps, the advice is as good 
as can be given to a low-spirited dissatisfied being: — 
“Don’t trouble your head with sickly thinking: take a 
cup, and be merry.” 

Friday, September 19, after breakfast. Dr. Johnson 
and I set out in Dr. Taylor’s chaise to go to Derby. The 
day was fine, and we resolved to go by Keddleston, the 
seat of Lord Scarsdale, that I might see his Lordship s 
fine house. 

Dr. Manningham, physician in London, who was visit- 
ing at Lord Scarsdale’s, accompanied us through many 
of the rooms, and soon afterwards my Lord himself, to 
whom Dr. Johnson was known, appeared, and did the 
honours of the house. We talked of Mr. Langton. John- 
son, with a warm vehemence of affectionate regard, ex- 
claimed, “The earth does not bear a worthier man than 
Bennet Langton.” In his Lordship’s dressing : room lay 
Johnson’s small Dictionary: he shewed it to me, with 
some eagerness, saying, Look ye! Quse regio in tefris 
nostri non plena laboris .” He observed, also, Goldsmith’s 
“Animated Nature;” and said, “Here’s our friend! The 
poor Doctor would have been happy to hear of this.” 

In our way, Johnson strongly expressed his love of 
driving fast in a post-chaise. “If (said he) I had no 
duties, and no reference to futurity, I would spend my 
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life in driving briskly in a post-chaise with a pretty 
woman; but she should be one who could understand 
me, and would add something to the conversation." 

I mentioned that Lord Monboddo told me, he awaked 
every morning at four, and then for his health got up 
and walked in his room naked, with the window open, 
which he called taking an air bath; after which he wept 
to bed again, and slept two hours more. Johnson, who 
was always ready to beat down any thing that seemed 
to be exhibited with disproportionate importance, thus 
observed: “I suppose, Sir, there is no more in it than 
this, he wakes at four, and cannot sleep till he chills him- 
self, and makes the warmth of the bed a grateful sen- 
sation." 

I talked of the difficulty of rising in the morning. Dr. 
Johnson told me, “that the learned Mrs. Carter, at that 
period when she was eager in study, did not awake as 
early as she wished, and she therefore had a contrivance, 
that, at a certain hour, her chamber-light should burn a 
string to which a heavy weight was suspended, which 
then fell with a strong sudden noise: this roused her 
from sleep, and then she had no difficulty in getting 
up.” 

On Saturday, September 20, after breakfast, when 
Taylor was gone out to his farm. Dr. Johnson and I had 
a serious conversation by ourselves. 

I suggested a doubt, that if I were to reside in Lon- 
don, the exquisite zest with which I relished it in occa- 
sional visits might go off, and I might grow tired of it. 
Johnson. “Why, Sir, you find no man, at all intellectual, 
who is willing to leave London. No, Sir, when a man is 
tired of London, he is tired of life; for there is in Lon- 
don all that life can afford.” 

He said, a country gentleman should bring his lady 
to visit London as soon as he can, that they may have 
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agreeable topicks for conversation when they are by 

themselves. 

We talked of employment being absolutely necessary 
to preserve the mind from wearying and growing fretful, 
especially in those who have a tendency to melancholy; 
and I mentioned to him a saying which somebody had 
related of an American savage, who, when an European 
was expatiating on all the advantages of money, put this 
question: “Will it purchase occupation P” Johnson. “De- 
pend upon it. Sir, this saying is too refined for a savage. 
And, Sir, money will purchase occupation; it will pur- 
chase all the conveniences of life; it will purchase va- 
riety of company; it will purchase all sorts of entertain- 
ment.” 

Johnson and Taylor were so different from each other, 
that I wondered at their preserving an intimacy. Their 
having been at school and college together, might, in 
some degree, account for this; but Sir Joshua Reynolds 
has furnished me with a stronger reason; for Johnson 
mentioned to him, that he had been told by Taylor he 
was to be his heir. I shall not take upon me to animad- 
vert upon this; but certain it is that Johnson paid great 
attention to Taylor. He now, however, said to me, “Sir, 
I love him; but I do not love him more; my regard 
for him does not increase. As it is said in the Apocrypha, 
his talk is of bullocks/ I do not suppose he is very fond 
of my company. His habits are by no means sufficiently 
clerical: this he knows that I see; and no man likes to 
live under the eye of perpetual disapprobation.” 

I shall present my readers with a series of what I 
gathered this evening from the Johnsonian garden. 

“Did we not hear so much said of Jack Wilkes, we 
should think more highly of his conversation. Jack has 
a great variety of talk. Jack is a scholar, and Jack has 
the manners of a gentleman. But after hearing his name 



THE LIFE OF SAMUEL JOHNSON 259 

sounded from pole tQ pole, as the phoenix of convivial 
felicity, we are disappointed in his company. He has 
always been at me: but I would do Jack a kindness, 
rather than not. The contest is now over.” 

“Colley Cibber once consulted me as to one of his 
birth-day Odes, a long time before it was wanted. I ob- 
jected very freely to several passages. Cibber lost pa- 
tience, and would not read his Ode to an end. When we 
had done with criticism, we walked over to Richard- 
son s, the authour of "Clarissa , 5 and I wondered to find 
Richardson displeased that I "did not treat Cibber with 
more respect / Now, Sir, to talk of respect for a play err 
(smiling disdainfully.) Boswell. ""There, Sir, you are 
always heretical: you never will allow merit to a player . 55 
Johnson. ""Merit, Sir, what merit? Do you respect a 
rope-dancer, or a ballad-singer ? 55 Boswell. “No, Sir: 
but we respect a great player, as a man who can con- 
ceive lofty sentiments, and can express them gracefully . 55 
Johnson. “What, Sir, a fellow who claps a hump on his 
back, and a lump on his leg, and cries, "I am Richard the 
Third ? Nay, sir, a ballad-singer is a higher man, for he 
does two things; he repeats and he sings: there is both 
recitation and musick in his performance: the player 
only recites . 55 Boswell. ""My dear Sir! you may turn any 
thing into ridicule. I allow, that a player of farce is not 
entitled to respect; he does a little thing: but he who 
can represent exalted characters, and touch the noblest 
passions, has very respectable powers; and mankind 
have agreed in admiring great talents for the stage. We 
must consider, too, that a great player does what very 
few are capable to do: his art is a very rare faculty. Who 
can repeat Hamlet's soliloquy, "To be, or not to be , 5 as 
Garrick does it ? 55 Johnson. “Any body may. Jemmy, 
there (a boy about eight years old, who was in the room) 
will do it as well in a week . 55 Boswell. “No, no. Sir: and 
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as a proof of the merit of great acting, and of the value 
which mankind set upon it, Garrick has got a hundred 
thousand pounds.” Johnson. “Is getting a hundred thou- 
sand pounds a proof of excellence? That has been done 
by a scoundrel commissary.” 

This was most fallacious reasoning. I was sure , for 
once, that I had the best side of the argument. I boldly 
maintained the just distinction between a tragedian and 
a mere theatrical droll; between those who rouse our 
terrour and pity, and those who only make us laugh. 
“If (said I) Betterton and Foote were to walk into this 
room, you would respect Betterton much more than 
Foote.” Johnson. “If Betterton were to walk into this 
room with Foote, Foote would soon drive him out of 
it. Foote, Sir, quatenus Foote, has powers superiour to 
them all.” 

On Monday, September 22, when at breakfast, I un- 
guardedly said to Dr. Johnson, “I wish I saw you and 
Mrs. Macaulay together.” He grew very angry; and, 
after a pause, while a cloud gathered on his brow, he 
burst out, “No, Sir; you would not see us quarrel, to 
make you sport. Don’t you know that it is very uncivil 
to pit two people against one another?” Then, checking 
himself, and wishing to be more gentle, he added, “I do 
not say you should be hanged or drowned for this; but 
it is very uncivil.” Dr. Taylor thought him in the wrong, 
and spoke to him privately of it; but I afterwards ac- 
knowledged to Johnson that I was to blame, for I can- 
didly owned, that I meant to express a desire to see a 
contest between Mrs. Macaulay and him; but then I 
knew how the contest would end; so that I was to see 
him triumph. Johnson. “Sir, you cannot be sure how a 
contest will end; and no man has a right to engage two 
people in a dispute by which their passions may be en- 
fianaed, and they may part with bitter resentment against 
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each other. I would sooner keep company with a man 
from whom I must guard my pockets, than with a man 
who contrives to bring me into a dispute with somebody 
that he may hear it. This is the great fault of , (nam- 

ing one of our friends ) endeavouring to introduce a sub- 
ject upon which he knows two people in the company 
differ.” Boswell. "But he told me, Sir, he does it for in- 
struction.” Johnson. "Whatever the motive be, Sir, the 
man who does so, does very wrong. He has no more right 
to instinct himself at such risk, than he has to make two 
people fight a duel, that he may learn how to defend 
himself.” 

He found great fault with a gentleman of our ac- 
quaintance for keeping a bad table. "Sir, (said he,) 
when a man is invited to dinner, he is disappointed if he 
does not get something good. I advised Mrs. Thrale, who 
has no card-parties at her house, to give sweet-meats, 
and such good things, in an evening, as are not com- 
monly given, and she would find company enough come 
to her; for every body loves to have tilings which please 
the palate put in their way, without trouble or prepara- 
tion.” Such was his attention to the minutiae of life and 
manners. 

In the evening, a gentleman-farmer, who was on a 
visit at Dr. Taylor s, attempted to dispute with Johnson 
in favour of Mungo Campbell, who shot Alexander, Earl 
of Eglintoune, upon his having fallen, when retreating 
from his Lordship, who he believed was about to seize 
his gun, as he had threatened to do. He sard, he should 
have done just as Campbell did. Johnson. "Whoever 
would do as Campbell did, deserves to be hanged; not 
that I could, as a juryman, have found him legally guilty 
of murder; but I am glad they found means to convict 
him.” The gentleman-farmer said, "A poor man has as 
much honour as a rich man; and Campbell had that to 
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defend.” Johnson exclaimed, '‘A poor man has no hon- 
our.” The English yeoman, not dismayed, proceeded: 
“Lord Eglintoune was a damned fool to run on upon 
Campbell, after being warned that Campbell would 
shoot him if he did.” Johnson, who could not bear any- 
thing like swearing, angrily replied, “He was not a 
damned fool : he only thought too well of Campbell. He 
did not believe Campbell would be such a damned 
scoundrel, as to do so damned a thing.” His emphasis on 
damned , accompanied with frowning looks, reproved his 
opponent s want of decorum in his presence. 

During this interview at Ashbourne, Johnson seemed 
to be more uniformly social, cheerful, and alert, than I 
had almost ever seen him. He was prompt on great occa- 
sions and on small. Taylor, who praised every thing of 
his own to excess, in short, “whose geese were all swans,” 
as the proverb says, expatiated on the excellence of his 
bull-dog, which he told us, was “perfectly well shaped.” 
Johnson, after examining the animal attentively, thus re- 
pressed the vain-glory of our host: — “No, Sir, he is not 
well shaped; for there is not the quick transition from 
the thickness of the fore-part, to the tenuity — the thin 
part — behind, — which a bull-dog ought to have.” 

Talking of Rochester's Poems, he said, he had given 
them to Mr. Steevens to castrate for the edition of the 
poets, to which he was to write Prefaces. Dr. Taylor (the 
only time I ever heard him say any thing witty) 1 ob- 
served, that “if Rochester had been castrated himself, 
his exceptionable poems would not have been written.” 
I asked if Burnet had not given a good Life of Rochester. 
Johnson. “We have a good Death: there is not much 
Life I asked whether Prior's poems were to be printed 


3 1 am told, that Horace, Earl of Oxford, has a collection of Bon- 
Mots by persons who never said but one. 
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entire: Johnson said, they were. I mentioned Lord 
Hailes's censure of Prior, in his Preface to a collection of 
“Sacred Poems/' by various hands, published by him at 
Edinburgh a great many years ago, where he mentions, 
“those impure tales which will be the eternal oppro- 
brium of their ingenious authour." Johnson. “Sir, Lord 
Hailes has forgot. There is nothing in Prior that will ex- 
cite to lewdness. If Lord Hailes thinks there is, he must 
be more combustible than other people/' I instanced the 
tale of “Paulo Purganti and his Wife/' Johnson. “Sir, 
there is nothing there, but that his wife wanted to be 
kissed, when poor Paulo was out of pocket. No, Sir, 
Prior is a lady's book. No lady is ashamed to have it 
standing in her library." 

This evening, while some of the tunes of ordinary 
composition were played with no great skill, my frame 
was agitated, and I was conscious of a generous attach- 
ment to Dr. Johnson, as my preceptor and friend, mixed 
with an affectionate regret that he was an old man, 
whom I should probably lose in a short time. I thought 
I could defend him at the point of my sword. My rever- 
ence and affection for him were in full glow. I said to 
him, “My dear Sir, we must meet every year, if you 
don't quarrel with me." Johnson. “Nay, Sir, you are 
more likely to quarrel with me, than I with you. My re- 
gard for you is greater almost than I have words to ex- 
press; but I do not chuse to be always repeating it; write 
it down in the first leaf of your pocket-book, and never 
doubt of it again.” 

I talked to him of misery being “the doom of man" in 
this life, as displayed in his “Vanity of Human Wishes." 
Yet I observed that things were done upon the sup- 
position of happiness; grand houses were built, fine gar- 
dens were made, splendid places of publick amusement 
were contrived, and crowded with company. Johnson, 
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"Alas, Sir, these are all only struggles for happiness. 
When I first entered Ranelagh, it gave an expansion and 
gay sensation to my mind, such as I never experienced 
any where else. But, as Xerxes wept when he viewed his 
immense army, and considered that not one of that great 
multitude would be alive a hundred year afterwards, so 
it went to my heart to consider that there was not one 
in all that brilliant circle, that was not afraid to go home 
and think; but that the thoughts of each individual 
there, would be distressing when alone." 

After supper I accompanied him to his apartment, 
and at my request he dictated to me an argument in 
favour of the negro who was then claiming his liberty, 
in an action in the Court of Session in Scotland. He had 
always been very zealous against slavery in every form, 
in which I with all deference thought that he discovered 
"a zeal without knowledge." Upon one occasion, when 
in company with some very grave men at Oxford, his 
toast was, "Here s to the next insurrection of the negroes 
in the West Indies." His violent prejudice against our 
West Indian and American settlers appeared whenever 
there was an opportunity. Towards the conclusion of his 
"Taxation no Tyranny," he says, ‘how is it that we hear 
the loudest yelps for liberty among the drivers of ne- 
groes?" 

I cannot omit a curious circumstance which occurred 
at Edensor-inn, close by Chatsworth, to survey the mag- 
nificence of which I had gone a considerable way out of 
my road to Scotland. The inn was then kept by a very 
jolly landlord, whose name, I think, was Malton. He 
happened to mention that "the celebrated Dr. Johnson 
had been in his house." I enquired who this Dr. Johnson 
was, that I might hear my host’s notion of him. "Sir, 
(said he,) Johnson, the great writer; Oddity , as they 
call him. He’s the greatest writer in England; he writes 
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for the ministry; he has a correspondence abroad, and 
lets them know what’s going on.” 

My friend, who had a thorough dependance upon the 
authenticity of my relation without any embellishment , 
as falsehood or fiction is too gently called, laughed a 
good deal at this representation of himself. 

Talking of ghosts, he said, "It is wonderful that five 
thousand years have now elapsed since the creation of 
the world, and still it is undecided whether or not there 
has ever been an instance of the spirit of any person ap- 
pearing after death. All argument is against it; but all 
belief is for it.” 

He said, "John Wesley’s conversation is good, but he 
is never at leisure. He is always obliged to go at a certain 
hour. This is very disagreeable to a man who loves to 
fold his legs and have out his talk, as I do.” 


1778. On Saturday, April 4, I drank tea with Johnson 
at Dr. Taylors, where he had dined. He talked of going 
to Streatham that night. Taylor. “You’ll be robbed, if 
you do: or you must shoot a highwayman. Now I would 
rather be robbed than do that; I would not shoot a high- 
wayman.” Johnson. “But I would rather shoot him in 
the instant when he is attempting to rob me, than after- 
wards swear against him at the Old Bailey, to take away 
his life, after he has robbed me. I am surer I am right in 
the one case, than in the other. I may be mistaken as to 
the man when I swear: I cannot be mistaken, if I shoot 
him in the act. Besides, we feel less reluctance to take 
away a man’s life, when we are heated by the injury, 
than to do it at a distance of time by an oath, after we 
have cooled.” Boswell. "So, Sir, you would rather act 
from the motive of private passion, than that of publick 
advantage.” Johnson. “Nay, Sir, when I shoot the high- 
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wayman, I act from both.” Boswell. “Very well, very 
well. — There is no catching him.” Johnson. “At the 
same time, one does not know what to say. For perhaps 
one may, a year after, hang himself from uneasiness for 
having shot a highwayman. Few minds are fit to be 
trusted with so great a thing.” Boswell. “Then, Sir, you 
would not shoot him?” Johnson. “But I might be vexed 
afterwards for that too.” 

Thrale’s carriage not having come for him, as he ex- 
pected, I accompanied him some part of the way home 
to his own house, I told him, that I had talked of him to 
Mr. Dunning a few days before, and had said, that in his 
company we did not so much interchange conversation, 
as listen to him; and that Dunning observed, upon this, 
“One is always willing to listen to Dr. Johnson;” to 
which I answered, “That is a great deal from you, Sir.” 
— “Yes, Sir, (said Johnson,) a great deal indeed. Here is 
a man willing to listen, to whom the world is listening 
all the rest of the year,” Boswell. “I think. Sir, it is right 
to tell one man of such a handsome thing, which has 
been said of him by another. It tends to increase benev- 
olence.” Johnson. “Undoubtedly it is right, Sir.” . 

On Tuesday, April 7, I breakfasted with him at his 
house. He said, “nobody was content.” I mentioned to 
him a respectable person in Scotland whom he knew; 
and I asserted, that I really believed he was always con- 
tent. Johnson. “No, Sir, he is not content with the pres- 
ent; he has always some new scheme, some new planta- 
tion, something which is future. You know he was not 
content as a widower; for he married again,” Boswell. 
“But he is not restless.” Johnson. “Sir, he is only locally 
at rest. A chymist is locally at rest; but his mind is hard 
at work. This gentleman has done with external exer- 
It is too late for him to engage in distant projects.” 
Boswell. “He seems to amuse himself quite well; to 
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have his attention fixed, and his tranquillity preserved 
by very small matters. I have Med this; but it would not 
do with me.” Johnson (laughing,) “No, Sir; it must be 
bom with a man to be contented to take up with little 
things. Women have a great advantage that they may 
take up with little things, without disgracing them- 
selves: a man cannot, except with fiddling. Had I learnt 
to fiddle, I should have done nothing else.” Boswell. 
“Pray, Sir, did you ever play on any musical instru- 
ment?” Johnson. “So, Sir. I once bought me a flagelet; 
but I never made out a tune.” Boswell. “A flagelet. Sir! 
— so small an instrument? I should have liked to hear 
you play on the violoncello. That should have been your 
instrument.” Johnson. “Sir, I might as well have played 
on the violoncello as another; but I should have done 
nothing else. No, Sir; a man would never undertake 
great things, cotild he be amused with small. I once 
tried knotting. Dempster’s sister undertook to teach me; 
but I could not learn it.” Boswell. “So, Sir; it will be 
related in pompous narrative, 'Once for his amusement 
he tried knotting; nor did this Hercules disdain the 
distaff/” Johnson. “Knitting of stockings is a good 
amusement. As a freeman of Aberdeen I should be a 
knitter of stockings.” He asked me to go down with him 
and dine at Mr. Thrale’s at Streatham, to which I agreed. 

He talked to me with serious concern of a certain 
female friend’s “laxity of narration, and inattention to 
truth,” — “I am as much vexed (said he) at the ease 
with which she hears it mentioned to her, as at the thing 
itself. I told her, 'Madam, you are contented to hear 
every day said to you, what the highest of mankind have 
died for, rather than bear/ — You know. Sir, the highest 
of mankind have died rather than bear to be told they 
had uttered a falsehood. Do talk to her of it: X ah^ 
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Talking of drinking wine, he said, “I did not leave off 
wine, because I could not bear it; I have drunk three 
bottles of port without being the worse for it. University 
College has witnessed this.” Boswell. “Why, then. Sir, 
did you leave it off?” Johnson. “Why, Sir, because it is 
so much better for a man to be sure that he is never to 
be intoxicated, never to lose the power over himself. I 
shall not begin to drink wine again till I grow old, and 
want it.” Boswell. “I think, Sir, you once said to me, 
that not to drink wine was a great deduction from life.” 
Johnson. “It is a diminution of pleasure, to be sure; but 
I do not say a diminution of happiness. There is more 
happiness in being rational.” Boswell. “But if we could 
have pleasure always, should not we be happy? The 
greatest part of men would compound for pleasure.” 
Johnson. “Supposing we could have pleasure always, an 
intellectual man would not compound ‘for it. The great- 
est part of men would compound, because the greatest 
part of men are gross.” Boswell. “I allow there may 
be greater pleasure than from wine. I have had more 
pleasure from your conversation. I have indeed; I as- 
sure you I have.” Johnson. “When we talk of pleasure, 
we mean sensual pleasure. When a man says, he had 
pleasure with a woman, he does not mean conversation, 
but something of a very different nature. Philosophers 
tell you, that pleasure is contrary to happiness. Gross 
men prefer animal pleasure. So there are men who have 
preferred living among savages. Now what a wretch 
must he be, who is content with such conversation as 
can be had among savages! You may remember, an 
.officer at Fort Augustus, who had served in America, 
told us of a woman whom they were obliged to bind , in 
order to get her back from savage life.” Boswell. “She 
must have been an animal, a beast.” Johnson. “Sir, she 
was a speaking cat.” 
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I mentioned to him that I had become very weary in 
a company where I heard not a single intellectual sen- 
tence, except that “a man who had been settled ten 
years in Minorca was become a much inferiour man to 
what he was in London, because a man's mind grows 
narrow in a narrow place." Johnson. “A mans mind 
grows narrow in a narrow place, whose mind is enlarged 
only because he has lived in a large place: but what is 
got by books and thinking is preserved in a narrow place 
as well as in a large place. A man cannot know modes 
of life as well in Minorca as in London; but he may 
study mathematics as well in Minorca." Boswell. "I 
don't know. Sir: if you had remained ten years in the 
Isle of Col, you would not have been the man that you 
now are.” Johnson. “Yes, Sir, if I had been there from 
fifteen to twenty-five; but not if from twenty-five to 
thirty-five.” Boswell. “I own. Sir, the spirits which I 
have in London make me do every thing with more 
readiness and vigour. I can talk twice as much in Lon- 
don as any where else.” 

Soon after our arrival at Thrale’s, I heard one of the 
maids calling eagerly on another, to go to Dr. Johnson. 
I wondered what this could mean. I afterwards learnt, 
that it was to give her a Bible, which he had brought 
from London as a present to her. 

Sir John Pringle had expressed a wish that I would 
ask Dr. Johnson's opinion what were the best English 
sermons for style. I took an opportunity today of men- 
tioning several to him. Atterbury? Johnson. “Yes, Sir, 
one of the best.” Boswell. “ Tillotson ?” Johnson. “Why, 
not now. I should not advise a preacher at this day to 
imitate Tillotson's style; though I don't know; I should 
be cautious of objecting to what has been applauded by 
so many suffrages . — South is one of the best, if you ex- 
cept his peculiarities, and his violence, and sometimes 
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coarseness of language . — Seed has a very fine style; but 
he is not very theological . — Jortins sermons are very 
elegant. — Sherlock’s style too is very elegant, though he 
has not made it his principal study. — And you may add 
SmaUridge. All the latter preachers have a good style. 
Indeed, nobody now talks much of style: every body 
composes pretty well. There are no such inharmonious 
periods as there were a hundred years ago. I should 
recommend Dr. Clarke’s sermons, were he orthodox. 
However, it is very well known where he is not ortho- 
dox, which was upon the doctrine of the Trinity, as to 
which he is a condemned heretick; so one is aware of it.” 
Boswell. “I like Ogden's Sermons on Prayer very much, 
both for neatness of style and subtilty of reasoning.” 
Johnson. “I should like to read all that Ogden has writ- 
ten.” Boswell. "What I wish to know is, what sermons 
afford the best specimens of English pulpit eloquence.” 
Johnson. "We have no sermons addressed to the pas- 
sions, that are good for anything; if you mean that kind 
of eloquence.” A Clergyman: (whose name I do not 
recollect.) "Were not Dodd's sermons addressed to the 
passions?” Johnson. "They were nothing, Sir, be they 
addressed to what they may.” 

On Thursday, April 9, 1 dined with him at Sir Joshua 
Reynolds's. 

When we went to the drawing-room, there was a rich 
assemblage. Besides the company who had been at din- 
ner, there were Mr. Garrick, Mr. Harris of Salisbury, Dr. 
Percy, Dr. Burney, the Honourable Mrs. Cholmondeley, 
Miss Hannah More, &c. &c. 

After wandering about in a kind of pleasing distrac- 
tion for some time, I got into a corner, with Johnson, 
Garrick, and Harris. Garrick, (to Harris.) "Pray, Sir, 
have you read Potter's AEschylus?” Harris. "Yes; and 
think it pretty.” Garrick, (to Johnson.) "And what 
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think you. Sir, of it?” Johnson. “I thought what I read 
of it verbiage : but upon Mr. Harris’s recommendation, 
I will read a play. (To Mr. Harris.) Don’t prescribe 
two.” Mr. Harris suggested one, I do not remember 
which. Johnson. "We must try its effect as an English 
poem; that is the way to judge of the merit of a transla- 
tion. Translations are, in general, for people who cannot 
read the original.” I mentioned the vulgar saying, that 
Pope’s Homer was not a good representation of the orig- 
inal. Johnson. "Sir, it is the greatest work of the kind 
that has ever been produced.” Garrick. "Of all the 
translations that ever were attempted, I think Elphin- 
stone’s Martial the most extraordinary. He consulted me 
upon it, who am a little of an epigrammatist myself, you 
know. I told him freely, 'You don’t seem to have that 
turn/ I asked him if he was serious; and finding he was, 
I advised him against publishing. Why, his translation 
is more difficult to understand than the original. I 
thought him a man of some talents; but he seems crazy 
in this.” Johnson. "Sir, you have done what I had not 
courage to do. But he did not ask my advice, and I did 
not force it upon him, to make him angry with me.” 
Garrick. "But as a friend, Sir — ” Johnson. "Why, such 
a friend as I am with him — no.” Garrick. "But if you 
see a friend going to tumble over a precipice?” Johnson. 
"That is an extravagant case, Sir. You are sure a friend 
will thank you for hindering him from tumbling over a 
precipice: but, in the other case, I should hurt his van- 
ity, and do him no good. He would not take my advice. 
His brother-in-law, Strahan, sent him a subscription of 
fifty pounds, and said he would send him fifty more, if 
he would not publish.” Garrick. "What! eh! is Strahan 
a good judge of an Epigram? Is not he rather an obtuse 
man, eh?” Johnson. "Why, Sir, he may not be a judge 
of an Epigram: but you see he is a judge of what is not 
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an Epigram.” Boswell. “It is easy for you, Mr. Garrick, 
to talk to an authour as you talked to Elphinstone; you, 
who have been so long the manager of a theatre, reject- 
ing the plays of poor authours. You are an old Judge, 
who have often pronounced sentence of death. You are 
a practised surgeon, who have often amputated limbs; 
and though this may have been for the good of your pa- 
tients, they canndt like you. Those who have undergone 
a dreadful operation are not very fond of seeing the 
operator again.” Garrick. “Yes, I know enough of that. 
There was a reverend gentleman, (Mr. Hawkins,) who 
wrote a tragedy, the siege of something, which I re- 
fused.” Harris. “So, the siege was raised.” Johnson-. 
“Ay, he came to me and complained; and told me, that 
Garrick said his play was wrong in the concoction. Now, 
what is the concoction of a play?” ( Here Garrick started, 
and twisted himself, and seemed sorely vexed; for John- 
son told me, he believed the story was true. ) Garrick. 
“I — I — I — said, -first concoction.” Johnson, (smiling.) 
“Well, he left out first . And Rich, he said, refused him 
in false English: he could show it under his hand.” Gar- 
ricjc “He wrote to me in violent wrath, for having re- 
fused his play: 'Sir, this is growing a very serious and 
terrible affair. I am resolved to publish my play. I will 
appeal to the world; and how will your judgement ap- 
pear! 7 I answered, ‘Sir, notwithstanding all the serious- 
ness, and all the terrours, I have no objection to your 
publishing your play; and as you live at a great distance, 
(Devonshire, I believe,) if you will send it to me, I will 
convey it to the press/ I never heard more of it, ha! ha* 
ha!” 

On Friday, April 10, I found Johnson at home in the 
morning. I said to him, “You were yesterday. Sir, in re- 
markably good humour; but there was nothing to offend 
you, nothing to produce irritation or violence. There was 
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no bold offender. There was not one capital conviction. 
It was a maiden assize. You had on your white gloves.” 

He found fault with our friend Langton for having 
been too silent. "Sir, (said I 5 ) you will recollect that he 
very properly took up Sir Joshua for being glad that 
Charles Fox had praised Goldsmith’s "Traveller/ and 
you joined him.” Johnson. "Yes, Sir, I knocked Fox on 
the head, without ceremony. Reynolds is too much un- 
der Fox and Burke at present. He is under the Fox star , 
and the Irish constellation . He is always under some 
planet.” Boswell. ""There is no Fox star.” Johnson. ""But 
there is a dog star.” Boswell. ""They say, indeed, a fox 
and a dog are the same animal.” 

We dined together with Mr. Scott (now Sir William 
Scott, his Majesty’s Advocate General,) at his chambers 
in the Temple, nobody else there. The company being 
small, Johnson was not in such spirits as he had been the 
preceding day, and for a considerable time little was 
said. At last he burst forth: ""Subordination is sadly 
broken down in this age. No man, now, has the same 
authority which his father had, — except a gaoler. No 
master has it over his servants: it is diminished in 
our colleges; nay, in our grammar-schools.” Boswell. 
""What is the cause of this, Sir?” Johnson. ""Why, the 
coming in of the Scotch,” (laughing sarcastically.) Bos- 1 
well. ""That is to say, things have been turned topsy- 
turvy. — But your serious cause.” Johnson. ""Why, Sir, 
there are many causes, the chief of which is, I think, 
the great increase of money. No man now depends upon 
the Lord of the Manour, when he can send to another 
country, and fetch provisions. The shoe-black at the 
entry of my court does not depend on me. I can deprive 
him but of a penny a day, which he hopes somebody 
else will bring him; and that penny I must carry to an- 
other shoe-black, so the trade suffers nothing. I have 
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explained, in my 'Journey to the Hebrides/ how gold 
and silver destroy feudal subordination. But, besides, 
there is a general relaxation of reverence. No son now 
depends upon his father, as in former times. Paternity 
used to be considered as of itself a great thing, which 
had a right to many claims. That is, in general, reduced 
to very small bounds. My hope is, that as anarchy pro- 
duces tyranny, this extreme relaxation will produce freni 
strict io” 

Talking of fame, for which there is so great a desire, 
I observed, how little there is of it in reality, compared 
with the other objects of human attention. “Let every 
man recollect, and he will be sensible how small a part 
of his time is employed in talking or thinking of Shake- 
speare, Voltaire, or any of the most celebrated men that 
have ever lived, or are now supposed to occupy the at- 
tention and admiration of the world. Let this be ex- 
tracted and compressed; into what a narrow space will 
it go!” I then slily introduced Mr. Garrick's fame, and 
his assuming the airs of a great man. Johnson. “Sir, it is 
wonderful how little Garrick assumes. No, Sir, Garrick 
fortunam raverenter habet . Consider, Sir; celebrated 
men, such as you have mentioned, have had their ap- 
plause at a distance; but Garrick had it dashed in his 
face, sounded in his ears, and went home every night 
with the plaudits of a thousand in his cranium . Then, 
Sir, Garrick did not find , but made his way to the tables, 
the levees, and almost the bed-chambers of the great. 
Then, Sir, Garrick had under him a numerous body of 
people; who, from fear of his power, and hopes of his 
favour, and admiration of his talents, were constantly 
submissive to him. And here is a man who has advanced 
the dignity of his profession. Garrick has made a player 
a. higher character.” Scott. “And he is a very sprightly 
w^er too.” Johnson. “Yes, Sir; and all this supported 
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by great wealth of his own acquisition. If all this had 
happened to me, I should have had a couple of fellows 
with long poles walking before me, to knock down every 
body that stood in the way. Consider, if all this had hap- 
pened to Cibber or Quin, they'd have jumped over the 
moon. — Yet Garrick speaks to us .” (smiling.) Boswell. 
"And Garrick is a very good man, a charitable man.” 
Johnson. "Sir, a liberal man. He has given away more 
money than any man in England. There may be a little 
vanity mixed: but he has shewn, that money is not his 
first object.” Boswell. "Yet Foote used to say of him, 
that he walked out with an intention to do a generous 
action; but turning the corner of a street, he met with 
the ghost of a halfpenny, which frightened him.” John- 
son. "Why, Sir, that is very true, too; for I never knew 
a man of whom it could be said with less certainty to- 
day, what he will do tomorrow, than Garrick; it de- 
pends so much on his humour at the time.” Scott. "I am 
glad to hear of his liberality. He has been represented 
as very saving.” Johnson. "With his domestick saving 
we have nothing to do. I remember drinking tea with 
him long ago, when Peg Woffington made it, and he 
grumbled at her for making it too strong . 1 He had then 
begun to feel money in his purse, and did not know 
when he should have enough of it ” 

We talked of war. Johnson. "Every man thinks 
meanly of himself for not having been a soldier, or not 
having been at sea.” Boswell. "Lord Mansfield does 
not.” Johnson. "Sir, if Lord Mansfield were in a com- 
pany of General Officers and Admirals who have been 
in service, he would shrink; he'd wish to creep under the 
table.” Boswell. "No; he'd think he could try them all.” 

1 When Johnson told this little anecdote to Sir Joshua Reynolds, 
he mentioned a circumstance which he omitted today: — “Why 
(said Garrick) it is as red as blood." 
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Johnson. "Yes, if he could catch them: but they'd try 
him much sooner. No, Sir: were Socrates and Charles 
the Twelfth of Sweden both present in any company, 
and Socrates to say, 'Follow me, and hear a lecture in 
philosophy;' and Charles, laying his hand on his sword, 
to say, 'Follow me, and dethrone the Czar;' a man would 
be ashamed to follow Socrates. Sir, the impression is 
universal: yet it is strange. As to the sailor, when you 
look down from the quarter-deck to the space below, 
you see the utmost extremity of human misery: such 
crowding, such filth, such stench!" Boswell. "Yet sailors 
are happy.” Johnson. "They are happy as brutes are 
happy, with a piece of fresh meat — with the grossest 
sensuality.” 

He sometimes could not bear being teazed with 
questions. I was once present when a gentleman asked 
so many, as, "What did you do, Sir?” "What did you say, 
Sir?” that he at last grew enraged, and said, "I will not 
be put to the question. Don't you consider. Sir, that 
these are not the manners of a gentleman? I will not be 
baited with what and why; what is this? what is that? 
why is a cow's tail long? why is a fox's tail bushy?” The 
gentleman, who was a good deal out of countenance, 
said, "Why, Sir, you are so good, that I venture to trou- 
ble you.” Johnson. "Sir, my being so good is no reason 
why you should be so ill” 

On Sunday, April 12, 1 found him at home before din- 
ner; Dr. Dodd's poem, entitled "Thoughts in Prison,” 
was lying upon his table. This appearing to me an ex- 
traordinary effort by a man who was in Newgate for a 
capital crime, I was desirous to hear Johnson's opinion 
of it: to my surprize, he told me he had not read a line 
of it I took up the book, and read a passage to him. 
Johnson. "Pretty well, if you are previously disposed to 
like them.” X read another passage, with which he was 
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better pleased. He then took the book into his own 
hands, and having looked at the prayer at the end of it, 
he said, “What evidence is there that this was composed 
the night before he suffered? I do not believe it." He 
then read aloud where he prays for the King, &c. and 
observed, “Sir, do you think that a man, the night be- 
fore he is to be hanged, cares for the succession of a 
royal family? — Though, he may have composed this 
prayer then. A man who has been canting all his life, 
may cant to the last. — And yet, a man who has been 
refused a pardon after so much petitioning, would 
hardly be praying thus fervently for the King." 

He and I, and Mrs. Williams, went to dine with the 
Reverend Dr. Percy. Talking of Goldsmith, Johnson said, 
he was very envious. I defended him, by observing that 
he owned it frankly upon all occasions. Johnson. “Sir, 
you are enforcing the charge. He had so much envy, 
that he could not conceal it. He was so full of it, that he 
overflowed. He talked of it to be sure often enough. 
Now, Sir, what a man avows, he is not ashamed to think; 
though many a man thinks what he is ashamed to avow. 
We are all envious naturally; but by checking envy, we 
get the better of it. So we are all thieves naturally; a child 
always tries to get at what it wants the nearest way; by 
good instruction and good habits this is cured, till a man 
has not even an inclination to seize what is another's; 
has no struggle with himself about it." 

And here I shall record a scene of too much heat be- 
tween Dr. Johnson and Dr. Percy, which I should have 
suppressed, were it not that it gave occasion to display 
the truly tender and benevolent heart of Johnson, who 
as soon as he found a friend was at all hurt by any thing 
which he had “said in his wrath," was not only prompt 
and desirous to be reconciled, but exerted himself to 
make ample reparation. 
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Books of Travels having been mentioned, Johnson 
praised Pennant very highly, as he did at Dunvegan, in 
the Isle of Skye. Dr. Percy knowing himself to be the 
heir male of the ancient Percies, and having the warmest 
and most dutiful attachment to the noble House of 
Northumberland, could not sit quietly and hear a man 
praised, who had spoken disrespectfully of Alnwick- 
Castle and the Duke's pleasure-grounds, especially as 
he thought meanly of his travels. He therefore opposed 
Johnson eagerly. Johnson. “Pennant, in what he has said 
of Alnwick, has done what he intended; he has made 
you very angry.” Percy. “He has said the garden is trim, 
which is representing it like a citizen's parterre, when 
the truth is, there is a very large extent of fine turf and 
gravel walks.” Johnson. “According to your own ac- 
count, Sir, Pennant is right. It is trim. Here is grass cut 
close, and gravel rolled smooth. Is not that trim? The 
extent is nothing against that; a mile may be as trim as 
a square yard. Your extent puts me in mind of the 
citizen's enlarged dinner, two pieces of roast-beef, and 
two puddings. There is no variety, no mind exerted in 
laying out the ground, no trees.” Percy. “He pretends 
to give the natural history of Northumberland, and yet 
takes no notice of the immense number of trees planted 
there of late.” Johnson. “That, Sir, has nothing to do 
with the natural history; that is civil history. A man who 
gives the natural history of the oak, is not to tell how 
many oaks have been planted in this place or that. A 
man who gives the natural history of the cow, is not to 
tell how many cows are milked at Islington. The animal 
is the same, whether milked in the Park or at Islington.” 
Percy. “Pennant does not describe well; a carrier who 
goes along the side of Lochlomond would describe it 
better.” Johnson. “I think he describes very well.” 
Percy. “I travelled after him.” Johnson. “And I trav- 
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elled after him.” Percy, “But, my good friend, you are 
short-sighted, and do not see so well as I do.” I wondered 
at Dr. Percy’s venturing thus. Dr. Johnson said nothing 
at the time: but inflammable particles were collecting 
for a cloud to burst. In a little while Dr. Percy said 
something more in disparagement of Pennant. Johnson. 
(pointedly) “This is the resentment of a narrow mind, 
because he did not find every thing in Northumberland.” 
Percy, (feeling the stroke) “Sir, you may be as rude as 
you please.” Johnson. “Hold, Sir! don’t talk of rudeness; 
remember. Sir, you told me, (puffing hard with passion 
struggling for a vent) I was short-sighted. We have 
done with civility. We are to be as rude as we please.” 
Percy. “Upon my honour, Sir, I did not mean to be un- 
civil.” Johnson. “I cannot say so, Sir; for I did mean to 
be uncivil, thinking you had been uncivil.” Dr. Percy 
rose, ran up to him, and taking him by the hand, assured 
him affectionately that his meaning had been misunder- 
stood;, upon which a reconciliation instantly took place. 
Johnson. “My dear Sir, I am willing you shall hang 
Pennant.” Percy, (resuming the foimer subject) “Pen- 
nant complains that the helmet is not hung out to invite 
to the hall of hospitality. Now I never heard that it was 
a custom to hang out a helmet .” Johnson. “Hang him 
up, hang him up.” Boswell, (humouring the joke) 
“Hang out his skull instead of a helmet, and you may 
drink ale out of it in your hall of Odin, as he is your 
enemy; that will be truly ancient. There will be 'North- 
ern Antiquities.’” Johnson. “He’s a Whig, Sir; a sad 
dog, (smiling at his own violent expressions, merely for 
political difference of opinion. ) But he’s the best travel- 
ler I ever read; he observes more things than any one 
else does.” 

We had a calm after the storm, staid the evening and 
supped, and were pleasant and gay. But Dr. Percy told 
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me he was very uneasy at what had passed; for there 
was a gentleman there who was well acquainted with 
the Northumberland family, to whom he hoped to have 
appeared more respectable, by shewing how intimate 
he was with Dr. Johnson, and who might now, on the 
contrary, go away with an opinion to his disadvantage. 
He begged I would mention this to Dr. Johnson, which 
I afterwards did. His observation upon it was, “This 
comes of stratagem; had he told me that he wished to 
appear to advantage before that gentleman, he should 
have been at the top of the house all the time.” He 
spoke of Dr. Percy in the handsomest manner. 

On Monday, April 13, I dined with Johnson at Mr. 
Langton’s, where were Dr. Porteus, then Bishop of 
Chester, now of London, and Dr. Stinton. He was at 
first in a very silent mood. Before dinner he said nothing 
but “Pretty baby,” to one of the children. Langton said 
very well to me afterwards, that he could repeat John- 
sons conversation before dinner, as Johnson had said 
that he could repeat a complete chapter of “The Natural 
History of Iceland,” from the Danish of Horrebow , the 
whole of which was exactly thus: 

“Chap. LXXII. Concerning Snakes. 

“There are no snakes to be met with throughout the 
whole island.” 

At Mr. Dilly’s today were Mrs. Knowles, the ingen- 
ious Quaker lady. Miss Seward, the poetess of Lichfield, 
the Reverend Dr. Mayo, and the Rev. Mr. Beresford, 
Tutor to the Duke of Bedford. Before dinner Dr. John- 
son seized upon Mr. Charles Sheridan’s “Account of the 
late Revolution in Sweden,” and seemed to read it rav- 
enously, as if he devoured it, which was to all appear- 
ance his method of studying. “He knows how to read 
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better than any one (said Mrs. Knowles) ; he gets at the 
substance of a book directly; he tears out the heart of 
it.” He kept it wrapt up in the tablecloth in his lap dur- 
ing the time of dinner, from an avidity to Have one en- 
tertainment in readiness, when he should have finished 
another; resembling (if I may use so coarse a simile) 
a dog who holds a bone in his paws in reserve, while he 
eats something else which has been thrown to him. 

The subject of cookery having been very naturally 
introduced at a table where Johnson, who boasted of 
the niceness of his palate, owned that “he always found 
a good. dinner,” he said, “I could write a better book of 
cookery than has ever yet been written; it should be a 
book upon philosophical principles. Pharmacy is now 
made much more simple. Cookery may be made so too. 
A prescription which is now compounded of five in- 
gredients, had formerly fifty in it. So in cookery, if the 
nature of the ingredients be well known, much fewer 
will do. Then, as you cannot make bad meat good, I 
would tell what is the best butcher's meat, the best beef, 
the best pieces; how to choose young fowls; the proper 
seasons of different vegetables; and then how to roast 
and boil and compound.” Dilly. “Mrs. Glasse’s ‘Cook- 
ery/ which is the best, was written by Dr. Hill. Half 
the trade know this.” Johnson. “Well, Sir. This shews 
how much better the subject of Cookery may be treated 
by a philosopher. I doubt if the book be written by Dr. 
Hill; for, in Mrs. Glasse’s ‘Cookery/ which I have looked 
into, salt-petre and sal-prunella are spoken of as differ- 
ent substances, whereas sal-prunella is only salt-petre 
burnt on charcoal; and Hill could not be ignorant of 
this. However, as the greatest part of such a book is 
made by transcription, this mistake may have been care- 
lessly adopted. But you shall see what a Book of Cook- 
ery I shall make! I shall agree with Mr. Dilly for the 
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copy-right.” Miss Seward. ‘That would be Hercules 
with the distaff indeed.” Johnson. “No, Madam. Women 
can spin very well; but they cannot make a good book 
of Cookery.” 

Mrs. Knowles affected to complain that men had 
much more liberty allowed them than women. Johnson. 
‘‘‘Why, Madam, women have all the liberty they should 
wish to have. We have all the labour and the danger, 
and the women all the advantage. We go to sea, we 
build houses, we do every thing, in short, to pay our 
court to the women.” Mrs. Knowles. “The Doctor rea- 
sons very wittily, but not convincingly. Now, take the 
instance of building; the masons wife, if she is ever 
seen in liquor, is ruined; the mason may get himself 
drunk as often as he pleases, with little loss of character; 
nay, may let his wife and children starve.” Johnson. 
“Madam, you must consider, if the mason does get him- 
self drunk, and let his wife and children starve, the 
parish will oblige him to find security for their mainte- 
nance. We have different modes of restraining evil. 
Stocks for the men, a ducking-stool for women, and a 
pound for beasts. If we require more perfection from 
women than from ourselves, it is doing them honour. 
And women have not the same temptations that we 
have; they may always live in virtuous company; men 
must live in the world indiscriminately. If a woman has 
no inclination to do what is wrong, being secured from 
it is no restraint to her. I am at liberty to walk into the 
Thames; but if I were to try it, my friends would re- 
strain me in Bedlam, and I should be obliged to them.” 
Mrs. Knowles. “Still, Doctor, I cannot help thinking it 
a hardship that more indulgence is allowed to men than 
to women. It gives a superiority to men, to which I do 
not see how they are entitled.” Johnson. “It is plain, 
M&dam, one or other must have the superiority. A$ 
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Shakespeare says, If two men ride on a horse, one must 
ride behind/ 55 Dilly. "I suppose. Sir, Mrs. Knowles 
would have them ride in panniers, one on each side / 5 
Johnson. “Then, Sir, the horse would throw them both / 5 
Mrs. Knowles. “Well, I hope that in another world the 
sexes will be equal / 5 Boswell. “That is being too am- 
bitious, Madam. We might as well desire to be equal 
with the angels. We shall all, I hope, be happy in a 
future state, but we must not expect to be all happy in 
the same degree. It is enough, if we be happy according 
to our several capacities. A worthy carman will get to 
heaven as well as Sir Isaac Newton. Yet, though equally 
good, they will not have the same degrees of happiness / 5 
Johnson. “Probably not . 55 

Upon this subject I had once before sounded him, by 
mentioning the late Reverend Mr. Brown, of Utrecht's 
image; that a great and small glass, though equally full, 
did not hold an equal quantity; which he threw out to 
refute David Hume's saying, that a little miss, going to 
dance at a ball, in a fine new dress, was as happy as a 
great oratour, after having made an eloquent and ap- 
plauded speech. After some thought, Johnson said, “I 
come over to the parson . 55 

Dr. Mayo having asked Johnsons opinion of Soame 
Jenynss “View of the Internal Evidence of the Christian 
Religion; 55 — Johnson. “I think it a pretty book; not very 
theological indeed; and there seems to be an affectation 
of ease and carelessness, as if it were not suitable to his 
character to be very serious about the matter / 5 Bos- 
well. “He may have intended this to introduce his book 
the better among genteel people, who might be unwill- 
ing to read too grave a treatise. There is a general levity 
in the age. We have physicians now with bag-wigs; may 
we not have airy divines, at least somewhat less solemn 
in thejr appearance than they used to be ? 55 Johnson. 
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"Jenyns might mean as you say.” Boswell. “You should 
like his book, Mrs. Knowles, as it maintains, as you 
friends do, that courage is not a Christian virtue.” Mrs. 
Knowles. "Yes, indeed, I like him there; but I cannot 
agree with him, that friendship is not a Christian virtue.” 
Johnson. "Why, Madam, strictly speaking, he is right. 
All friendship is preferring the interest of a friend, to 
the neglect, or, perhaps, against the interests of others; 
so that an old Greek said, 'He that has friends has no 
friend / Now Christianity recommends universal benevo- 
lence, — to consider all men as our brethren; which is 
contrary to the virtue of friendship, as described by the 
ancient philosophers. Surely, Madam, your sect must 
approve of this; for, you call all men friends Mrs. 
Knowles. "We are commanded to do good to all men, 
'but especially to them who are of the household of 
Faith/” Johnson. "Well, Madam. The household of 
Faith is wide enough.” Mrs. Knowles. "But, Doctor, 
our Saviour had twelve Apostles, yet there was one 
whom he loved. John was called 'the disciple whom 
Jesus loved/” Johnson, (with eyes sparkling benig- 
nantly) "Very well, indeed, Madam. You have said very 
well.” Boswell. "A fine application. Pray, Sir, had you 
ever thought of it?” Johnson. "I had not. Sir.” 

From this pleasing subject, he, I know not how or 
why, made a sudden transition to one upon which he 
was a violent aggressor; for he said, "I am willing to 
love all mankind, except an American” and his inflam- 
mable corruption bursting into horrid fire, he "breathed 
out threatenings and slaughter;” calling them, "Rascals 
— Robbers — Pirates;” and exclaiming, he’d "bum and 
destroy them.” Miss Seward, looking to him with mild 
but steady astonishment, said, "Sir, this is an instance 
that we are always most violent against those whom we 
have injured.” — He was irritated still more by this deli- 
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cate and keen reproach; and roared out another tremen- 
dous volley which one might fancy could be heard 
across the Atlantick. During this tempest I sat in great 
uneasiness, lamenting his heat of temper; till, by de- 
grees, I diverted his attention to other topicks. 

Talking of Miss , a literary lady, he said, "I was 

obliged to speak to Miss Reynolds, to let her know that 
I desired she would not flatter me so much.” Somebody 
now observed, "She flatters Garrick.” Johnson. "She is 
in the right to flatter Garrick. She is in the right for two 
reasons; first, because she has the world with her, who 
have been praising Garrick these thirty years; and sec- 
ondly, because she is rewarded for it by Garrick. Why 
should she flatter me? I can do nothing for her. Let her 
carry her praise to a better market. (Then turning to 
Mrs. Knowles.) You, Madam, have been flattering me 
all the evening; I wish you would give Boswell a little 
now. If you knew his merit as well as I do, you would 
say a great deal; he is the best travelling companion in 
the woijd.” 

April 17, being Good-Friday, I waited on Johnson, as 
usual. I observed at breakfast that although it was a 
part of his abstemious discipline on this most solemn 
fast, to take no milk in his tea, yet when Mrs. Desmoulins 
inadvertently poured it in, he did not reject it. I talked 
of the strange indecision of mind, and imbecility in the 
common occurrences of life, which we may observe in 
some people. Johnson. “Why, Sir, I am in the habit of 
getting others to do things for me.” Boswell. “What, 
Sir! have you that weakness?” Johnson. “Yes, Sir. But I 
always think afterwards I should have done better for 
myself.” 

I told hi m that at a gentleman's house where there 
was thought to be such extravagance or bad manage- 
ment, that he was living much beyond his income, his 
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lady had objected to the cutting of a pickled mango, 
and that I had taken an opportunity to ask the price 
of it, and found it was only two shillings; so here was 
a very poor saving. Johnson. “Sir, that is the blundering 
ceconomy of a narrow understanding. It is stopping one 
hole in a sieve.” 

I expressed some inclination to publish an account 
of my Travels upon the continent of Europe, for which 
I had a variety of materials collected. Johnson. “I do 
not say. Sir, you may not publish your travels; but I 
give you my opinion, that you would lessen yourself 
by it. What can you tell of countries so well known as 
those upon the continent of Europe, which you have 
visited?” Boswell. “But I can give an entertaining nar- 
rative, with many incidents, anecdotes, jeux d y esprit, 
and remarks, so as to make very pleasant reading.” 
Johnson. “Why, Sir, most modern travellers in Europe 
who have published their travels, have been laughed at: 
I would not have you added to the number. The world 
is now not contented to be merely entertained by a 
travellers narrative; they want to learn something. Now 
some of my friends asked me, why I did not give some 
account of my travels in France. The reason is plain; in- 
telligent readers had seen more of France than I had. 
You might have liked my travels in France, and The 
Club might have liked them; but, upon the whole, there 
would have been more ridicule than good produced by 
them.” Boswell. “I cannot agree with you. Sir. People 
would like to read what you say of any thing. Suppose 
a face has been painted by fifty painters before; still We 
love to see it done by Sir Joshua.” Johnson. “True, Sir, 
but Sir Joshua cannot paint a face when he has not tifne 
to look on it.” Boswell. “Sir, a sketch of any sort by 
I to is valuable. And, Sir, to talk to you in your own 
style (raising my voice, and shaking my bead,) you 
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should have given us your travels in France. I am sure 
I am right, and there's an end ont” 

I said to him that it was certainly true, as my friend 
Dempster had observed in his letter to me upon the 
subject, that a great part of what was in his “Journey to 
the Western Islands of Scotland,” had been in his mind 
before he left London. Johnson. “Why yes, Sir, the 
topicks were; and books of travels will be good in pro- 
portion to what a man has previously in his mind; his 
knowing what to observe; his power of contrasting one 
mode of life with another. As the Spanish proverb says, 
'He, who would bring home the wealth of the Indies, 
must carry the wealth of the Indies with him/ So it is 
in travelling; a man must carry knowledge with him, if 
he would bring home knowledge.” Boswell. “The prov- 
erb, I suppose, Sir, means, he must carry a large stock 
with him to trade with.” Johnson. “Yes, Sir.” 

It was a delightful day: as we walked to St. Clement’s 
church, I again remarked that Fleet-street was the most 
cheerful scene in the world. “Fleet-street (said I,) is in 
my mind more delightful than Tempe.” Johnson. “Ay, 
Sir; but let it be compared with Mull.” 

There was a very numerous congregation today at 
St. Clement’s church, which Dr. Johnson said he ob- 
served with pleasure. 

And now I am to give a pretty full account of one of 
the most curious incidents in Johnson’s life, of which he 
himself has made the following minute on this day: “In 
my return from church, I was accosted by Edwards, an 
old fellow-collegian, who had not seen me since 1729. 
He knew me, and asked if I remembered one Edwards; 
I did not at first recollect the name, but gradually as we 
walked along, recovered it, and told him a conversation' 
that had passed at an alehouse between us. My purpose 
is to continue our acquaintance.” 
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It was in Butcher-row that this meeting happened. 
Mr. Edwards, who was a decent-looking elderly man in 
grey clothes, and a wig of many curls, accosted Johnson 
with familiar confidence, knowing who he was, while 
Johnson returned his salutation with a courteous for- 
mality, as to a stranger. But as soon as Edwards had 
brought to his recollection their having been at Pem- 
broke-College together nine-and-forty years ago, he 
seemed much pleased, asked where he lived, and said 
he should be glad to see him in Bolt-court. Edwards. 
"Ah, Sir! we are old men now” Johnson, (who never 
liked to think of being old:) "Don't let us discourage 
one another.” Edwards. "Why, Doctor, you look stout 
and hearty, I am happy to see you so; for the news- 
papers told us you were very ill.” Johnson. "Ay, Sir, 
they are always telling lies of us old fellows .” 

Wishing to be present at more of so singular a con- 
versation as that between two fellow-collegians, who 
had lived forty years in London without ever having 
chanced to meet, I whispered to Mr. Edwards that Dr. 
Johnson was going home, and that he had better ac- 
company him now. So Edwards walked along with us, 
I eagerly assisting to keep up the conversation. Mr. 
Edwards informed Dr. Johnson that he had practised 
long as a solicitor in Chancery, but that he now lived in 
the country upon a little farm, about sixty acres, just by 
Stevenage in Hertfordshire, and that he came to London 
(to Barnards Inn, No. 6,) generally twice a week. John- 
son appearing to be in a reverie, Mr. Edwards addressed 
himself to me, and expatiated on the pleasure of living 
in the country. Boswell. "I have no notion of this, Sir. 
What you have to entertain you, ; is, I think, exhausted 
in half an hour.” Edwards. "What? don't you love to 
have hope realized? I see my grass, and my corn, and 
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my trees growing. Now, for instance, I am curious to 
see if this frost has not nipped my fruit-trees.” Johnson, 
(who we did not imagine was attending:) "You find. 
Sir, you have fears as well as hopes.” — So well did he 
see the whole, when another saw but the half of a sub- 
ject. 

When we got to Dr. Johnson’s house, and were seated 
in his library, the dialogue went on ad m irably. Edwards. 
"Sir, I remember you would not let us say prodigious at 
College. For even then, Sir, (turning to me,) he was 
delicate in language, and we all feared him.” Johnson, 
(to Edwards:) "From your having practised the law 
long, Sir, I presume you must be rich.” Edwabds. "No, 
Sir; I got a good deal of money; but I had a number of 
poor relations to whom I gave a great part of it.” John- 
son. "Sir, you have been rich in the most valuable sense 
of the word.” Edwabds. "But I shall not die rich.” John- 
son. "Nay, sure. Sir, it is better to live rich, than to die 
rich.” Edwards. "I wish I had continued at College.” 
Johnson. "Why do you wish that. Sir?” Edwabds. "Be- 
cause 1 think I should have had a much easier life than 
mine has been. I should have been a parson, and had 
a good living, like Bloxham and several others, and 
lived comfortably.” Johnson. "Sir, the life of a parson, 
of a conscientious clergyman, is not easy. I have always 
considered a clergyman as the father of a larger family 
than he is able to maintain. I would rather have Chan- 
cery suits upon my hands than the cure of souls. No, Sir, 
I do not envy a clergyman’s life as an easy life, nor do 
I envy the clergyman who makes it an easy life.” — Here 
taking himself up all of a sudden, he exclaimed, "O! 
Mr. Edwards! I’ll convince you that I recollect you. Do 
you remember our drinking together at an alehouse 
near Pembroke gate? At that time, you told me of the 
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Eton boy, wbo, when verses on our Saviour's turning 
water into wine were prescribed as an exercise, brought 
up a single line, which was highly admired: 

Vidit et erubuit lympha pudica Deum. 

and I told you of another fine line in 'Camden's Re- 
mains,' an eulogy upon one of our Kings, who was suc- 
ceeded by his son, a prince of equal merit: 

Mira cano, Sol occubuit, nox nulla secuta est. 

Edwards. '‘You are a philosopher, Dr. Johnson. I 
have tried too in my time to be a philosopher; but, I 
don't know how, cheerfulness was always breaking in.” 
— Mr. Burke, Sir Joshua Reynolds, Mr. Courtenay, Mr. 
Malone, and, indeed, all the eminent men to whom I 
have mentioned this, have thought it an exquisite trait 
of character. The truth is, that philosophy, like religion, 
is too generally supposed to be hard and severe, at least 
so grave as to exclude all gaiety. 

Edwards. “I have been twice married. Doctor. You, 
I suppose, have never known what it was to have a 
wife.” Johnson. "Sir, I have known what it was to have 
a wife, and (in a solemn tender faultering tone) I have 
known what it was to lose a wife . — It had almost broke 
my heart.” 

Edwards. "How do you live. Sir? For my part, I must 
have my regular meals, and a glass of good wine. I 
find I require it.” Johnson. "I now drink no wine. Sir. 
Early in life I drank wine : for many years I drank none. 
I then for some years drank a great deal.” Edwards. 
"Some hogsheads, I warrant you.” Johnson. "I then had 
a severe illness, and left it off, and I have never begun 
it again. I never felt any difference upon myself from 
eating one thing rather than another, nor from one kind 
of weather rather than another. There are people, I be- 
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lieve, who feel a difference; but I am not one of them. 
And as to regular meals, I have fasted from the Sundays 
dinner to the Tuesday’s dinner, without any inconven- 
ience. I believe it is best to eat just as one is hungry: but 
a man who is in business, or a man who has a family, 
must have stated meals. I am a straggler. I may leave 
this town and go to Grand Cairo, without being missed 
here or observed there.” Edwards. '"Don’t you eat sup- 
per, Sir?” Johnson. ""No, Sir.” Edwards. ""For my part, 
now, I consider supper as a turn-pike through which 
one must pass, in order to get to bed.” 

Johnson. ""You are a lawyer, Mr. Edwards. Lawyers 
know life practically. A bookish man should always have 
them to converse with. They have what he wants.” 
Edwards. "1 am grown old: I am sixty-five.” Johnson. 
""I shall be sixty-eight next birthday. Come, Sir, drink 
water, and put in for a hundred.” 

This interview confirmed my opinion of Johnson’s 
most humane and benevolent heart. His cordial and 
placid behavior to an old fellow-collegian, a man so 
different from himself; and his telling him that he would 
go down to his farm and visit him, shewed a kindness 
of disposition very rare at an advanced age. He ob- 
served, ""how wonderful it was that they had both been 
in London forty years, without having ever once met, 
and both walkers in the street too!” Mr. Edwards, when 
going away, again recurred to his consciousness of se- 
nility, and looking full in Johnson’s face, said to him, 
""You’ll find in Dr. Young, 

O my coevals! remnants of yourselves.” 

Johnson did not relish this at all; but shook his head 
with impatience. Edwards walked off seemingly highly- 
pleased with the honour of having been thus noticed by 
Dr. Johnson. When he was gone, I said to Johnson, I 
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thought him but a weak man. Johnson”. "Why, yes. Sir. 
Here is a man who has passed through life without ex- 
perience: yet I would rather have him with me than a 
more sensible man who will not talk readily. This man 
is always willing to say what he has to say.” Yet Dr. 
Johnson had himself by no means that willingness which 
he praised so much, and I think so justly; for who has 
not felt the painful effect of the dreary void, when there 
is a total silence in a company, for any length of time; 
or, which is as bad, or perhaps worse, when the conver- 
sation is with difficulty kept up by a perpetual effort? 

Johnson once observed to me, “Tom Tyers described 
me the best: 'Sir, (said he,) you are like a ghost; you 
never speak till you are spoken to/ ” 

Mr. Edwards had said to me aside, that Dr. Johnson 
should have been of a profession. I repeated the remark 
to Johnson that I might have his own thoughts on the 
subject. Johnson. “Sir, it would have been better that 
I had been of a profession. I ought to have been a law- 
yer.” Boswell. “I do not think, Sir, it would have been 
better, for we should not have had the English Diction- 
ary.” Johnson. “But you would have had Reports.” 
Boswell. “Aye; but there would not have been another, 
who could have written the Dictionary. There have been 
very many good Judges. Suppose you had been Lord 
Chancellor; you would have delivered opinions with 
more extent of mind, and in a more ornamented man- 
ner, than perhaps any Chancellor ever did, or ever will 
do. But, I believe, causes have been as judiciously de- 
cided as you could have done.” Johnson. “Yes, Sir. 
Property has been as well settled.” 

Johnson, however, had a noble ambition floating in 
his mind, and had, undoubtedly, often speculated on 
the possibility of his super-eminent powers being re- 
warded in this great and liberal country by the highest 
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honours of the State. Sir William Scott informs me, that 
upon the death of the late Lord Lichfield, who was 
Chancellor of the University of Oxford, he said to John- 
son. “What a pity it is, Sir, that you did not follow the 
profession of the law. You might have been Lord Chan- 
cellor of Great Britain, and attained to the dignity of 
the peerage; and now that the title of Lichfield, your 
native city, is extinct, you might have had it.” Johnson, 
upon this, seemed much agitated; and, in an angry tone, 
exclaimed, “Why will you vex me by suggesting this, 
when it is too late?” 

But he did not repine at the prosperity of others. The 
late Dr. Thomas Leland told Mr. Courtenay, that when 
Mr. Edmund Burke shewed Johnson his fine house and 
lands near BeaConsfield, Johnson coolly said, “A/on equi- 
dem invideo; miror magis .” 

Yet no man had a higher notion of the dignity of 
literature than Johnson, or was more determined in 
maintaining the respect which he justly considered as due 
to it. Of this, besides the general tenor of his conduct 
in society, some characteristical instances may be men- 
tioned. 

He told Sir Joshua Reynolds, that once when he dined 
in a numerous company of booksellers, where the room 
being small, the head of the table, at which he sat, was 
almost close to the fire, he persevered in suffering a 
great deal of inconvenience from the heat, rather than 
quit his place, and let one of them sit above him. 

Goldsmith, in his diverting simplicity, complained one 
day, in a mixed company, of Lord Camden. “I met him 
(said he) at Lord Clare’s house in the country, and he 
took no more notice of me than if I had been an ordinary 
man.” The company having laughed heartily, Johnson 
stood forth in defence of his friend. “Nay, Gentlemen, 
(said he,) Dr. Goldsmith is in the right. A nobleman 



294 JAMES BOSWELL 

ought to have made up to such a man as Goldsmith; 
and I think it is much against Lord Camden that he 
neglected him/' 

Nor could he patiently endure to hear, that such re- 
spect as he thought due only to higher intellectual quali- 
ties, should be bestowed on men of slighter, though 
perhaps more amusing, talents. I told him, that one 
morning, when I went to breakfast with Garrick, who was 
very vain of his intimacy with Lord Camden, he ac- 
costed me thus: — “Pray now, did you — did you meet a 
little lawyer turning the corner, eh?” — “No, Sir, (said 
I.) Pray what do you mean by the question?” — “Why, 
(replied Garrick, with an affected indifference, yet as 
if standing on tip-toe,) Lord Camden has this moment 
left me. We have had a long walk together.” Johnson. 
“Well, Sir, Garrick talked very properly. Lord Camden 
was a little lawyer to be associating so familiarly with a 
player.” 

Sir Joshua Reynolds observed, with great truth, that 
Johnson considered Garrick to be as it were his 'prop- 
erty. He would allow no man either to blame or to praise 
Garrick in his presence, without contradicting him. 

On Saturday, April 14, I drank tea with him. He 
praised the late Mr. Duncombe, of Canterbury, as a 
pleasing man. “He used to come to me; I did not seek 
much after him . Indeed I never sought much after any 
body.” Boswell. “Lord Orrery, I suppose.” Johnson. 
“No, Sir; I never went to him but when he sent for me.” 
Boswell. “Richardson?” Johnson. “Yes, Sir. But X 
sought after George Psalmanazar the most. I used to 
go and sit with him at an alehouse in the city.” 

I am happy to mention another instance which I dis- 
covered of his seeking after a man of merit. Soon after 
the Honourable Daines Barrington had published his ex- 
cellent “Observations on the Statutes,” Johnson waited 
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on that worthy and learned gentleman; and, having told 
him his name, courteously said, *1 have read your book, 
Sir, with great pleasure, and wish to be better known to 
you.” Thus began an acquaintance, which was con- 
tinued with mutual regard as long as Johnson lived. 

Talking of a recent seditious delinquent, he said, 
"They should set him in the pillory, that he may be 
punished in a way that would disgrace him.” I ob- 
served, that the pillory does not always disgrace. And I 
mentioned an instance of a gentleman, who I thought 
was not dishonoured by it. Johnson. "Ay, but he was. 
Sir, He could not mouth and strut as he used to do, 
after having been there. People are not willing to ask a 
man to their tables, who has stood in the pillory.” 

The gentleman who had dined with us at Dr. Percy’s 
came in. Johnson attacked the Americans with intem- 
perate vehemence of abuse. I said something in their 
favour; and added, that I was always sorry, when he 
talked on that subject. This, it seems, exasperated him; 
though he said nothing at the time. The cloud was 
charged with sulphureous vapour, which was afterwards 
to burst in thunder. — We talked of a gentleman who 
was running out his fortune in London; and I said, "We 
must get him out of it. All his friends must quarrel with 
him, and that will soon drive him away.” Johnson, 
"Nay, Sir, we’ll send you to him. If your company does 
not drive a man out of his house, nothing will.” This was 
a horrible shock, for which there was no visible cause. I 
afterwards asked him why he had said so harsh a thing. 
Johnson. "Because, Sir, you made me angry about the 
Americans.” Bosweix. "But why did you not take your 
revenge directly?” Johnson (smiling) "Because, Sir, I 
had nothing ready. A man cannot strike till he has his 
weapons.” This was a candid and pleasant confession. 

He shewed me tonight his drawing-room, very gen- 
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teelly fitted up; and said, “Mrs. Thrale sneered, when I 
talked of my having asked you and your lady to live at 
my house. I was obliged to tell her, that you would be 
in as respectable a situation in my house as in hers. Sir, 
the insolence of wealth will creep out.” Boswell. “She 
has a little both of the insolence of wealth, and the con- 
ceit of parts.” Johnson. “The insolence of wealth is a 
wretched thing; but the conceit of parts has some 
foundation. To be sure, it should not be. But who is 
without it?” Boswell. “Yourself, Sir.” Johnson. “Why, 
I play no tricks: I lay no traps.” Boswell. “No, Sir. You 
are six feet high, and you only do not stoop.” 

We talked of the numbers of people that sometimes 
have composed the households of great families. I men- 
tioned that there were a hundred in the family of the 
present Earl of Eglintoune’s father. Dr. Johnson seeming 
to doubt it, I began to enumerate. “Let us see: my Lord 
and my Lady two.” Johnson. “Nay, Sir, if you are to 
count by twos, you may be long enough.” Boswell. 
“Well, but now I add two sons and seven daughters, 
and a servant for each, that will make twenty; so we 
have the fifth part already.” Johnson. “Very true. You 
get at twenty pretty readily; but you will not so easily 
get further on. We grow to five feet pretty readily; but 
it is not so easy to grow to seven.” 

On Saturday ? April 25, I dined with him at Sir Joshua 
Reynolds’s, with the learned Dr. Musgrave, Counsellor 
Leland of Ireland, son to the historian, Mrs. Cholmon- 
deley, and some more ladies. I happened, I know not 
how, to say that a pamphlet meant a prose piece. John- 
son. “No, Sir. A few sheets of poetry unbound are a 
pamphlet, as much as a few sheets of prose.” Musgbave. 
“A pamphlet may be understood to mean a ‘poetical 
piece in Westminster-Hall, that is, in formal language; 
but in common language it is understood to mean prose.” 
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Johnson, (and here was one of the many instances of 
his knowing clearly and telling exactly how a thing is,) 
“A pamphlet is understood in common language to mean 
prose, only from this, that there is so much more prose 
written than poetry; as when we say a book, prose is 
understood for the same reason, though a book may as 
well be in poetry as in prose. We understand what is 
most general, and we name what is less frequent.” 

We talked of a lady’s verses on Ireland. Miss Reyn- 
olds. "Have you seen them, Sir?” Johnson. "No, Madam, 
I have seen a translation from Horace, by one of her 
daughters. She shewed it me.” Miss Reynolds. "And 
how was it. Sir?” Johnson. “Why, very well for a young 
Miss’s verses; — that is to say, compared with excellence, 
nothing; but, very well, for the person who wrote them. 
I am vexed at being shewn verses in that manner.” Miss 
Reynolds. "But if they should be good, why not give 
them hearty praise?” Johnson. "Why, Madam, because 
I have not then got the better of my bad humour from 
having been shewn them. You must consider. Madam; 
before-hand they may be bad as well as good. Nobody 
has a right to put another under such a difficulty, that 
he must either hurt the person by telling the truth, or 
hurt himself by telling what is not true.” Boswell. "A 
man often shews his writings to people of eminence, to 
obtain from them, either from their good-nature, or from 
their not being able to tell the truth firmly, a commenda- 
tion, of which he may afterwards avail himself.” John- 
son. "Very true. Sir. Therefore the man, who is asked 
by an authour what he thinks of his work, is put to the 
torture, and is not obliged to speak the truth; so that 
what he says is not considered as his opinion; yet he has 
said it, and cannot retract it; and this authour, when 
mankind are hunting him with a cannister at his tail, 
can say, T would not have published, had not Johnson, 
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or Reynolds, or Musgrave, or some other good judge 
commended the work/ Yet I consider it as a very diffi- 
cult question in conscience, whether one should advise 
a man not to publish a work, if profit be his object; for 
the man may say, ‘Had it not been for you, I should 
have had the money/ Now you cannot be sure; for you 
have only your own opinion, and the publick may think 
very differently.” Sir Joshua Reynolds. “You must upon 
such an occasion have two judgements; one as to the 
real value of the work, the other as to what may please 
the general taste at the time.” Johnson. “Rut you can be 
sure of neither; and therefore I should scruple much to 
give a suppressive vote. Both Goldsmith’s comedies were 
once refused; his first by Garrick, his second by Colman, 
who was prevailed on at last by much solicitation, nay, 
a kind of force, to bring it on. His ‘Vicar of Wakefield’ 
I myself did not think would have had much success. It 
was written and sold to a bookseller, before his ‘Travel- 
ler/ but published after; so little expectation had the 
bookseller from it. Had it been sold after the ‘Traveller/ 
he might have had twice as much money for it, though 
sixty guineas was no mean price. The bookseller had the 
advantage of Goldsmith’s reputation from ‘The Travel- 
ler’ in the sale, though Goldsmith had it not in selling 
the copy.” Sir Joshua Reynolds. “The Beggar’s Opera 
affords a proof how strangely people will differ in opin- 
ion about a literary performance. Burke thinks it has no 
merit.” Johnson. “It was refused by one of the houses; 
but I should have thought it would succeed, not from 
any great excellence in the writing, but from the nov- 
elty, and the general spirit and gaiety of the piece, 
which keeps the audience always attentive, and dis- 
misses them in good humour.” 

We went to the drawing-room, where was a consider- 
able increase of company. It was observed, that avarice 
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was inherent in some dispositions. Johnson. “No man 
was bom a miser, because no man was born to posses- 
sion. Every man is bom cupidus — desirous of getting; 
but not avarus — desirous of keeping.” Boswell. “I have 
heard old Mr. Sheridan maintain, with much ingenuity, 
that a complete miser is a happy man; a miser who gives 
himself wholly to the one passion of saving.” Johnson. 
“That is flying in the face of all the world, who have 
called an avaricious man a miser, because he is misera- 
ble. No, Sir, a man who both spends and saves money 
is the happiest man, because he has both enjoyments.” 

The conversation having turned on Bon-Mots, he 
quoted, from one of the Ana, an exquisite instance of. 
flattery in a maid of honour in France, who being asked 
by the Queen what o’clock it was, answered, “What 
your Majesty pleases.” 

He observed, “A man cannot with propriety speak of 
himself, except he relates simple facts; as, T was at 
Richmond:’ or what depends on mensuration; as, T am 
six feet high.’ He is sure he has been at Richmond; he 
is sure he is six feet high: but he cannot be sure he is 
wise, or that he has any other excellence. Then, all cen- 
sure of a man’s self is oblique praise. It is in order to 
shew how much he can spare. It has all the invidious- 
ness of self-praise, and all the reproach of falsehood.” 
Boswell. “Sometimes it may proceed from a man’s 
strong consciousness of his faults being observed. He 
knows that others would throw him down, and there- 
fore he had better lie down softly of his own accord.” 

On Tuesday, April 28, he was engaged to dine at 
General Paoli’s, where, as I have already observed, I 
was still entertained in elegant hospitality, and with aH 
the ease and comfort of a home. I called on him, and 
accompanied him in a hackney-coach. We stopped Jrst 
at the bottom of Hedge-lane, into which he went to 
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leave a letter, "with good news for a poor man in dis- 
tress/’ as he told me. I did not question him particularly 
as to this. He himself often resembled Lady Boling- 
broke s lively description of Pope: that ‘lie was un po- 
litique aux choux et aux raves .” He would say, “I dine 
today in Grosvenor-square;” this might be with a Duke; 
or, perhaps, *1 dine today at the other end of the 
town:” or, “A gentleman of great eminence called on me 
yesterday.” — He loved thus to keep things floating in 
conjecture: Omne ignotam pro magnifico est. I believe 
I ventured to dissipate the cloud, to unveil the mystery, 
more freely and frequently than any of his friends. We 
stopped again at Wirgman s, the well-known toy-shop, 
in St. James s-Street, at the corner of St. James’s-Place, 
to which he had been directed, but not clearly, for he 
searched about some time, and could not find it at first; 
and said, "To direct one only to a corner shop is toying 
with one.” I suppose he meant this as a play upon the 
word toy ; it was the first time that I knew him to stoop 
to such sport After he had been some time in the shop, 
he sent for me to come out of the coach, and help him 
to choose a pair of silver buckles, as those he had were 
too small. Probably this alteration in dress had been sug- 
gested by Mrs. Thrale, by associating with whom, his 
external appearance was much improved. He got better 
cloaths; and the dark colour, from which he never devi- 
ated, was enlivened by metal buttons. His wigs, too, 
were much better; and during their travels in France, 
he was furnished with a Paris-made wig, of handsome 
construction. This choosing of silver buckles was a nego- 
ciation: "Sir, (said he,) I will not have the ridiculous 
large ones now in fashion; and I will give no more than 
a guinea for a pair.” Such were the principles of the 
business; and, after some examination, he was fitted. As 
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we drove along, I found him in a talking humour, of 
which I availed myself. Boswell. "I was this morning 
in Ridley's shop, Sir; and was told, that the collection 
called ‘Johnsoniana has sold very much." Johnson. “Yet 
the 'Journey to the Hebrides’ has not had a great sale." 
Boswell. “That is strange." Johnson. “Yes, Sir; for in 
that book I have told the world a great deal that they 
did not know before." 

Boswell. “I drank chocolate, Sir, this morning with 
Mr. Eld; and, to my no small surprize, found him to be 
a Staffordshire Whig , a being which I did not believe 
had existed." Johnson. “Sir, there are rascals in all 
countries.” Boswell. “Eld said, a Tory was a creature 
generated between a non-juring parson and one’s grand- 
mother." Johnson. “And I have always said, the first 
Whig was the Devil." 

At General Paoli’s were Sir Joshua Reynolds, Mr. 
Langton, Marchese Gherardi of Lombardy, and Mr. 
John Spottiswoode the younger, of Spottiswoode, the 
solicitor. At this time fears of an invasion were circu- 
lated; to obviate which, Mr. Spottiswoode observed, 
that Mr. Fraser the engineer, who had lately come from 
Dunkirk, said, that the French had the same fears of us. 
Johnson. “It is thus that mutual cowardice keeps us in 
peace. Were one-half of mankind brave, and one-half 
cowards, the brave would be always beating the cow- 
ards. Were all brave, they would lead a very uneasy 
life; all would be continually fighting: but being all 
cowards, we go on very well." 

We talked of drinking wine. Johnson. “I require 
wine, only when I am alone. I have then often wished 
for it, and often taken it." Spottiswoode. “What, by 
way of a companion, Sir?” Johnson. “To get rid of my- 
self, to send myself away. Wine gives great pleasure; 
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and every pleasure is of itself a good. It is a good, unless 
counterbalanced by evil. A man may Have a strong rea- 
son not to drink wine; and that may be greater than the 
pleasure. Wine makes a man better pleased with him- 
self. I do not say that it makes him more pleasing to 
others. Sometimes it does. But the danger is, that while 
a man grows better pleased with himself, he may be 
growing less pleasing to others. Wine gives a man noth- 
ing. It neither gives him knowledge nor wit; it only 
animates a man, and enables him to bring out what a 
dread of the company has repressed. It only puts in 
motion what has been locked up in frost. But this may 
be good, or it may be bad.” Spottxswoode. "So, Sir, 
wine is a key which opens a box; but this box may be 
either full or empty?” Johnson. "Nay, Sir, conversation 
is the key: wine is a pick-lock, which forces open the 
box, and injures it. A man should cultivate his mind so 
as to have that confidence and readiness without wine, 
which wine gives.” Boswell. "The great difficulty of re- 
sisting wine is from benevolence. For instance, a good 
worthy man asks you to taste his wine, which he has 
had twenty years in his cellar.” Johnson. “Sir, all this 
notion about benevolence arises from a man’s imagining 
himself to be of more importance to others, than he 
really is. They don’t care a farthing whether he drinks 
wine or not ” Sir Joshua Reynolds. “Yes, they do for 
the time.” Johnson. "For the time! — If they care this 
minute, they forget it the next And as for the good 
worthy man; how do you know he is good and worthy? 
No good and worthy man will insist upon another man’s 
drinking wine. As to the wine twenty years in the cellar, 
— of ten men, three say this, merely because they must 
say something; three are telling a lie, when they say 
Aey have had the wine twenty years; — three would 
rather save the wine; — one, perhaps, cares. I allow it is 
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something to please one's company; and people are al- 
ways pleased with those who partake pleasure with 
them. But after a man has brought himself to relinquish 
the great personal pleasure which arises from drinking 
wine, any other consideration is a trifle. To please others 
by drinking wine, is something only, if there be nothing 
against it. I should, however, be sorry to offend worthy 
men: 

Curst be the verse, how well so e’er it flow, 

That tends to make one worthy man my foe.” 

Boswell. “Curst be the spring, the water.” Johnson. 
“But let us consider what a sad thing it would be, if we 
were obliged to drink or do any thing else that may hap- 
pen to be agreeable to the company where we are.” 
Langton. “By the same rule you must join with a gang 
of cut-purses.” Johnson. “Yes, Sir: but yet we must do 
justice to wine; we must allow it the power it possesses. 
To make a man pleased with himself, let me tell you, is 
doing a very great thing; 

Si patrice volurnnus , si nobis vivere cari !* 

I was at this time myself a water-drinker, upon trial, 
by Johnson's recommendation. Johnson. “Boswell is a 
bolder combatant than Sir Joshua: he argues for wine 
without the help of wine; but Sir Joshua with it.” Sir 
Joshua Reynolds. “But to please one's company is a 
strong motive.” Johnson, (who, from drinking only 
water, supposed every body who drank wine to be ele- 
vated, ) “I won’t argue any more with you, Sir. You are 
too far gone.” Sir Joshua. “I should have thought so 
indeed, Sir, had I made such a speech as you have now 
done.” Johnson, (drawing himself in, and, I really 
thought blushing,) “Nay, don’t be angry. I did not mean 
to offend you.” Sir Joshua. “At first the taste of wine 
was disagreeable to me; but I brought myself to drink 
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it, that I might be like other people. The pleasure of 
drinking wine is so connected with pleasing your com- 
pany, that altogether there is something of social good- 
ness in it.” Johnson. “Sir, this is only saying the same 
thing over again.” Sir Joshua. “No, this is new.” John- 
son. “You put it in new words, but it is an old thought. 
This is one of the disadvantages of wine, it makes a man 
mistake words for thoughts.” Boswell. “I think it is a 
new thought; at least, it is in a new attitude .” Johnson. 
“Nay, Sir, it is only in a new coat; or an old coat with a 
new facing. (Then laughing heartily.) It is the old dog 
in a*new doublet. — An extraordinary instance, however, 
may occur where a man's patron will do nothing for him, 
unless he will drink: there may be a good reason for 
drinking.” 

I mentioned a nobleman, who I believed was really 
uneasy, if his company would not drink hard. Johnson. 
“That is from having had people about him whom he 
has been accustomed to command.” Boswell. “Sup- 
posing I should be tete-a-tete with him at table.” John- 
son. “Sir, there is no more reason for your drinking with 
him, than His being sober with you!* Boswell. “Why, 
that is true; for it would do him less hurt to be sober, 
than it would do me to get drunk.” Johnson. “Yes, Sir; 
and from what I have heard of him, one would not wish 
to sacrifice himself to such a man. If he must always 
have somebody to drink with him, he should buy a 
slave, and then he would be sure to have it. They who 
submit to drink as another pleases, make themselves his 
slaves.” Boswell. “But, Sir, you will surely make allow- 
ance for the duty of hospitality. A gentleman who loves 
drinking, comes to visit me.” Johnson. “Sir, a man 
knows whom he visits; he comes to the table of a sober 
man.” Boswell. “But, Sir, you and I should not have 
been so well received in the Highlands and Hebrides, if 
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I had not drunk with our worthy friends. Had I drunk 
water only as you did, they would not have been so 
cordial.” Johnson. “Sir William Temple mentions, that 
in his travels through the Netherlands he had two or 
three gentlemen with him; and when a bumper was 
necessary, he put it on them. Were I to travel again 
through the islands, I would have Sir Joshua with me 
to take the bumpers.” Boswell. “But, Sir, let me put a 
case. Suppose Sir Joshua should take a jaunt into Scot- 
land; he does me the honour to pay me a visit at my 
house in the country; I am overjoyed at seeing him; we 
are quite by ourselves; shall I unsociably and churlishly 
let him sit drinking by himself? No, no, my dear Sir 
Joshua, you shall not be treated so, I will take a bottle 
with you.” 

On Wednesday, April 29, I dined with him at Mr. 
Allan Ramsays. Johnson harangued against drinking 
wine. “A man (said he,) may choose whether he will 
have abstemiousness and knowledge, or claret and igno- 
rance.” Dr. Robertson, (who is very companionable,) 
was beginning to dissent as to the proscription of claret. 
Johnson: (with a placid smile.) “Nay, Sir, you shall not 
differ with me; as I have said that the man is most per- 
fect who takes in the most things, I am for knowledge 
and claret.” Robertson: (holding a glass of generous 
claret in his hand. ) “Sir, I can only drink your health.” 
Johnson. “Sir, I should be sorry if you should be ever 
in such a state as to be able to do nothing more.” Rob- 
ertson. “Dr. Johnson, allow me to say, that in one re- 
spect I have the advantage of you; when you were in 
Scotland you would not come to hear any of our 
preachers, whereas, when I am here, I attend your pub- 
lick worship without scruple, and indeed with great sat- 
isfaction.” Johnson. “Why, Sir, that is not so extraordi- 
nary; the King of Siam sent ambassadors to Louis the 
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Fourteenth; but Louis the Fourteenth sent none to the 

King of Siam.” 

Here my friend for once discovered a want of knowl- 
edge or forgetfulness; for Louis the Fourteenth did send 
an embassy to the King of Siam, and the Abb6 Choisi, 
who was employed in it, published an account of it in 
two volumes. 

Next day, Thursday, April 30, I found him at home 
by himself. Johnson. “Well, Sir, Ramsay gave us a 
splendid dinner. I love Ramsay. You will not find a man 
in whose conversation there is more instruction, more 
information, and more elegance, than in Ramsay's.” 
Boswell. "What I admire in Ramsay, is his continuing 
to be so young.” Johnson. ""Why, yes. Sir; it is to be 
admired. I value myself upon this, that there is nothing 
of the old man in my conversation. I am now sixty-eight, 
and I have no more of it than at twenty-eight.” Bos- 
well. ""But, Sir, would not you wish to know old age? 
He who is never an old man, does not know the whole 
of human life; for old age is one of the divisions of it.” 
Johnson. ‘"Nay, Sir, what talk is this?” Boswell. “I 
mean, Sir, the Sphinx's description of it; — morning, 
noon, and night. I would know night, as well as morning 
and noon.” Johnson. ""What, Sir, would you know what 
it is to feel the evils of old age? Would you have the 
gout? Would you have decrepitude?” — Seeing him 
heated, I would not argue any farther; but I was con- 
fident that I was in the right. I would, in due time, be 
a Nestor, an elder of the people; and there should be 
some difference between the conversation of twenty- 
eight and sixty-eight. A grave picture should not be gay. 
There is a serene, solemn, placid old age. Johnson. “Mrs. 
Thrale’s mother said of me what flattered me much. A 
clergyman was complaining of want of society in the 
country where he lived; and said, "They talk of runts ; 
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(that is, young cows.) ‘Sir, (said Mrs. Salusbury,) Mr. 
Johnson would learn to talk of runts:’ meaning that I 
was a man who would make the most of my situation, 
whatever it was.” He added, “I think myself a very 
polite man.” 

On Saturday, May 2, I dined with him at Sir Joshua 
Reynolds’s, where there was a very large company, and 
a great deal of conversation; but owing to some circum- 
stances which I cannot now recollect, I have no record 
of any part of it, except that there were several people 
there by no means of the Johnsonian school; so that less 
attention was paid to him than usual, which put him out 
of humour; and upon some imaginary offence from me, 
he attacked me with such rudeness, that I was vexed 
and angry, because it gave those persons an oppor- 
tunity of enlarging upon his supposed ferocity, and ill- 
treatment of his best friends. I was so much hurt, and 
had my pride so much roused, that I kept away from 
him for a week; and perhaps, might have kept away 
much longer, nay, gone to Scotland without seeing him 
again, had not we fortunately met and been reconciled. 
To such unhappy chances are human friendships liable. 

On Friday, May 8, 1 dined with him at Mr. Langton’s. 
I was reserved and silent, which I suppose he perceived, 
and might recollect the cause. After dinner, when Mr. 
Langton was called out of the room, and we were by 
ourselves, he drew his chair near to mine, and said in 
a tone of conciliating courtesy, “Well, how have you 
done?” Boswell. “Sir, you have made me very uneasy 
by your behaviour to me when we last were at Sir 
Joshua Reynolds’s. You know, my dear Sir, no man has 
a greater respect and affection for you, or would sooner 
go to the end of the world to serve you. Now to treat me 
so — He insisted that I had interrupted him, which I 
assured him was not the case; and proceeded — “But 
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why treat me so before people who neither love you nor 
me?” Johnson'. ‘Well, I am sorry for it. I’ll make it up 
to you twenty different ways, as you please.” Boswell, 
“I said today to Sir Joshua, when he observed that you 
tossed me sometimes — I don’t care how often, or how 
high he tosses me, when only friends are present, for 
then I fall upon soft ground: but I do not like falling on 
stones, which is the case when enemies are present. — I 
think this is a pretty good image, Sir.” Johnson. “Sir, it 
is one of the happiest I have ever heard.” 

Mr. Langton having repeated the anecdote of Ad- 
dison having distinguished between his powers in con- 
versation and in writing, by saying “I have only nine- 
pence in my pocket; but I can draw for a thousand 
pounds;” — Johnson. “He had not that retort ready, Sir: 
he had prepared it beforehand.” Langton: (turning to 
me.) “A fine surmise. Set a thief to catch a thief.” 

On Tuesday, May 12, I waited on the Earl of March- 
mont, to know if his Lordship would favour Dr. John- 
son with information concerning Pope, whose Life he 
was about to write. Johnson had not flattered himself 
with the hopes of receiving any civility from this noble- 
man; for he said to me, when I mentioned Lord March- 
mont as one who could tell him a great deal about Pope, 
— “Sir, he will tell me nothing.” I had the honour of 
being known to his Lordship, and applied to him of my- 
self, without being commissioned by Johnson. His Lord- 
ship behaved in the most polite and obliging manner, 
promised to tell all he recollected about Pope, and was 
so very courteous as to say, “Tell Dr. Johnson, I have a 
great respect for him, and am ready to shew it in any 
way I can. I am to be in the city tomorrow, and will 
call at his house as I return.” His Lordship however 
asked, “Will he write the Lives of the Poets impartially? 
He was the first that brought Whig and Tory into a Die- 
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tionary. And what do you think of his definition of Ex- 
cise? Do you know the history of his aversion to the 
word transpire?” Then taking down the folio Dictionary, 
he shewed it with this censure omits secondary sense: 
"To escape from secrecy to notice; a sense lately in- 
novated from France, without necessity.” The truth was. 
Lord Bolingbroke, who left the Jacobites, first used it; 
therefore, it was to be condemned. He should have 
shewn what word would do for it, if it was unnecessary. 
I afterwards put the question to Johnson: "Why, Sir, 
(said he,) g bt abroad” Boswell. "That, Sir, is using 
two words.” Johnson. "Sir, there is no end of this. You 
may as well insist to have a word for old age.” Boswell. 
"Well, Sir, Senectus.” Johnson. "Nay, Sir, to insist al- 
ways that there should be one word to express a thing 
in English, because there is one in another language, is 
to change the language.” 

I availed myself of this opportunity to hear from his 
Lordship many particulars both of Pope and Lord Bol- 
ingbroke, which I have in writing. 

I proposed to Lord Marchmont, that he should revise 
Johnson's Life of Pope: "So (said his Lordship) you 
would put me in a dangerous situation. You know he 
knocked down Osborne, the bookseller.” 

Elated with the success of my spontaneous exertion 
to procure material and respectable aid to Johnson for 
his very favourite work, "The Lives of the Poets,” I 
hastened down to Mr. Thrale's at Streatham, where he 
now was, that I might insure his being at home next 
day; and after dinner, when I thought he would receive 
the good news in the best humour, I announced it 
eagerly: "I have been at work for you today. Sir. I have 
been with Lord Marchmont. He bade me tell you, he 
has a great respect for you, and will call on you to- 
morrow, at one o'clock, and communicate all he knows 
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about Pope." — Here I paused, in full expectation that 
he would be pleased with this intelligence, would praise 
my active merit, and would be alert to embrace such an 
offer from a nobleman. But whether I had shewn an 
over-exultation, which provoked his spleen, or whether 
he was seized with a suspicion that I had obtruded him 
on Lord Marchmont, and humbled him too much; or 
whether there was any thing more than an unlucky fit of 
ill-humour, I know not; but to my surprise, the result 
was, — Johnson. “I shall not be in town tomorrow. I 
don't care to know about Pope." Mbs. Thrale: (sur- 
prised as I was, and a little angry. ) “I suppose, Sir, Mr. 
Boswell thought, that as you are to write Pope's Life, 
you would wish to know about him." Johnson. “Wish! 
why yes. If it rained knowledge, I’d hold out my hand; 
but I would not give myself the trouble to go in quest of 
it." There was no arguing with him at the moment. 
Some time afterwards he said, “Lord Marchmont will 
call on me, and then I shall call on Lord Marchmont." 
Mrs. Thrale was uneasy at his unaccountable caprice; 
and told me, that if I did not take care to bring about a 
meeting between Lord Marchmont and him, it would 
never take place, which would be a great pity. I sent a 
card to his Lordship, to be left at Johnson's house, ac- 
quainting him, that Dr. Johnson could not be in town 
next day, but would do himself the honour of waiting on 
him at another time. 

Talking of divorces, I asked if Othello's doctrine was 
not plausible: 

He that is robb’d, not wanting what is stolen. 

Let him not know’t, and he's not robbed at all. 

Dr. Johnson and Mrs. Thrale joined against this. John- 
son. “Ask any man if he'd wish not to know of such an 
hijury." Boswell. “Would you tell your friend to make 
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him unhappy?” Johnson. “Perhaps, Sir, I should not; 
but that would be from prudence on my own account. A 
man would tell his father.” Boswell. “Yes; because he 
would not have spurious children to get any share of the 
family inheritance.” Mrs. Thkale. “Or he would tell his 
brother.” Boswell. “Certainly, his elder brother.” John- 
son. “You would tell your friend of a woman’s infamy, 
to prevent his marrying a whore: there is the same rea- 
son to tell him of his wife’s infidelity when he is married, 
to prevent the consequences of imposition. It is a breach 
of confidence not to tell a friend.” Boswell. “Would 

you tell Mr. ?” (naming a gentleman who assuredly 

was not in the least danger of such a miserable disgrace, 
though married to a fine woman.) Johnson. “No, Sir; 
because it would do no good; he is so sluggish, he’d 
never go to parliament and get a divorce.” 

He said of one of our friends, “He is ruining himself 
without pleasure. A man who loses at play, or who runs 
out his fortune at court, makes his estate less, in hopes 
of making it bigger: (I am sure of this word, which was 
often used by him: ) but it is a sad thing to pass through 
the quagmire of parsimony, to the gulph of ruin. To 
pass over the flowery path of extravagance, is very well.” 

After Mrs. Thrale was gone to bed, Johnson and I sat 
up late. We resumed Sir Joshua Reynolds’s argument on 
the preceding Sunday, that a man would be virtuous, 
though he had no other motive than to preserve his 
character. Johnson. “Sir, it is not true; for as to this 
world, vice does not hurt a man’s character.” Boswell. 
“Yes, Sir, debauching a friend’s wife will.” Johnson. 
“No, Sir. Who thinks- the worse of for it?” Bos- 
well. “Lord — was not his friend.” Johnson. ‘“That 

is only a circumstance. Sir; a slight distinction. He could 

not get into the house but by Lord . A man is 

chosen Knight of the shire, not the less for having de- 
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bauched ladies.” Boswell. "What, Sir, if he debauched 
the ladies of gentlemen in the county, will not there be 
a general resentment against him?” Johnson. "No, Sir. 
He will lose those particular gentlemen; but the rest will 
not trouble their heads about it,” (warmly). Boswell. 
"Well, Sir, I cannot think so.” Johnson. "Nay, Sir, there 
is no talking with a man who will dispute what every 
body knows, (angrily.) Don't you know this?” Boswell. 
"No, Sir; and I wish to think better of your country than 
you represent it. I knew in Scotland a gentleman obliged 
to leave it for debauching a lady; and in one of our 
counties an Earls brother lost his election, because he 
had debauched the lady of another Earl in that county, 
and destroyed the peace of a noble family.” 

Still he would not yield. He proceeded; 'Will you not 
allow, Sir, that vice does not hurt a man's character so 
as to obstruct his prosperity in life, when you know that 

was loaded with wealth and honours; a man who 

had acquired his fortune by such crimes, that his con- 
sciousness of them impelled him to cut his own throat?” 
Boswell. "You will recollect, Sir, that Dr. Robertson 
said, he cut his throat because he was weary of still life; 
little things not being sufficient to move his great mind.” 
Johnson, (very angry.) "Nay, Sir, what stuff is this? 
You had no more this opinion after Robertson said it, 
than before. I know nothing more offensive than repeat- 
ing what one knows to be foolish things, by way of con- 
tinuing a dispute, to see what a man will answer, to 

make him your butt!” (angrier still.) Boswell. "My dear 
Sir, I had no such intention as you seem to suspect; I 
had not indeed. Might not this nobleman have felt every 
thing weary, stale, flat, and unprofitable,’ as Hamlet 
says?” Johnson. "Nay, if you are to bring in gabble, I'll 
talk no more. I will not, upon my honour.” — My readers 
will decide upon this dispute. 
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1779. I arrived [in London] on Monday, March 15, 
and next morning at a late hour, found Dr. Johnson 
sitting over his tea, attended by Mrs. Desmoulins, Mr. 
Levett, and a clergyman, who had come to submit some 
poetical pieces to his revision. I found that the subject 
under immediate consideration was a translation, yet in 
manuscript, of the Carmen Seculare of Horace, which 
had this year been set to musick, and performed at a 
publick entertainment in London, for the joint benefit of 
Monsieur Philidor and Signor Baretti. When Johnson 
had done reading, the authour asked him bluntly, "If 
upon the whole it was a good translation?” Johnson, 
whose regard for truth was uncommonly strict, seemed 
to be puzzled for a moment, what answer to make; as he 
certainly could not honestly commend the performance: 
with exquisite address he evaded the question thus, “Sir, 
I do not say that it may not be made a very good trans- 
lation.” Here nothing whatever in favour of the per- 
formance was affirmed, and yet the writer was not 
shocked. A printed “Ode to the Warlike Genius of 
Britain” came next in review; the bard was a lank bony 
figure, with short black hair; he was writhing him self in 
agitation, while Johnson read, and shewing his teeth in 
a grin of earnestness, exclaimed in broken sentences, 
and in a keen sharp tone, "Is that poetry, Sir? — Is it 
Pindar?” Johnson. “Why, Sir, there is here a great deal 
of what is called poetry.” Then, turning to me, the poet 
cried, “My muse has not been long upon the town, and 
(pointing to the Ode) it trembles under the hand of the 
great critick.” Johnson, in a tone of displeasure, asked 
him, ""Why do you praise Anson?” I did not trouble him 
by asking his reason for this question. He proceeded, 
"‘Here is an errour, Sir; you have made Genius feminine.” 
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— “Palpable, Sir; (cried the enthusiast) I know it. But 
(in a lower tone) it was to pay a compliment to the 
Duchess of Devonshire, with which her Grace was 
pleased. She is walking across Coxheath, in the military 
uniform, and I suppose her to be the Genius of Britain.” 
Johnson. “Sir, you are giving a reason for it; but that 
will not make it right. You may have a reason why two 
and two should make five; but they will still make but 
four.” 

Although I was several times with him in the course 
of the following days, such it seems were my occupa- 
tions, or such my negligence, that I have preserved no 
memorial of his conversation till Friday, March 26, 
when I visited him. He said he expected to be attacked 
on account of his “Jives of the Poets,” “However (said 
he) I would rather be attacked than unnoticed. For the 
worst thing you can do to an authour is to be silent as 
to his works. An assault upon a town is a bad thing; but 
starving it is still worse; an assault may be unsuccessful, 
you may have more men killed than you kill; but if you 
starve the town, you are sure of victory.” 

On Wednesday, April 7, I dined with him at Sir 
Joshua Reynolds's. I have not marked what company 
was there. Johnson harangued upon the qualities of 
different liquors; and spoke with great contempt of 
claret, as so weak, that “a man would be drowned by it 
before it make him drunk.” He was persuaded to drink 
one glass of it, that he might judge, not from recol- 
lection, which might be dim, but from immediate sensa- 
tion. He shook his head, and said, “Poor stuff! No, Sir, 
claret is the liquor for boys; port for men; but he who 
aspires to be a hero (smiling) must drink brandy. In the 
first place, the flavour of brandy is most grateful to the 
palate; and then brandy will do soonest for a man what 
cfcinfang can do for him. There are, indeed, few who are 
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able to drink brandy. That is a power rather to be 
wished for than attained. And yet, (proceeded he) as in 
all pleasure hope is a considerable part, I know not but 
fruition comes too quick by brandy. Florence wine I 
think the' worst; it is wine only to the eye; it is wine 
neither while you are drinking it, nor after you have 
drunk it; it neither pleases the taste, nor exhilarates the 
spirits.” I reminded him how heartily he and I used to 
drink wine together, when we were first acquainted; and 
how I used to have a head-ache after sitting up with 
him. He did not like to have this recalled, or, perhaps, 
thinking that I boasted improperly, resolved to have a 
witty stroke at me; “Nay, Sir, it was not the wine that 
made your head ache, but the sense that I put into it.” 
Boswell. “What, Sir! will sense make the head ache?” 
Johnson. “Yes, Sir, (with a smile) when it is not used to 
it.” 

Lord Graham, while he praised the beauty of Lochlo- 
mond, on the banks of which is his family seat, com- 
plained of the climate, and said he could not bear it. 
Johnson. “Nay, my Lord, don’t talk so: you may bear it 
well enough. Your ancestors have borne it more years 
than I can tell.” This was a handsome compliment to the 
antiquity of the House of Montrose. His Lordship told 
me afterwards, that he had only affected to complain of 
the climate; lest, if he had spoken as favourably of his 
country as he really thought, Dr. Johnson might have 
attacked it. Johnson was very courteous to Lady Marga- 
ret Macdonald. “Madam, (said he,) when I was in the 
Isle of Sky, I heard of the people running to take the 
stones off the road, lest Lady Margaret’s horse should 
stumble.” 

Lord Graham commended Dr. Drummond at Naples 
as a man of extraordinary talents; and added, that he 
had a great love of liberty. Johnson. “He is young, my 
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Lord; (looking to his Lordship with an arch smile) all 
boys love liberty, till experience convinces them they are 
not so fit to govern themselves as they imagined. We 
are all agreed as to our own liberty, we would have as 
much of it as we can get; but we are not agreed as to the 
liberty of others: for in proportion as we take, others 
must lose. I believe we hardly wish that the mob should 
have liberty to govern us. When that was the case some 
time ago, no man was at liberty not to have candles in 
his windows.” Ramsay. “The result is, that order is bet- 
ter than confusion.” Johnson. “The result is, that order 
cannot be had but by subordination.” 

On Friday, April 16, I had been present at the trial 
of the unfortunate Mr. Hackman, who, in a fit of fran- 
tick jealous love, had shot Miss Ray, the favourite of a 
nobleman. Johnson, in whose company I dined today 
with some other friends, was much interested by my 
account of what passed, and particularly with his prayer 
for the mercy of heaven. He said, in a solemn fervid 
tone, “I hope he shall find mercy.” 

This day a violent altercation arose between Johnson 
and Beauclerk, which having made much noise at the 
time, I think it proper, in order to prevent any future 
misrepresentation, to give a minute account of it. 

In talking of Hackman, Johnson argued, as Judge 
Blackstone had done, that his being furnished with two s 
pistols was a proof that he meant to shoot two persons. 
Mr. Beauclerk said, “No; for that every wise man who 
intended to shoot himself, took two pistols, that he 

might be sure of doing it at once. Lord ’s cook shot 

himself with one pistol, and lived ten days in great 

agony. Mr. , who loved buttered muffins, but durst 

not eat them because they disagreed with his stomach, 
resolved to shoot himself; and then he eat three buttered 
muffins for breakfast, before shooting himself, knowing 
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that he should not be troubled with indigestion; he had 
two charged pistols; one was found lying charged upon 
the table by him, after he had shot himself with the 
other/' — •’“Well, (said Johnson, with an air of triumph,) 
you see here one pistol was sufficient.” Beauclerk re- 
plied smartly, “Because it happened to kill him.” And 
either then or a very little afterwards, being piqued at 
Johnsons triumphant remark, added, “This is what you 
don't know, and I do.” There was then a cessation of the 
dispute; and some minutes intervened, during which, 
dinner and the glass went on cheerfully; when Johnson 
suddenly and abruptly exclaimed, “Mr. Beauclerk, how 
came you to talk so petulantly to me, as 'This is what 
you don't know, but what I know?’ One thing I know, 
which you don't seem to know, that you are very un- 
civil/' Beauclerk. “Because you began by being un- 
civil, (which you always are.)” The words in paren- 
theses were, I believe, not heard by Dr. Johnson. Here 
again there was a cessation of arms. Johnson told me, 
that the reason why he waited at first some time without 
taking any notice of what Mr. Beauclerk said, was be- 
cause he was thinking whether he should resent it. But 
when he considered that there were present a young 
Lord and an eminent traveller, two men of the world 
with whom he had never dined before, he was appre- 
hensive that they might think they had a right to take 
such liberties with him as Beauclerk did, and therefore 
resolved he would not let it pass; adding, “that he woyld 
not appear a coward.” A little while after this, the con- 
versation turned on the violence of Hackman's temper. 
Johnson then said, “It was his business to command his 
temper, as my friend Mr. Beauclerk, should have done 
some time ago.” Beauclerk. “I should learn of you , 
Sir/' Johnson. “Sir, you have given me opportunities 
enough of lear nin g, when I have been in your company. 
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No man loves to be treated with contempt.” Beauclerk. 
(with a polite inclination towards Johnson) “Sir, you 
have known me twenty years, and however I may have 
treated others, you may be sure I could never treat you 
with contempt.” Johnson. “Sir, you have said more than 
was necessary.” Thus it ended; and Beauclerk's coach 
not having come for him till very late, Dr. Johnson and 
another gentleman sat with him a long time after the 
rest of the company were gone; and he and I dined at 
Beauclerks on the Saturday se’night following. 

On Saturday, April 24, I dined with him at Mr. Beau- 
clerk's, with Sir Joshua Reynolds, Mr. Jones (afterwards 
Sir William,) Mr. Langton, Mr. Steevens, Mr. Paradise, 
and Dr. Higgins. I mentioned that Mr. Wilkes had at- 
tacked Garrick to me, as a man who had no friend. 
Johnson. “I believe he is right, Sir. Ot 4 >tyot , ov < f > t.yos — He 
had friends, but no friend. Garrick was so diffused, he 
had no man to whom he wished to unbosom himself. He 
found people always ready to applaud him, and that 
always for the same thing: so he saw life with great uni- 
formity.” I took upon me, for once, to fight with Goliath's 
weapons, and play the sophist. — “Garrick did not need 
a friend, as he got from every body all he wanted. What 
is a friend? One who supports you and comforts you, 
while others do not. Friendship, you know. Sir, is the 
cordial drop, "to make the nauseous draught of life go 
down:' but if the draught be not nauseous, if it be all 
sweet, there is no occasion for that drop.” Johnson. 
“Many men would not be content to live so. I hope I 
should not. They would wish to have an intimate friend, 
with whom they might compare minds, and cherish 
private virtues.” One of the company mentioned Lord 
Chesterfield, as a man who had no friend. Johnson. 
“There were more materials to make friendship in Gar- 
rick,, had he not been so diffused/' Boswell, “Garrick 
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was pure gold, but beat out to thin leaf. Lord Chester- 
field was tinsel.” Johnson. "Garrick was a very good 
man, the cheerfulest man of his age; a decent liver in a 
profession which is supposed to give indulgence to 
licentiousness; and a man who gave away, freely, money 
acquired by himself. He began the world with a great 
hunger for money; the son of a half-pay officer, bred in a 
family whose study was to make four-pence do as much 
as others made four-pence halfpenny do. But, when he 
had got money, he was very liberal.” I presumed to 
animadvert on his eulogy on Garrick, in his "Lives of the 
Poets.” "You say, Sir, his death eclipsed the gaiety of 
nations.” Johnson. "I could not have said more nor less. 
It is the truth; eclipsed , not extinguished; and his death 
did eclipse; it was like a storm.” Boswell. "But why 
nations? Did his gaiety extend further than his own na- 
tion?” Johnson. "Why, Sir, some exaggeration must be 
allowed. Besides, nations may be said — if we allow the 
Scotch to be a nation, and to have gaiety, — which they 
have not. You are an exception, though. Come, gentle- 
men, let us candidly admit that there is one Scotchman 
who is cheerful.” 

Johnson being now better disposed to obtain informa- 
tion concerning Pope than he was last year, sent by me 
to my Lord Marchmont, a present of those volumes of 
his "Lives of the Poets,” which were at this time pub- 
lished, with a request to have permission to wait on him; 
and his Lordship, who had called on him twice, obliging- 
ly appointed Saturday, the first of May, for receiving us. 

On that morning Johnson came to me from Streat- 
ham, and after drinking chocolate at General Paolfs, 
in South-Audley-street, we proceeded to Lord March- 
mont’s in Curzon-street. His Lordship met us at the door 
of his library, and with great politeness said to Johnson, 
"I am not going to make an encomium upon myself , by 



320 JAMES BOSWELL 

telling you the high respect I have for you , Sir.” Johnson 
was exceedingly courteous; and the interview, which 
lasted about two hours, during which the Earl com- 
municated his anecdotes of Pope, was as agreeable as I 
could have wished. When we came out, I said to John- 
son, that considering his Lordships civility, I should 
have "been vexed if he had again failed to come. “Sir, 
(said he,) I would rather have given twenty pounds 
than not have come.” 

During this visit to London I had several interviews 
with him, which it is unnecessary to distinguish par- 
ticularly. 

He said, “Dodsley first mentioned to me the scheme 
of an English Dictionary; but I had long thought of it.” 
Boswell. “You did not know what you were undertak- 
ing.” Johnson. “Yes, Sir, I knew very well what I was 
undertaking, — and very well how to do it, — and have 
done it very well.” Boswell. “An excellent climax! and 
it has availed you. In your Preface you say, ‘What would 
it avail me in this gloom of solitude?' You have been 
agreeably mistaken.” 

I mentioned to him a dispute between a friend of 
mine and his lady, concerning conjugal infidelity, which 
my friend had maintained was by no means so bad in 
the husband, as in the wife. Johnson. “Your friend was 
in the right, Sir. Between a man and his Maker it is a 
different question: but between a man and his wife, a 
husband's infidelity is nothing. They are connected by 
children, by fortune, by serious considerations of com- 
munity. Wise married women don't trouble themselves 
about infidelity in their husbands.” Boswell. “To be 
sure there is a great difference between the offence of 
infidelity in a man and that of his wife.” Johnson. “The 
difference is boundless. The man imposes no bastards 
upon his wife.” 
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On Tuesday, October 12, I dined with him at Mr. 
Ramsays, with Lord Newhaven, and some other com- 
pany, none of whom I recollect, but a beautiful Miss 
Graham, a relation of his Lordships, who asked Dr. 
Johnson to hob or nob with her. He was flattered by 
such pleasing attention, and politely told her, he never 
drank wine; but if she would drink a glass of water, he 
was much at her service. She accepted. “Oho, Sir! (said 
Lord Newhaven) you are caught.” Johnson. “Nay, I 
do not see how I am caught ; but if I am caught, I don’t 
want to get free again. If I am caught, I hope to be 
kept.” Then when the two glasses of water were brought, 
smiling placidly to the young lady, he said, “Madam, 
let us reciprocate .” 

Lord Newhaven and Johnson carried on an argument 
for some time, concerning the Middlesex election. John- 
son said, “Parliament may be considered as bound by 
law, as a man is bound where there is nobody to tie the 
knot. As it is clear that the House of Commons may ex- 
pel, and expel again and again, why not allow of the 
power to incapacitate for that parliament, rather than 
have a perpetual contest kept up between parliament 
and the people.” Lord Newhaven took the opposite side; 
but respectfully said, “I speak with great deference to 
you, Dr. Johnson: I speak to be instructed.” This had 
its full effect on my friend. He bowed his head almost 
as low as the table, to a complimenting nobleman; and 
called out, “My Lord, my Lord, I do not desire all this 
ceremony; let us tell our minds to one another quietly.” 
After the debate was over, he said, “I have got lights on 
the subject today, which I ha'd not before.” This was a 
great deal from him, especially as he had written a 
pamphlet upon it. 

What I have preserved of his conversation, during the 
remainder of my stay in London at this time, is only 
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what follows: I told him that when I objected to keep- 
ing company with a notorious infidel, a celebrated friend 
of ours said to me, “I do not think that men who live 
laxly in the world, as you and I do, can with propriety 
assume such an authority: Dr. Johnson may, who is uni- 
formly exemplary in his conduct. But it is not very con- 
sistent to shun an infidel today, and get drunk tomor- 
row.” Johnson. “Nay, Sir, this is sad reasoning. Because 
a man cannot be right in all things, is he to be right in 
nothing? Because a man sometimes gets drunk, is he 
therefore to steal? This doctrine would very soon bring 
a man to the gallows,” 

He, I know not why, shewed upon all occasions an 
aversion to go to Ireland, where I proposed to him that 
we should make a tour. Johnson. “It is the last place 
where I should wish to travel.” Boswell. “Should yod 
not like to see Dublin, Sir?” Johnson. “No, Sir; Dublin 
is only a worse capital.” Boswell. “Is not the GiantV 
causeway worth seeing?” Johnson. “Worth seeing? yes; 
but not worth going to see.” 

Yet he had a kindness for the Irish nation, and thus 
generously expressed* himself to a gentleman from that 
country, on the subject of an union which artful Politi- 
cians have often had in view — “Do not make an union 
with us. Sir, We should unite with you, only to rob you. 
We should have robbed the Scotch, if they had had any 
thing of which we could have robbed them.” 


1780 , From Mr. Langton I received soon after this 
time a letter, of which I extract a passage, relative both 
to Mr, Beauclerk and Dr. Johnson. 

“The melancholy information you have received con- 
cerning Mr. Beauclerk s death is true. Had his talents 
h©en directed in any sufficient degree as they ought, I 
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have always been strongly of opinion that they were cal- 
culated to make an illustrious figure; and that opinion, 
as it had been in part formed upon Dr. Johnson's judge- 
ment, receives more and more confirmation by hearing, 
what since his death, Dr. Johnson has said concerning 
them; a few evenings ago, he was at Mr. Vesey s, where 
Lord Althorpe, who was one of a numerous company 
there, addressed Dr. Johnson on the subject of Mr. 
Beauclerk’s death, saying, 'Our Club has had a great loss 
since we met last/ He replied, 'A loss, that perhaps the 
whole nation could not repair!' The Doctor then went on 
to speak of his endowments, and particularly extolled 
the wonderful ease with which he uttered what was 
highly excellent. He said, that no man ever was so free 
when he was going to say a good thing, from a look that 
expressed that it was coming; or, when he had said it, 
from a look that expressed that it had come. At Mr. 
Thrale's, some days before, when we were talking on the 
same subject, he said, referring to the same idea of his 
wonderful facility, 'That Beauclerk’s talents were those 
which he had felt himself more disposed to envy, than 
those of any whom he had known/ 

"On the evening I have spoken of above, at Mr. 
Vesey 's, you would have been much gratified, as it ex- 
hibited an instance of the high importance in which Dr. 
Johnsons character is held, I think even beyond any I 
ever before was witness to. The company consisted 
chiefly of ladies, among whom were the Duchess Dow- 
ager of Portland, the Duchess of Beaufort, whom I sup- 
pose from her rank, I must name before her mother Mrs. 
Boscawen, and her elder sister Mrs. Lewson, who was 
likewise there; Lady Lucan, Lady Clermont, and others 
of note both for their station and understandings. Among 
the gentlemen were Lord Althorpe, whom I have before 
named, Lord Macartney, Sir Joshua Reynolds, Lord 
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Lucan, Mr. Wraxal, whose book you have probably 
seen, ‘ The Tour to the Northern Parts of Europe ; a very 
agreeable ingenious man; Dr. Warren, Mr. Pepys, the 
Master in Chancery, whom I believe you know, and Dr. 
Bernard, the Provost of Eton. As soon as Dr. Johnson 
was come in, and had taken a chair, the company began 
to collect round him till they became not less than four, 
if not five, deep; those behind standing, and listening 
over the heads of those that were sitting near him.” 

Being disappointed in my hopes of meeting Johnson 
this year, so that I could hear none of his admirable say- 
ings, I shall compensate for this want by inserting a col- 
lection of them, for which I am indebted to my worthy 
friend Mr. Langton, whose kind communications have 
been separately interwoven in many parts of this work. 

"John Gilbert Cooper related, that soon after the pub- 
lication of his Dictionary, Garrick being asked by John- 
son what people said of it, told him, that among other 
animadversions, it was objected that he cited authorities 
which were beneath the dignity of such a work, and 
mentioned Richardson. ‘Nay, (said Johnson,) I have 
done worse than that: I have cited thee, David/ ” 

“When in good humour, he would talk of his own 
writings with a wonderful frankness and candour, and 
would even criticise them with the closest severity. One 
day, having read over one of his Ramblers, Mr. Langton 
asked him, how he liked that paper; he shook his head, 
and answered, ‘too wordy/ At another time, when one 
was reading his tragedy of ‘Irene/ to a company at a 
house in the country, he left the room: and somebody 
having asked him the reason of this, he replied, ‘Sir, I 
thought it had been better/ ” 

He related, that he had once in a dream a contest of 
wit with some other person, and that he was very much 
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mortified by imagining that his opponent had the better 
of him. 'Now, (said he,) one may mark here the effect 
of sleep in weakening the power of reflection; for had 
not my judgement failed me, I should have seen, that 
the wit of this supposed antagonist, by whose superior- 
ity I felt myself depressed, was as much furnished by 
me, as that which I thought I had been uttering in my 
own character/ ” 

“Talking of the minuteness with which people will 
record the sayings of eminent persons, a story was told, 
that when Pope was on a visit to Spence at Oxford, as 
they looked from the window they saw a gentleman 
Commoner, who was just come in from riding, amusing 
himself with whipping at a post. Pope took occasion to 
say, 'That young gentleman seems to have little to 
do/ Mr. Beauclerk observed, Then, to be sure, Spence 
turned round and wrote that down/ and went on to say 
to Dr. Johnson, Tope, Sir, would have said the same of 
you, if he had seen you distilling/ Johnson. 'Sir, if Pope 
had told me of my distilling, I would have told him of 
his grotto/ ” 

"He would allow no settled indulgence of idleness 
upon principle, and always repelled every attempt to 
urge excuses for it. A friend one day suggested, that it 
was not wholesome to study soon after dinner. Johnson. 
'Ah, Sir, don't give way to such a fancy. At one time of 
my life I had taken it into my head that it was not 
wholesome to study between breakfast and dinner/ ” 

"His affection for Topham Beauclerk was so great, 
that when Beauclerk was labouring under that severe 
illness which at last occasioned his death, Johnson said, 
(with a voice faultering with emotion,) 'Sir, I would 
walk to the extent of the diameter of the earth to save 
Beauclerk/ ” 
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"He said, that once, when he had a violent toothache^ 
a Frenchman accosted him thus: ‘ Ah , Monsieur , vous 
etudiez trop / ” 

"A gentleman who introduced his brother to Dr. 
Johnson, was earnest to recommend him to the Doctor’s 
notice, which he did by saying, "When we have sat to- 
gether some time, you’ll find my brother grow very en- 
tertaining/ — "Sir, (said Johnson,) I can wait/” 

""Greek, Sir, (said he) is like lace; every man gets as 
much of it as he can.” 

""It is well known that there was formerly a rude cus- 
tom for those who were sailing upon the Thames, to 
accost each other as they passed, in the most abusive lan- 
guage they could invent, generally, however, with as 
much satirical humour as they were capable of pro- 
ducing. Addison gives a specimen of this ribaldry, in 
number 383 of ‘The Spectator/ when Sir Roger de 
Coverly and he are going to Spring-garden. Johnson was 
once eminently successful in this species of contest; a 
fellow having attacked him with some coarse raillery, 
Johnson answered him thus, "Sir, your wife, under pre- 
tence of keeping a bawdy-house, is a receiver of stolen 
goods/” 

‘"As Johnson always allowed the extraordinary talents 
of Mr. Burke, so Mr. Burke was fully sensible of the 
wonderful powers of Johnson. Mr. Langton recollects 
having passed an evening with both of them, when Mr. 
Burke repeatedly entered upon topicks which it was evi- 
dent he would have illustrated with extensive knowl- 
edge and richness of expression; but Johnson always 
seized upon the conversation, in which, however he ac- 
quitted himself in a most masterly manner. As Mr. 
Burke and Mr. Langton were walking home, Mr. Burke 
observed that Johnson had been very great that night; 
Mr. Langton joined in this, but added, he could have 
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wished to hear more from another person; (plainly 
intimating that he meant Mr. Burke.) *0, no, (said Mr. 
Burke) it is enough for me to have rung the bell to 
him/ ” 

"Supposing (said he) a wife to be of a studious or 
argumentative turn, it would be very troublesome: for 
instance, — if a woman should continually dwell upon the 
subject of the Arian heresy.” 


1781 . I remember once to have heard Johnson say, 
"Sir, A thousand years may elapse before there shall ap- 
pear another man with a power of versification equal to 
that of Pope.” 

On Monday, March 19, I arrived in London, and on 
Tuesday, the 20th, met him in Fleet-street, walking, or 
rather indeed moving along; for his peculiar march is 
thus described in a very just and picturesque manner, in 
a short Life of him published very soon after his death: 
— ‘When he walked the streets, what with the constant 
roll of his head, and the concomitant motion of his body, 
he appeared to make his way by that motion, independ- 
ent of his feet.” That he was often much stared at while 
he advanced in this manner, may easily be believed; but 
it was not safe to make sport of one so robust as he was. 
Mr. Langton saw him one day, in a fit of absence, by a 
sudden start, drive the load off a porters back, and walk 
forward briskly, without being conscious of what he had 
done. The porter was very angry, but stood still, and 
eyed the huge figure with much earnestness, till he was 
satisfied that his wisest course was to be quiet, and take 
up his burthen again. 

Our accidental meeting in the street after a long sep- 
aration, was a pleasing surprize to us both. He stepped 
aside with me into Falcon-court, and made kind en- 
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quiries about my family, and as we were in a burry going 
different ways, I promised to call on him next day; he 
said he was engaged to go out in the morning. “Early, 
Sir?" said I. Johnson. “Why, Sir, a London morning 
does not go with the sun." 

He said, "Mrs. Montagu has dropt me. Now, Sir, 
there are people whom one should like very well to 
drop, but would not wish to be dropped by." 

On Sunday, April 1, I dined with him at Mr. Thrale’s. 

Mrs, Thrale mentioned a gentleman who had ac- 
quired a fortune of four thousand a year in trade, but 
was absolutely miserable, because he could not talk in 
company; so miserable, that he was impelled to lament 
his situation in the street to ******, whom he hates, and 
who he knows despises him. “I am a most unhappy man 
(said he). I am invited to conversations. I go to conver- 
sations; but, alas! I have no conversation." — Johnson. 
“Man commonly cannot be successful in different ways. 
This gentleman has spent, in getting four thousand 
pounds a year, the time in which he might have learnt to 
talk; and now he cannot talk." Mr. Perkins made a 
shrewd and droll remark: “If he had got his four thou- 
sand a year as a mountebank, he might have learnt to 
talk at the same time that he was getting his fortune." 

Some other gentlemen came in. The conversation con- 
cerning the person whose character Dr. Johnson had 
treated so slightingly, as he did not know his merit, was 
resumed. Mrs. Thrale said, “You think so of him, Sir, be- 
cause he is quiet, and does not exert himself with force. 
You’ll be saying the same thing of Mr. ***** there, who 
sits as quiet — ." This was not well bred; and Johnson 
did not let it pass without correction. “Nay, Madam, 
what right have you to talk thus? Both Mr. ***** and 
I have reason to take it ill. You may talk so of Mr. 
*****; but why do you make me do it? Have I said any- 
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thing against Mr. *****? You have set him, that I might 
shoot him: but I have not shot him.” 

Mr. Thrale appeared very lethargick today. I saw 
him again on Monday evening, at which time he was not 
thought to be in immediate danger; but early in the 
morning of Wednesday the 4th, he expired. Johnson was 
in the house, and thus mentions the event: "I felt almost 
the last flutter of his pulse, and looked for the last time 
upon the face that for fifteen years had never been 
turned upon me but with respect and benignity.” Upon 
that day there was a Call of the Literary Club; but 
Johnson apologised for his absence by the following 
note: 


Wednesday. 

Mr. Johnson knows that Sir Joshua Reynolds and the 
other gentlemen will excuse his incompliance with the Call, 
when they are told that Mr. Thrale died this morning. 

Mr. Thrale’s death was a very essential loss to John- 
son, who, although he did not foresee all that afterwards 
happened, was sufficiently convinced that the comforts 
which Mr. Thrales family afforded him, would now in a 
great measure cease. He, however, continued to shew a 
kind attention to his widow and children as long as it 
was acceptable: and he took upon him, with a very 
earnest concern, the office of one of his executors, the 
importance of which seemed greater than usual to him, 
from his circumstances having been always such, that he 
had scarcely any share in the real business of life. His 
friends of the Club were in hopes that Mr. Thrale might 
have made a liberal provision for him for his life, which, 
as Mr. Thrale left no son, and a very large fortune, it 
would have been highly to his honour to have done; 
and, considering Dr. Johnson’s age, could not have been 
of long duration; but he bequeathed him only two hun- 
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dred pounds, which was the legacy given to each of his 
executors. I could not but be somewhat diverted by 
hearing Johnson talk in a pompous manner of his new 
office, and particularly of the concerns of the brewery, 
which it was at last resolved should be sold. Lord Lucan 
tells a very good story, which, if not precisely exact, is 
certainly characteristical: that when the sale of Thrale’s 
brewery was going forward, Johnson appeared bustling 
about, with an ink-horn and pen in his button-hole, like 
an excise-man; and on being asked what he really con- 
sidered to be the value of the property which was to be 
disposed of, answered, “We are not here to sell a parcel 
of boilers and vats, but the potentiality of growing rich 
beyond the dreams of avarice.” 

On Thursday, April 12, I dined with him at a Bish- 
op’s, where were Sir Joshua Reynolds, Mr. Berenger, 
and some more company. He had dined the day before 
at another Bishop’s. I have unfortunately recorded none 
of his conversation at the Bishop’s where we dined to- 
gether: but I have preserved his ingenious defence of 
his dining twice abroad in Passion-week; a laxity, in 
which I am convinced he would not have indulged him- 
self at the time when he wrote his solemn paper in “The 
Rambler,” upon that awful season. It appeared to me, 
that by being much more in company, and enjoying 
more luxurious living, he had contracted a keener relish 
for pleasure, and was consequently less rigourous in his 
religious rites. This he would not acknowledge; but he 
reasoned with admirable sophistry, as follows: “Why, 
Sir, a Bishop s calling company together in this week, is, 
to use the vulgar phrase, not the thing. But you must 
consider laxity is a bad thing; but preciseness is also a 
bad thing; and your general character may be more hurt 
by preciseness than by dining with a Bishop in Passion- 
week. There might be a handle for reflection. It might 
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be said, 'He refuses to dine with a Bishop in Passion- 
week, but was three Sundays absent from church/” 
Boswell. "Very true, Sir. But suppose a man to be uni- 
formly of good conduct, would it not be better that he 
should refuse to dine with a Bishop in this week, and so 
not encourage a bad practice by his example?” Johnson. 
"Why, Sir, you are to consider whether you might not 
do more harm by lessening the influence of a Bishop’s 
character by your disapprobation in refusing him, than 
by going to him.” 

On Friday, April 13, being Good-Friday, I went to 
St. Clement's church with him as usual. There I saw 
again his old fellow-collegian, Edwards, to whom I said, 
"I think, Sir, Dr. Johnson and you meet only at Church/’ 
"Sir, (said he,) it is the best place we can meet in, ex- 
cept Heaven, and I hope we shall meet there too/’ Dr. 
Johnson told me, that there was very little communica- 
tion between Edwards and him, after their unexpected 
renewal of acquaintance. "But (said he, smiling) he met 
me once, and said, 1 am told you have written a very 
pretty book called The Rambler / I was unwilling that he 
should leave the world in total darkness, and sent him a 
set/’ 

Mr. Berenger visited him today, and was very pleas- 
ing. We talked of an evening society for conversation 
at a house in town, of which we were all members, but 
of which Johnson said, "It will never do. Sir. There is 
nothing served about there, neither tea, nor coffee, nor 
lemonade, nor any thing whatever; and depend upon it. 
Sir, a man does not love to go to a place from whence 
he comes out exactly as he went in.” 

On Friday, April 20, I spent with him one of the hap- 
piest days that I remember to have enjoyed in the whole 
course of my life. Mrs. Garrick, whose grief for the loss 
of her husband was, I believe, as sincere as wounded 
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affection and admiration could produce, had this day, 
for the first time since his death, a select party of his 
friends to dine with her. The company was, Miss Han- 
nah More, who lived with her, and whom she called her 
Chaplain; Mrs. Boscawen, Mrs. Elizabeth Carter, Sir 
Joshua Reynolds, Dr. Burney, Dr. Johnson, and myself. 

Sir Joshua Reynolds praised “Mudge's Sermons.” 
Johnson. “Mudge s Sermons are good, but not practical. 
He grasps more sense than he can hold; he takes more 
corn than he can make into meal; he opens a wide pros- 
pect, but it is so distant, it is indistinct. I love ‘Blairs 
Sermons/ Though the dog is a Scotchman, and a Presby- 
terian, and every thing he should not be, I was the first 
to praise them. Such was my candour.” (smiling.) Mrs. 
Boscawen. “Such his great merit, to get the better of 
your prejudices.” Johnson. “Why, Madam, let us com- 
pound the matter; let us ascribe it to my candour, and 
his merit.” 

In the evening we had a large company in the draw- 
ing-room; several ladies, the Bishop of Killaloe, Dr. 
Percy, Mr. Chamberlayne of the Treasury, &c. &c. Some- 
body said, the life of a mere literary man could not be 
very entertaining. Johnson. “But it certainly may. This 
is a remark which has been made, and repeated, with- 
out justice; why should the hfe of a literary man be 
less entertaining than the life of any other man? Are 
there not as interesting varieties in such a life? As a 
literary life it may be very entertaining.” Boswell. “But 
it must be better surely, when it is diversified with a 
little active variety — such as his having gone to Ja- 
maica: — or — his having gone to the Hebrides.” Johnson 
was not displeased at this. 

Talking of a very respectable authour, he told us a 
curious circumstance in his life, which was, that he had 
married a printers devil. Reynolds’ “A Printer's devil. 
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Sir! Why, I thought a printer's devil was a creature 
with a black face and in rags." Johnson. '“Yes, Sir. But 
I suppose he had her face washed, and put clean clothes 
on her. (Then looking very serious, and* very earnest.) 
And she did not disgrace him; — the wpman had a bot- 
tom of good sense." The word bottorr^xhus introduced, 
was so ludicrous when contrasted with his gravity, that 
most of us could not forbear tittering and laughing; 
though I recollect that the Bishop of Killaloe kept his 
countenance with perfect steadiness, while Miss Han- 
nah More slyly hid her face behind a lady’s back who 
sat on the same settee with her. His pride could not 
bear that any expression of his should excite ridicule, 
when he did not intend it; he therefore resolved to 
assume and exercise despotick power, glanced sternly 
around, and called out in a strong tone, “Where’s the 
merriment?" Then collecting himself, and looking awful, 
to make us feel how he could impose restraint, and as it 
were searching his mind for a still more ludicrous word, 
he slowly pronounced, “I say the woman was funda- 
mentally sensible;” as if he had said, hear this now, and 
laugh if you dare. We all sat composed as at a funeral. 

On Tuesday, May 8, I had the pleasure of again din- 
ing with him and Mr. Wilkes, at Mr. Dilly’s. No nego- 
tiation was now required to bring them together; for 
Johnson was so well satisfied with the former interview, 
that he was very glad to meet Wilkes again, who was 
this day seated between Dr. Beattie and Dr. Johnson; 
(between Truth and Reason, as General Paoli said, 
when I told him of it. ) Wilkes. “I have been thinking, 
Dr. Johnson, that there should be a bill brought into 
parliament that the controverted elections for Scotland 
should be tried in that country, at their own Abbey of 
Holy-Rood House, and not here; for the consequence of 
trying them here is, that we have an inundation of 



334 JAMES BOSWELL 

Scotchmen, who come up and never go back again. 
Now here is Boswell, who is come upon the election for 
his own country, which will not last a fortnight.” John- 
son. “Nay, Sir, I see no reason why they should be tried 
at all; for, you know, one Scotchman is as good as an- 
other.” Wilkes. "Pray, Boswell, how much may be got 
in a year by an Advocate at the Scotch bar?” Boswell. 
"I believe, two thousand pounds.” Wilkes. “How can 
it be possible to spendvthat money in Scotland?” John- 
son. “Why, Sir, the mdney may be spent in England; 
but there is a harder question. If one man in Scotland 
gets possession of two thousand pounds, what remains 
for all the rest of the nation?” Wilkes. “You know, in 
the last war, the immense booty which Thurot carried 
off by the complete plunder of seven Scotch isles; he 
re-embarked with three and six-pence Here again John- 
son and Wilkes joined in extravagant sportive raillery 
upon the supposed poverty of Scotland, which Dr. 
Beattie and I did not think it worth our while to dis- 
pute. 

The subject of quotation being introduced, Mr. Wilkes 
censured it as pedantry. Johnson. “No, Sir, it is a good 
thing; there is a community of mind in it. Classical 
quotation is the parole of literary men all over the 
world.” Wilkes. “Upon the continent they all quote the 
vulgate Bible. Shakespeare is chiefly quoted here; and 
we quote also Pope, Prior, Butler, Waller, and some- 
times Cowley.” 

We talked of Letter-writing. Johnson. “It is now be- 
come so much the fashion to publish letters, that, in 
order to avoid it, I put as little into mine as I can.” 
Boswell. “Do what you will, Sir, you cannot avoid it. 
Should you even write as ill as you can, your letters 
would be published as curiosities; 
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Behold a miracle! instead of wit, 

See two dull lines with Stanhope s pencil writ. 

He gave us an entertaining account of Bet Flint, a 
woman of the town, who, with some eccentrick talents 
and much effrontery, forced herself upon his acquaint- 
ance. “Bet (said he) wrote her own Life in verse, which 
she brought to me, wishing that I would furnish her 
with a Preface to it. (Laughing.) I used to say of her, 
that she was generally slut and drunkard; — occasionally, 
whore and thief. She had, however, genteel lodgings, a 
spinnet on which she played, and a boy that walked 
before her chair. Poor Bet was taken up on a charge of 
stealing a counterpane, and tried at the Old Bailey. 

Chief Justice , who loved a wench, summed up 

favourably, and she was acquitted. After which. Bet 
said, with a gay and satisfied air, ‘Now that the counter- 
pane is my own , I shall make a petticoat of it.* '' 

Talking of oratory, Mr. Wilkes described it as ac- 
companied with all the charms of poetical expression. 
Johnson. “No, Sir; oratory is the power of beating down 
your adversary's arguments, and putting better in their 
place/' Wilkes. “But this does not move the passions.” 
Johnson. “He must be a weak man, who is to be so 
moved.” Wilkes, (naming a celebrated orator) . “Amidst 
all the brilliancy of 's imagination, and the exuber- 

ance of his wit, there is a strange want of taste . It was 
observed of Apelles's Venus, that her flesh seemed as if 
she had been nourished by roses: his oratory would 
sometimes make one suspect that he eats potatoes and 
drinks whisky.” 

Mr, Wilkes observed, how tenacious we are of forms 
in this country; and gave as an instance, the vote of the 
House of Commons for remitting money to pay the 
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army in America in Portugal pieces, when, in reality, 
the remittance is made not in Portugal money, but in 
our species. Johnson. “Is there not a law. Sir, against 
exporting the current coin of the realm?” Wilkes. “Yes, 
Sir; but might not the House of Commons, in case of 
real evident necessity, order our own current coin to be 
sent into our own colonies?” — Here Johnson, with that 
quickness of recollection which distinguished him so 
eminently, gave the Middlesex Patriot an admirable re- 
tort upon his own ground. “Sure, Sir, you don't think 
a resolution of the House of Commons equal to the law 
of the land, ” Wilkes. ( at once perceiving the applica- 
tion) “God forbid, Sir.” — To hear what had been treated 
with such violence in “The False Alarm,” now turned 
into pleasant repartee, was extremely agreeable. John- 
son went on: — “Locke observes well, that a prohibition 
to export the current coin is impolitick; for when the 
balance of trade happens to be against a state, the cur- 
rent coin must be exported.” 

Mr. Beauclerk s great library was this season sold in 
London by auction. Mr. Wilkes said, he wondered to 
find in it such a numerous collection of sermons : seem- 
ing to think it strange that a gentleman of Mr. Beau- 
clerk s character in the gay world, should have chosen to 
have many compositions of that kind. Johnson. “Why, 
Sir, you are to consider that sermons make a consider- 
able branch of English literature; so that a library must 
be very imperfect if it has not a numerous collection of 
sermons: and in all collections, Sir, the desire of aug- 
menting them grows stronger in proportion to the ad- 
vance in acquisition; as motion is accelerated by the 
continuance of the impetus . Besides, Sir, (looking at 
Mr. Wilkes with a placid but significant smile,) a man 
may collect sermons with intention of making himself 
better by them. I hope Mr. Beauclerk intended that 
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some time or other that should be the case with him.” 

Mr. Wilkes said to me, loud enough for Dr. Johnson 
to hear, “Dr. Johnson should make me a present of his 
'Lives of the Poets,’ as I am a poor patriot, who cannot 
afford to buy them.” Johnson seemed to take no notice 
of this hint; but in a little while, he called to Mr. Dilly, 
“Pray, Sir, be so good as to send a set of my Lives to 
Mr. Wilkes, with my compliments.” This was accord- 
ingly done; and Mr. Wilkes paid Dr. Johnson a visit, 
was courteously received, and sat with him a long time. 

The company gradually dropped away. Mr. Dilly 
himself was called down stairs upon business; I left the 
room for some time; when I returned, I was struck with 
observing Dr. Samuel Johnson and John Wilkes, Esq. 
literally tSte-d-tSte; for they were reclined upon their 
chairs, with their heads leaning almost close to each 
other, and talking earnestly, in a kind of confidential 
whisper, of the personal quarrel between George the 
Second and the King of Prussia. Such a scene of per- 
fectly easy sociality between two such opponents in the 
war of political controversy, as that which I now beheld 
would have been an excellent subject for a picture. It 
presented to my mind the happy days which are fore- 
told in Scripture, when the lion shall lie down with the 
kid. 

After this day there was another pretty long interval, 
during which Dr, Johnson and I did not meet. When I 
mentioned it to him with regret, he was pleased to say, 
“Then, Sir, let us live double.” 

About this time it was much the fashion for several 
ladies to have evening assemblies, where the fair sex 
might participate in conversation with literary and in- 
genious men, animated by a desire to plfease. These 
societies were denominated Blue-stocking Clubs , the ori- 
gin of which title being little known, it may be worth 
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while to relate it. One of the most eminent members of 
those societies, when they first commenced, was Mr. 
Stillingfleet, whose dress was remarkably grave, and in 
particular it was observed, that he wore blue stockings. 
Such was the excellence of his conversation, that his ab- 
sence was felt as so great a loss, that it used to be said, 
"We can do nothing without the blue-stockings” and 
thus by degrees the title was established. Miss Hannah 
More has admirably described a Blue-stocking Club , in 
her “Bos Bleu ” a poem in which many of the persons 
who were most conspicuous there are mentioned. 

Johnson was prevailed with to come sometimes into 
these circles, and did not think himself too grave even 
for the lively Miss Monckton (now Countess of Corke) 
who used to have the finest bit of blue at the house of 
her mother, Lady Galway. Her vivacity enchanted the 
Sage, and they used to talk together with all imaginable 
ease. A singular instance happened one evening, when 
she insisted that some of Sterne's writings were very 
pathetick. Johnson bluntly denied it. "I am sure (said 
she) they have affected me ” — "Why (said Johnson, 
smiling, and rolling himself about,) that is, because, 
dearest, you're a dunce.” When she sometimes after- 
wards mentioned this to him, he said with equal truth 
and politeness; "Madam, if I had thought so, I certainly 
should not have said it.” 

His disorderly habits, when "making provision for the 
day that was passing over him,” appear from the follow- 
ing anecdote, communicated to me by Mr. John Nichols: 
— "In the year 1763, a young bookseller, who was an 
apprentice to Mr. Whiston, waited on him with a sub- 
scription 'to his ‘Shakespeare:' and observing that the 
Doctor made no entry in any book of the subscriber s 
name, ventured diffidently to ask, whether he would 
please to have the gentlemans address, that it might be 
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properly inserted in the printed list of subscribers. — 7 
shall print no List of Subscribers ; said Johnson, with 
great abruptness: but almost immediately recollecting 
himself, added, very complacently, ‘Sir, I have two very 
cogent reasons for not printing any list of subscribers; — 
one, that I have lost all the names, — the other, that I 
have spent all the money/ ” 

Johnson could not brook appearing to be worsted in 
argument, even when he had taken the wrong side, to 
shew the force and dexterity of his talents. When, there- 
fore, he perceived that his opponent gained ground, he 
had recourse to some sudden mode of robust sophistry. 
Once when I was pressing upon him with visible ad- 
vantage, he stopped me thus: — “My dear Boswell, lets 
have no more of this; you 11 make nothing of it. Yd rather 
have you whistle a Scotch tune.” 

Care, however, must be taken to distinguish between 
Johnson when he “talked for victory,” and Johnson when 
he had no desire but to inform and illustrate— “One of 
Johnson's principal talents (says an eminent friend of 
hi$) was shewn in maintaining the wrong side of an 
argument, and in a splendid perversion of the truth.— 
If you could contrive to have his fair opinion on a sub- 
ject, and without any bias from personal prejudice, or 
from a wish to be victorious in argument, it was wisdom 
itself, not only convincing, but overpowering.” 

He had, however, all his life habituated himself to 
consider conversation as a trial of intellectual vigour and 
skill; and to this I think, we may venture to ascribe that 
unexampled richness and brilliancy which appeared in 
his own. As a proof at once of his eagerness for collo- 
quial distinction, and his high notion of this eminent 

friend, he once addressed him thus: “ ■, we now 

have been several hours together; and you have said 
but one thing for which I envied you,” 
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I asked him, if he was not dissatisfied with having so 
small a share of wealth, and none of those distinctions 
in the state which are the objects of ambition. He had 
only a pension of three hundred a year. Why was he 
not in such circumstances as to keep his coach? Why 
had he not some considerable office? Johnson. “Sir, I 
have never complained of the world; nor do I think that 
I have reason to complain. It is rather to be wondered 
at that I have so much. My pension is more out of the 
usual course of things than any instance that I have 
known. Here, Sir, was a man avowedly no friend to 
Government at the time, who got a pension without 
asking for it. I never courted the great; they sent for 
me; but I think they now give me up. They are satisfied: 
they have seen enough of me.” Upon my observing that 
I could not believe this; for they must certainly be 
highly pleased by his conversation; conscious of his 
own superiority, he answered, “No, Sir; great Lords and 
great Ladies don’t love to have their mouths stopped.” 
This was very expressive of the effect which the force 
of his understanding and brilliancy of his fancy could 
not but produce; and, to be sure, they must have found 
themselves strangely diminished in his company. When 
I warmly declared how happy I was at all times to hear 
him; — '‘Yes, Sir, (said he) ; but if you were Lord Chan- 
cellor, it would not be so: you would then consider your 
own dignity.” 

The death of Mr. Thrale had made a very material 
alteration with respect to Johnson’s reception in that 
family. The manly authority of the husband no longer 
curbed the lively exuberance of the lady; and as her 
vanity had been fully gratified, by having the Colossus 
of Literature attached to her for many years, she gradu- 
ally became less assiduous to please him. Whether her 
attachment to him was already divided by another ob- 
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ject, I am unable to ascertain; but it is plain that John- 
son s penetration was alive to her neglect or forced 
attention; for on the 6th of October this year, we find 
him making a "parting use of the library” at Streatham, 
and pronouncing a prayer, which he composed on leav- 
ing Mr. Thrale’s family. 


1783. On Friday, March 21, having arrived in Lon- 
don the night before, I was glad to find him at Mrs. 
Thrale’s house, in Ajgyll-street, appearances of friend- 
ship between them being still kept up. I was shewn 
into his room, and after the first salutation he said, "I 
am glad you are come: I am very ill.” He looked pale, 
and was distressed with a difficulty of breathing: but 
after the common inquiries he assumed his usual strong 
animated style of conversation. Seeing me now for the 
first time as a Laird, or proprietor of land, he began 
thus: "Sir, the superiority of a country-gentleman over 
the people upon his estate is very agreeable: and he 
who says he does not feel it to be agreeable, lies; for 
it must be agreeable to have a casual superiority over 
those who are by nature equal with us.” 

He sent a message to acquaint Mrs. Thrale that I was 
arrived. I had not seen her since her husband’s death. 
She soon appeared, and favoured me with an invitation 
to stay to dinner, which I accepted. There was no other 
company but herself and three of her daughters, Dr. 
Johnson and I. She too said, she was very glad I was 
come, for she was going to Bath, and should have been 
sorry to leave Dr. Johnson before I came. This seemed 
to be attentive and kind; and I who had not been in- 
formed of any change, imagined all to be as well as 
formerly. He was little inclined to talk at dinner, and 
went to sleep after it; but when he joined us in the 
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drawing-room, he seemed revived, and was again him- 

self. 

Talking of conversation, he said, “There must, in the 
first place, be knowledge, there must be materials; — in 
the second place, there must be a command of words; — 
in the third place, there must be imagination, to place 
things in such views as they are not commonly seen in; 
— and in the fourth place, there must be presence of 
mind, and a resolution that is not to be overcome by 
failures; this last is an essential requisite; for want of it 
many people do not excel in conversation. Now I want 
it; I throw up the game upon losing a trick.” I won- 
dered to hear him talk thus of himself, and said, “I don't 
know, Sir, how this may be; but I am sure you beat 
other people's cards out of their hands.” I doubt whether 
he heard this remark. While he went on talking tri- 
umphantly, I was fixed in admiration, and said to Mrs. 
Thrale, “O, for short-hand to take this down!” — “You'll 
carry it all in your head, (said she;) a long head is as 
good as short-hand.” 

It has been observed and wondered at, that Mr. 
Charles Fox never talked with any freedom in the pres- 
ence of Dr. Johnson; though it is well known, and I my- 
self can witness, that his conversation is various, fluent, 
and exceedingly agreeable. Johnsons own experience, 
however, of that gentleman's reserve was a sufficient 
reason for his going on thus: “Fox never talks in private 
company; not from any determination not to talk, but 
because he has not the first motion. A man who is used 
to the applause of the House of Commons, has no wish 
for that of a private company. A man accustomed to 
throw for a thousand pounds, if set down to throw for 
sixpence, would not be at the pains to count his dice. 
Burke's talk is the ebullition of his mind; he does not 
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talk from a desire of distinction, but because his mind 
is full” 

After musing for some time, he said, "I wonder how 
I should have any enemies; for I do harm to nobody.” 
Boswell. "In the first place, Sir, you will be pleased to 
recollect, that you set out with attacking the Scotch; 
so you got a whole nation for your enemies.” Johnson. 
“Why, I own, that by my definition of oats I meant to 
vex them.” Boswell. "Pray, Sir, can you trace the cause 
of your antipathy to the Scotch?” Johnson. "I cannot, 
Sir.” Boswell. "Old Mr. Sheridan says, it was because 
they sold Charles the First.” Johnson. "Then, Sir, old 
Mr. Sheridan has found out a very good reason.” 

On Sunday, March 23, I breakfasted with Dr. John- 
son, who seemed much relieved, having taken opium the 
night before. He however protested against it, as a 
remedy that should be given with the utmost reluctance, 
and only in extreme necessity. I mentioned how com- 
monly it was used in Turkey, and that therefore it could 
not be so pernicious as he apprehended. He grew warm, 
and said, "Turks take opium, and Christians take opium; 
but Russell, in his account of Aleppo, tells us, that it is 
as disgraceful in Turkey to take too much opium, as it 
is with us to get drunk. Sir, it is amazing how things are 
exaggerated. A gentleman was lately telling in a com- 
pany where I was present, that in France as soon as a 
man of fashion marries, he takes an opera girl into keep- 
ing; and this he mentioned as a general custom. Tray, 
Sir, (said I,) how many opera girls may there be?’ He 
answered, 'About fourscore/ 'Well then. Sir, (said I,) 
you see there can be no more than fourscore men of 
fashion who can do this/ ” 

Mrs. Desmoulins made tea; and she and I talked be- 
fore him upon a topick which he had once borne pa- 
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tiently from me when we were by ourselves, — his not 
complaining of the world, because he was not called to 
some great office, nor had attained to great wealth. He 
flew into a violent passion, I confess with some justice, 
and commanded us to have done. “Nobody, (said he) 
has a right to talk in this manner, to bring before a man 
his own character, and the events of his life, when he 
does not choose it should be done. I never have sought 
the world; the world was not to seek me. It is rather 
wonderful that so much has been done for me. All the 
complaints which are made of the world are unjust. I 
never knew a man of merit neglected: it was generally 
by his own fault that he failed of success. A man may 
hide his head in a hole : he may go into the country, and 
publish a book now and then, which nobody reads, and 
then complain he is neglected. There is no reason why 
any person should exert himself for a man who has writ- 
ten a good book: he has not written it for any individual. 
I may as well make a present to the postman who brings 
me a letter. When patronage was limited, an authour 
expected to find a Maecenas, and complained if he did 
not find one. Why should he complain? This Maecenas 
has others as good as he, or others who have got the 
start of him.” Boswell. “But surely, Sir, you will allow 
that there are men of merit at the bar, who never get 
practice.” Johnson. “Sir, you are sure that practice is 
got from an opinion that the person employed deserves 
it best; so that if a man of merit at the bar does not get 
practice, it is from errour, not from injustice. He is not 
neglected. A horse that is brought to market may not be 
bought, though he is a very good horse: but that is from 
ignorance, not from intention.” 

He observed, “There is a wicked inclination in most 
people to suppose an old man decayed in his intellects. 
If a young or middle-aged man, when leaving a com- 
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pany, does not recollect where he laid his hat, it is noth- 
ing; but if the same inattention is discovered in an old 
man, people will shrug up their shoulders, and say, 'His 
memory is going/ ” 

Johnson thought the poems published as translations 
from Ossian, had so little merit, that he said, "Sir, a man 
might write such stuff for ever, if he would abandon his 
mind to it.” 

He said, "A man should pass a part of his time with 
the laughers , by which means any thing ridiculous or 
particular about him might be presented to his view, 
and corrected.” I observed, he. must have been a bold 
laugher who would have ventured to tell Dr. Johnson 
of any of his particularities. 

Dr. Goldsmith once said to Dr. Johnson, that he 
wished for some additional members to the Literary 
Club, to give it an agreeable variety; for (said he) 
there can now be nothing new among us: we have 
travelled over one another’s minds. Johnson seemed a 
little angry, and said, "Sir, you have not travelled over 
my mind, I promise you.” 

Sir Joshua once observed to him, that he had talked 
above the capacity of some people with whom they had 
been in company together. "No matter, Sir, (said John- 
son) ; they consider it as a compliment to be talked to, 
as if they were wiser than they are. So true is this. Sir, 
that Baxter made it a rule in every sermon that he 
preached, to say something that was above the capacity 
of his audience.” 

Johnson’s dexterity in retort, when he seemed to be 
driven to an extremity by his adversary, was very re- 
markable. Of his power in this respect, our common 
friend, Mr. Windham, of Norfolk, has been pleased to 
furnish me with an eminent instance. However unfavour- 
able to Scotland, he uniformly gave liberal praise to 
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George Buchanan, as a writer. In a conversation con- 
cerning the literary merits of the two countries, in which 
Buchanan was introduced, a Scotchman, imagining that 
on this ground he should have an undoubted triumph 
over him, exclaimed, "Ah, Dr. Johnson, what would you 
have said of Buchanan, had he been an Englishman?” 
— "Why, Sir, (said Johnson, after a little pause,) I 
should not have said of Buchanan, had he been an 
Englishman , what I will now say of him as a Scotchman, 
—that he was the only man of genius his country ever 
produced.” 

And this brings to my .recollection another instance of 
the same nature. I once reminded him that when Dr. 
Adam Smith was expatiating on the beauty of Glasgow, 
he had cut him short by saying, "Pray, Sir, have you 
ever seen Brentford?” and I took the liberty to add, 
"My dear Sir, surely that was shocking” — "Why, then. 
Sir, (he replied,) you have never seen Brentford.” 

Though his usual phrase for conversation was talk, 
yet he made a distinction; for when he once told me 
that he dined the day before at a friend s house, with 
"a very pretty company;” and I asked him if there was 
good conversation, he answered, "No, Sir; we had talk 
enough, but no conversation; there was nothing dis- 
cussed r 

He said to Sir William Scott, "The age is running 
mad after innovation; and all the business of the world 
is to be done in a new way; men are to be. hanged in a 
new way; Tyburn itself is not safe from the fury of 
innovation.” It having been argued that this was an 
improvement. — "No, Sir, (said he, eagerly,) it is not 
an improvement; they object, that the old method drew 
together a number of spectators. Sir, executions are in- 
tended to draw spectators. If they do not draw specta- 
tors, they don't answer their purpose. The old method 
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was most satisfactoiy to all parties; the publick was 
gratified by a procession; the criminal was supported 
by it. Why is all this to be swept away?” 

The heterogeneous composition of human nature was 
remarkably exemplified in Johnson. His liberality in giv- 
ing his money to persons in distress was extraordinary. 
Yet there lurked about him a propensity to paltry saving. 
One day I owned to him, that “I was occasionally trou- 
bled with a fit of narrowness .” “Why, Sir, (said he,) so 
am I. But I do not tell it” He has now and then bor- 
rowed a shilling of me; and when I asked him for it 
again, seemed to be rather out of humour. A droll little 
circumstance once occurred: As if he meant to repri- 
mand my minute exactness as a creditor, he thus ad- 
dressed me; — “Boswell, lend me sixpence — not to be 
repaid 

Johnson, for sport perhaps, or from the spirit of con- 
tradiction, eagerly maintained that Derrick had merit 
as a writer. Mr. Morgann argued with him directly, in 
vain. At length he had recourse to this device. “Pray, 
Sir, ( said he, ) whether do you reckon Derrick or Smart 
the best poet?” Johnson at once felt himself roused; and 
answered, “Sir, there is no settling the point of pre- 
cedency between a louse and a flea.” 

I have no minute of any interview with Johnson 
till Thursday, May 15th, when I find what follows: Bos- 
well. “I wish much to be in Parliament, Sir.” Johnson. 
“Why, Sir, unless you come resolved to support any ad- 
ministration, you would be the worse for being in Parlia- 
ment, because you would be obliged to live more ex- 
pensively.” — Boswell. “Perhaps, Sir, I should be the 
less happy for being in Parliament. I never would sell 
my vote, and I should be vexed if things went wrong.” 
Johnson. “Thats cant, Sir. It would not vex you more in 
the house than in the gallery: publick affairs vex no 
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man.” Boswell. “Have not they vexed yourself a little, 
Sir? Have not you been vexed by all the turbulence of 
this reign, and by that absurd vote of the House of Com- 
mons, ‘That the influence of the Crown has increased, 
is increasing, and ought to be diminished?’ ” Johnson. 
“Sir, I have never slept an hour less, nor eat an ounce 
less meat. I would have knocked the factious dogs on 
the head, to be sure; but I was not vexed.” Boswell. 
“I declare, Sir, upon my honour, I did imagine I was 
vexed, and took a pride in it; but it was , perhaps, cant; 
for I own I neither eat less, nor slept less.” Johnson. 
“My dear friend, clear your mind of cant. You may talk 
as other people do: you may say to a man, ‘Sir, I am 
your most humble servant/ You are not his most humble 
servant. You may say, ‘These are bad times; it is a mel- 
ancholy thing to be reserved at such times/ You don’t 
mind the times. You tell a man, ‘I am sorry you had 
such bad weather the last day of your journey, and 
were so much wet/ You don’t care six-pence whether he 
is wet or dry. You may talk in this manner; it is a mode 
of talking in Society: but don’t think foolishly.” 

My anxious apprehensions at parting with him this 
year, proved to be but too well founded; for not long 
afterwards he had a dreadful stroke of the palsy, of 
which there are very full and accurate accounts in let- 
ters written by himself to shew with what composure 
of mind, and resignation to the Divine Will, his steady 
piety enabled him to behave. 

To Mr, Edmund Allen. 

June 17, 1788. 

Dear Sir, 

It has pleased God, this morning, to deprive me of the 
powers of speech; and as I do not know but that it may be 
his further good pleasure to deprive me soon of my senses, 
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I request you will on the receipt of this note, come to me, 
and act for me, as the exigencies of my case may require. 

I am, 

Sincerely yours, 

Sam. Johnson. 

Two days after he wrote thus to Mrs. Thrale: 

"On Monday, the 16th, I sat for my picture, and 
walked a considerable way with little inconvenience. In 
the afternoon and evening I felt myself light and easy, 
and began to plan schemes of life. Thus I went to bed, 
and in a short time waked and sat up, as has long been 
my custom, when I felt a confusion and indistinctness 
in my head, which lasted, I suppose, about half a min- 
ute. I was alarmed, and prayed God, that however he 
might afflict my body, he would spare my understand- 
ing. This prayer, that I might try the integrity of my 
faculties, I made in Latin verse. The lines were not very 
good, but I knew them not to be very good: I made 
them easily, and concluded myself to be unimpaired in 
my faculties. 

"Soon after I perceived that I had suffered a para- 
lytick stroke, and that my speech was taken from me. I 
had no pain, and so little dejection in this dreadful state, 
that I wondered at my own apathy, and considered that 
perhaps death itself, when it should come, would excite 
less horrour than seems now to attend it. 

"In order to rouse the vocal organs, I took two drams. 
Wine has been celebrated for the production of elo- 
quence. I put myself into violent motion, and I think 
repeated it; but all was in vain. I then went to bed, and 
strange as it may seem, I think slept. When I saw light, 
it was time to contrive what I should do. Though God 
stopped my speech, he left me my hand; I enjoyed a 
mercy which was not granted to my dear friend Law- 
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rence, who now perhaps overlooks me as I am writing, 
and rejoices that I have what he wanted. My first note 
was necessarily to my servant, who came in talking, and 
could not immediately comprehend why he should read 
what I put into his hands. 

"I then wrote a card to Mr. Allen, that I might have a 
discreet friend at hand, to act as occasion should re- 
quire. In penning this note, I had some difficulty; my 
hand, I knew not how nor why, made wrong letters. I 
then wrote to Dr. Taylor to come to me, and bring Dr. 
Heberden: and I sent to Dr. Brocklesby, who is my 
neighbour. My physicians are very friendly, and give me 
great hopes; but you may imagine my situation. I have 
so far recovered my vocal powers, as to repeat the 
Lords Prayer with no very imperfect articulation. My 
memory, I hope, yet remains as it was! but such an at- 
tack produces solicitude for the safety of every faculty.” 

Such was the general vigour of his constitution, that 
he recovered from this alarming and severe attack with 
wonderful quickness; so that in July he was able to 
make a visit to Mr. Langton at Rochester, where he 
passed about a fortnight, and made little excursions as 
easily as at any time of his fife. In August he went as 
far as the neighbourhood of Salisbury, to Heale, the 
seat of William Bowles, Esq, a gentleman whom I have 
heard him praise for exemplary religious order in his 
family. 

His fortitude and patience met with severe trials dur- 
ing this year. The stroke of the palsy has been related 
circumstantially; but he was also afflicted with the gout, 
and was besides troubled with a complaint which not 
only was attended with immediate inconvenience, but 
threatened him with a chirurgical operation, from which 
most men would shrink. The complaint was a sarcocele, 
which Johnson bore with uncommon firmness, and was 
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not at all frightened while he looked forward to amputa- 
tion. 

He this autumn received a visit from the celebrated 
Mrs. Siddons. Mr. Kemble has favoured me with the fol- 
lowing minute of what passed at this visit. 

""When Mrs. Siddons came into the room, there hap- 
pened to be no chair ready for her, which he observing, 
said with a smile, "Madam, you who so often occasion a 
want of, seats to other people, will the more easily ex- 
cuse the want of one yourself/ 

""Having placed himself by her, he with great good 
humour entered upon a consideration of the English 
drama; and, among other enquiries, particularly asked 
her which of Shakespeare’s characters she was most 
pleased with. Upon her answering that she thought the 
character of Queen Catharine, in Henry the Eighth, the 
most natural: — "I think so too, Madam, (said he;) and 
whenever you perform it, I will once more hobble out 
to the theatre myself/ Mrs. Siddons promised she would 
do herself the honour of acting his favourite part for 
him; but many circumstances happened to prevent the 
representation of King Henry the Eighth during the 
Doctor’s life. 

""In the course of the evening he thus gave his opin- 
ion upon the merits of some of the principal performers 
whom he remembered to have seen upon the stage. "Mrs. 
Porter, in the vehemence of rage, and Mrs. Clive, in 
the sprightliness of humour, I have never seen equalled. 
What Clive did best, she did better than Garrick; but 
could not do half so many things well; she was a better 
romp than any I ever saw in nature. — Pritchard, in 
common life, was a vulgar ideot; she would talk of her 
gotvnd ; but, when she appeared upon the stage, seemed 
to be inspired by gentility and understanding. — I once 
talked with Colley Cibber, and thought him ignorant of 
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the principles of his art. — Garrick, Madam, was no de- 
claimed there was not one of his own scene-shifters 
who could not have spoken To be, or not to he, better 
than he did; yet he was the only actor I ever saw, whom 
I could call a master both in tragedy and comedy; 
though I liked him best in comedy. A true conception 
of character, and natural expression of it, were his dis- 
tinguished excellencies/ Having expatiated, with his 
usual force and eloquence, on Mr. Garrick's . extraor- 
dinary eminence as an actor, he concluded with this 
compliment to his social talents; 'And after all. Madam, 
I thought him less to be envied on the stage than at the 
head of a table.' " 

Johnson, indeed, had thought more upon the subject 
of acting than might be generally supposed. Talking of 
it one day to Mr. Kemble, he said, "Are you, Sir, one of 
those enthusiasts who believe yourself transformed into 
the very character you represent?" Upon Mr. Kemble's 
answering — that he had never felt so strong a persua- 
sion himself; "To be sure not. Sir, (said Johnson;) the 
thing is impossible. And if Garrick really believed him- 
self to be that monster, Richard the Third, he deserved 
to be hanged every time he performed it.” 


1784. And now I am arrived at the last year of the 
life of Samuel Johnson, a year in which, although 
passed in severe indisposition, he nevertheless gave 
many evidences of the continuance of those wondrous 
powers of mind, which raised him so high in the intel- 
lectual world. His conversation and his letters of this 
year were in no respect inferiour to those of former 
years. 

On Wednesday, May 5, I arrived in London, and 
next morning had the pleasure to find Dr. Johnson 
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greatly recovered. On Saturday, May 15, I dined with 
him at Dr. Brocklesby’s, where were Colonel Valiancy, 
Mr. Murphy, and that ever-cheerful companion Mr. 
Devaynes, apothecary to his Majesty. Of these days, 
and others on which I saw him, I have no memorials, 
except the general recollection of his being able and 
animated in conversation, and appearing to relish so- 
ciety as much as the youngest man. I find only these 
three small particulars: — When a person was mentioned, 
who said, “I have lived fifty-one years in this world, 
without having had ten minutes of uneasiness;" he ex- 
claimed, “The man who says so, lies: he attempts to 
impose on human credulity." The Bishop of Exeter in 
vain observed, that men were very different. His Lord- 
ship’s manner was not impressive; and I learnt after- 
wards, that Johnson did not find out that the person who 
talked to him was a Prelate; if he had, I doubt not that 
he would have treated him with more respect; for once 
talking of George Psalmanazar, whom he reverenced for 
his piety, he said, “I should as soon think of contra- 
dicting a Bishop." 

On the evening of Saturday, May 15, he was in fine 
spirits at our Essex-Head Club. He told us, “I dined 
yesterday at Mrs. Garrick’s with Mrs. Carter, Miss Han- 
nah More, and Miss Fanny Burney. Three such women 
are not to be found: I know not where I could find a 
fourth, except Mrs. Lennox, who is superiour to them 
all.” Boswell. “What! had you them all to yourself, 
Sir?" Johnson. “I had them all, as much as they were 
had; but it might have been better had there been more 
company there.” Boswell. “Might not Mrs. Montagu 
have been a fourth?" Johnson. “Sir, Mrs. Montagu does 
not make a trade of her wit; but Mrs. Montagu is a very 
'extraordinary woman: she has a constant stream of con- 
versation, and it is always impregnated; it has always 



354 JAMES BOSWELL 

meaning.” Boswell. “Mr. Burke has a constant stream 
of conversation.” Johnson. “Yes, Sir; if a man were to 
go by chance at the same time with Burke under a shed, 
to shun a shower, he would say — 'this is an extraor- 
dinary man/ If Burke should go into a stable to see his 
horse drest, the ostler would say — we have had an ex- 
traordinary man here/ ” Boswell. “Foote was a man 
who never failed in conversation. If he had gone into a 
stable — ” Johnson. “Sir, if he had gone into the stable, 
the ostler would have said, here has been a comical fel- 
low: but he would not have respected him.” Boswell. 
“And, Sir, the ostler would have answered him, would 
have given him as good as he brought, as the common 
saying is.” Johnson. “Yes, Sir; and Foote would have 

answered the ostler. When Burke does not descend 

to be merry, his conversation is very superiour indeed. 
There is no proportion between the powers which he 
shews in serious talk and in jocularity. When he lets 
himself down to that, he is in the kennel.” He called 
to us with a sudden air of exultation, as the thought 
started into his mind, “O! gentlemen, I must tell you a 
very great thing. The Empress of Russia has ordered 
the 'Rambler' to be translated into the Russian lan- 
guage: so I shall be read on the banks of the Wolga. 
Horace boasts that his fame would extend as far as the 
banks of the Rhone; now the Wolga is farther from me 
than the Rhone was from Horace.” Boswell. “You must 
certainly be pleased with this, Sir.” Johnson. “I am 
pleased, Sir, to be sure. A man is pleased to find he has 
succeeded in that which he has endeavoured to do ” 

On Wednesday, May 19, I sat a part of the evening 
with him, by ourselves. I observed, that the death of 
our friends might be a consolation against the fear of 
our own dissolution, because we might have more 
friends in the other world than in this. He perhaps felt 
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this a reflection upon his apprehension as to death; and 
said, with heat, “How can a man know where his de- 
parted friends are, or whether they will be his friends 
in the other world? How many friendships have you 
known formed upon principles of virtue? Most friend- 
ships are formed by caprice or by chance, mere con- 
federacies in vice or leagues in folly.” 

We talked of our worthy friend Mr. Langton. He said, 
“I know not who will go to Heaven if Langton does not. 
Sir, I could almost say, Sit anima mea cum LangtcmoT 
I mentioned a very eminent friend as a virtuous man. 

Johnson. “Yes, Sir; but has not the evangelical 

virtue of Langton. , I am afraid, would not scruple 

to pick up a wench.” 

He however charged Mr. Langton with what he 
thought want of judgement upon an interesting occa- 
sion. “When I was ill, (said he) I desired he would tell 
me sincerely in what he thought my life was faulty. Sir, 
he brought me a sheet of paper, on which he had writ- 
ten down several texts of Scripture, recommending Chris- 
tian charity. And when I questioned him what occasion 
I had given for such an animadversion, all that he could 
say amounted to this, — that I sometimes contradicted 
people in conversation. Now what harm does it do to 
any man to be contradicted?” Boswell. “I suppose he 
meant the manner of doing it; roughly, — and harshly.” 
Johnson. “And who is the worse for that?” Boswell. 
“It hurts people of weaker nerves.” Johnson. “I know 
no such weak-nerved people.” Mr. Burke, to whom I 
related this conference, said, “It is well, if when a man 
comes to die, he has nothing heavier upon his con- 
science than having been a little rough in conversation.” 

Johnson, at the time when the paper was presented to 
him, though at first pleased with the attention of his 
friend, whom he thanked in an earnest manner, soon 
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exclaimed in a loud and angry tone, “What is your drift, 
Sir?” Sir Joshua Reynolds pleasantly observed, that it 
was a scene for a comedy, to see a penitent get into a 
violent passion and belabour his confessor. 

On Thursday, June 3, the Oxford post-coach took us 
up in the morning at Bolt-court. The other two pas- 
sengers were Mrs. Beresford and her daughter, two 
very agreeable ladies from America; they were going to 
Worcestershire, where they then resided. Frank had 
been sent by his master the day before to take places for 
us; and I found from the way-bill that Dr. Johnson had 
made our names be put down. Mrs. Beresford, who had 
read it, whispered me, “Is this the great Dr. Johnson?” 
I told her it was; so she was then prepared to listen. As 
she soon happened to mention in a voice so low that 
Johnson did not hear it, that her husband had been a 
member of the American Congress, I cautioned her to 
beware of introducing that subject, as she must know 
how very violent Johnson was against the people of that 
country. He talked a great deal. Miss Beresford was so 
much charmed, that she said to me aside, “How he does 
talk! Every sentence is an essay.” 

I was surprised at his talking without reserve in the 
publick post-coach of the state of his affairs; “I have 
(said he) about the world I think above a thousand 
pounds, which I intend shall afford Frank an annuity of 
seventy pounds a-year.” Indeed his openness with peo- 
ple at a first interview was remarkable. He said once to 
Mr. Langton, “I think I am like Squire Richard in "The 
Journey to London/ Tm never strange in a strange 
place / ” He was truly social. He strongly censured what 
is much too common in England among persons of con- 
dition, — maintaining an absolute silence, when unknown 
to each other; as for instance, when occasionally brought 
together in a room before the master or mistress of the 
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house has appeared. “Sir, that is being so uncivilised as 
not to understand the common rights of humanity.” 

At the inn where we stopped he was exceedingly dis- 
satisfied with some roast mutton which he had for 
dinner. The ladies, I saw, wondered to see the great phi- 
losopher, whose wisdom and wit they had been admir- 
ing all the way, get into ill humour from such a cause. 
He scolded the waiter, saying, “It is as bad as bad can 
be: it is ill-fed, ill-killed, ill-kept, and ill-drest.” 

He bore the journey very well, and seemed to feel 
himself elevated as he approached Oxford, that magnifi- 
cent and venerable seat of Learning, Orthodoxy, and 
Toryism. Frank came in the heavy coach, in readiness 
to attend him; and we were received with the most 
polite hospitality at the house of his old friend Dr. 
Adams, Master of Pembroke College, who had given us 
a kind invitation. 

We talked at breakfast, of forms of prayer. Johnson. 
“I know of no good prayers but those in the 'Book of 
Common Prayer/ ” Dr. Adams, (in a very earnest man- 
ner, ) , “I wish, Sir, you would compose some family 
prayers.” Johnson. “I will not compose prayers for you. 
Sir, because you can do it for yourself. But I have 
thought of getting together all the books of prayers 
which I could, selecting those which should appear to 
me the best, putting out some, inserting others, adding 
some prayers of my own, and prefixing a discourse on 
prayer.” We all now gathered about him, and two or 
three of us at a time joined in pressing him to execute 
this plan. He seemed to be a little displeased at the man- 
ner of our importunity, and in great agitation called 
out, “Do not talk thus of what is so awful. I know not 
what time God will allow me in this world. There are 
many things which I wish to do.” Some of us persisted, 
and Dr. Adams said, “I never was more serious about 
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anything in my life.” Johnson. “Let me alone, let me 

alone; I am overpowered.” And then he put his hands 

before his face, and reclined for some time upon the 

table. 

I mentioned Jeremy Taylor's using, in his forms of 
prayer, “I am the chief of sinners,” and other such self- 
condemning expressions. “Now, (said I) this cannot be 
said with truth by every man, and therefore is improper 
for a general printed form. I myself cannot say that I 
am the worst of men; I will not say so.” Johnson. “A 
man may know, that physically, that is, in the real state 
of things, he is not the worst man; but that morally he 
may be so. Law observes, 'that every man knows some- 
thing worse of himself, than he is sure of in others/ You 
may not have committed such crimes as some men have 
done; but you do not know against what degree of light 
they have sinned. Besides, Sir, 'the chief of sinners' is 
a mode of expression for 'I am a great sinner/ So St. 
Paul, speaking of our Saviour’s having died to save 
sinners, says, 'of whom I am the chief;’ yet he certainly 
did not think himself so bad as Judas Iscariot.” Bos- 
well. “But, Sir, Taylor means it literally, for he founds 
a conceit upon it. When praying for the conversion of 
sinners, and of himself in particular, he says, 'Lord, thou 
wilt not leave thy chief work undone/ ” Johnson. “I do 
not approve of figurative expressions in addressing the 
Supreme Being; and I never use them. Taylor gives a 
very good advice: 'Never lie in your prayers; never con- 
fess more than you really believe; never promise more 
than you mean to perform.’ ” I recollected this precept 
in his “Golden Grove;” but his example for prayer con- 
tradicts his precept . 

Dr. Johnson and I went in Dr. Adams's coach to dine 
with Mr. Nowell, Principal of St. Mary Hall, at his beau- 
tiful villa at Iffley, on the banks of the Isis, about two 
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miles from Oxford. While we were upon the road, I had 
the resolution to ask Johnson whether he thought that 
the roughness of his manner had been an advantage or 
not, and if he would not have done more good if he had 
been more gentle. I proceeded to answer myself thus: 
“Perhaps it has been of advantage, as it has given 
weight to what you said: you could not, perhaps, have 
talked with such authority without it.” Johnson. “No, 
Sir; I have done more good as I am. Obscenity and Im- 
piety have always been repressed in my company .” Bos- 
well. “True, Sir; and that is more than can be said of 
every Bishop. Greater liberties have been taken in the 
presence of a Bishop, though a very good man, from his 
being milder, and therefore not commanding such awe. 
Yet, Sir, many people who might have been benefited 
by your conversation, have been frightened away. A 
worthy friend of ours has told me, that he has often been 
afraid to talk to you.” Johnson. “Sir, he need not have 
been afraid, if he had any thing rational to say. If he had 
not, it was better he did not talk.” 

Mr. Henderson, with whom I had sauntered in the 
venerable walks of Merton-College, and found him a 
very learned and pious man, supped with us. Dr. Johm 
son surprised him not a little, by acknowledging with a 
look of horrour, that he was much oppressed by the fear 
of death. The amiable Dr. Adams suggested that God 
was infinitely good. Johnson. “That he is infinitely good, 
as far as the perfection of his nature will* allow, I cer- 
tainly believe; but it is necessary for good upon the 
whole, that individuals should be punished. As to an in * 
dividual , therefore, he is not infinitely good; and as 1 
cannot be sure that I have fulfilled the conditions or 
which salvation is granted, I am afraid I may be one oi 
those who shall be damned.” (looking dismally.) Dr 
Adams. 4< What do you mean by damned!” Johnson. 
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(passionately and loudly) "'Sent to Hell, Sir, and pun- 
ished everlastingly.” Dr. Adams. "I don't believe that 
doctrine.” Johnson. "Hold, Sir, do you believe that some 
will be punished at all?” Dr. Adams. "Being excluded 
from Heaven will be a punishment: yet there may be no 
great positive suffering.” Johnson. "Well, Sir; but, if 
you admit any degree of punishment, there is an end of 
your argument for infinite goodness simply considered; 
for, infinite goodness would inflict no punishment what- 
ever. There is no infinite goodness physically considered; 
morally there is.” Boswell. "But may not a man attain to 
such a degree of hope as not to be uneasy from the fear 
of death?” Johnson. "A man may have such a degree of 
hope as to keep him quiet. You see I am not quiet, from 
the vehemency with which I talk; but I do not despair.” 
Mrs. Adams. "You seem, Sir, to forget the merits of our 
Redeemer.” Johnson. "Madam, I do not forget the 
merits of my Redeemer; but my Redeemer has said that 
he will set some on his right hand and some on his left.” 
— He was in gloomy agitation, and said, ‘Til have no 
more on't.” 

On Sunday, June 13, our philosopher was calm at 
breakfast. There was something exceedingly pleasing in 
our leading a College life, without restraint, and with 
superiour elegance, in consequence of our living in the 
Master s House, and having the company of ladies. Mrs. 
Kennicot related, in his presence, a lively saying of Dr. 
Johnsons to Miss Hannah More, who had expressed a 
wonder that the poet who had written "Paradise Lost,” 
should write such poor Sonnets: — "Milton, Madam, was 
a genius that could cut a Colossus from a rock, but could 
not carve heads upon cherry-stones.” 

We talked of the casuistical question, "Whether it was 
allowable at any time to depart from Truth?* Johnson. 
"The general rule is, that Truth should never be vio- 
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lated, because it is of the utmost importance to the com- 
fort of life, that we should have a full security by mutual 
faith; and occasional inconveniences should be willingly 
suffered, that we may preserve it. There must, however, 
be some exceptions. If, for instance, a murderer should 
ask you which way a man is gone, you may tell him 
what is not true, because you are under a previous obli- 
gation not to betray a man to a murderer.” Boswell. 
"Supposing the person who wrote Junius were asked 
whether he was the authour, might he deny it?” John- 
son. “I don't know what to say to this. If you were sure 
that he wrote Junius , would you, if he denied it, think 
as well of him afterwards? Yet it may be urged, that 
what a man has no right to ask, you may- refuse to com- 
municate; and there is no other effectual mode of pre- 
serving a secret and an important secret, the discovery 
of which may be very hurtful to you, but a flat denial; 
for if you are silent, or hesitate, or evade, it will be held 
equivalent to a confession. But stay. Sir, here is another 
case. Supposing the authour had told me confidentially 
that he had written Junius , and I were asked if he had, 
I should hold myself at liberty to deny it, as being under 
a previous promise, express or implied, to conceal it. 
Now what I ought to do for the authour, may I not do 
for myself? But I deny the lawfulness of telling a lie to a 
sick man, for fear of alarming him. You have no business 
with consequences; you are to tell the truth. Besides, 
you are not sure, what effect your telling him he is in 
danger may have. It may bring his distemper to a crisis, 
and that may cure him. Df all lying, I have the greatest 
abhorrence of this, because I believe it has been fre- 
quently practised on myself.” 

In the morning of Tuesday, June 15, while we sat at 
Dr. Adams's, we talked of a printed letter from the rev- 
erend Herbert Croft, to a young gentleman who had 
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been his pupil, in which he advised him to read to the 
end of whatever books he should begin to read. Johnson. 
“This is surely a strange advice; you may as well resolve 
that whatever men you happen to get acquainted with, 
you are to keep them for life. A book may be good for 
nothing; or there may be only one thing in it worth 
knowing; are we to read it all through? These Voyages, 
(pointing to the three large volumes of Voyages to the 
South Sea/ which were just come out) who will read 
them through? A man had better work his way before 
the mast, than read them through; they will be eaten by 
rats and mice, before they are read through. There can 
be little entertainment in such books; one set of Savages 
is like another.” Boswell. “I do not think the people of 
Otaheite can be reckoned Savages.” Johnson. “Don't 
cant in defence of Savages.” Boswell. “They have the 
art of navigation.” Johnson. “A dog or a cat can swim.” 
Boswell. “They carve very ingeniously.” Johnson. “A 
cat can scratch, and a child with a nail can scratch.” I 
perceived this was none of the mollia tempora fandi; so 
desisted. 

Upon his mentioning that when he came to College 
he Wrote his first exercise twice over, but never did so 
afterwards; Miss Adams. “I suppose. Sir, you could not 
make them better?” Johnson. ‘"Yes, Madam, to be sure 
I could make them better. Thought is better than no 
thought.” Miss Adams. “Do you think, Sir, you could 
make your Ramblers better?” Johnson. “Certainly I 
could.” Boswell. “I'll lay a bet, Sir, you cannot.” John- 
son. “But I will. Sir, if I chooser I shall make the best of 
them you shall pick out, better.” — Boswell. “But you 
may add to them. I will not allow of that.” Johnson. 
“Nay, Sir, there are three ways of making them better; 
—putting out, — adding, — or correcting.” 

After his return to London from this excursion, I saw 
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him frequently, but have few memorandums; I shall 
therefore here insert some particulars which I collected 
at various times. 

A dull country magistrate gave Johnson a long, tedi- 
ous account of his exercising his criminal jurisdiction, 
the result of which was his having sentenced four con- 
victs to transportation. Johnson, in an agony of impa- 
tience to get rid of such a companion, exclaimed, “I 
heartily wish, Sir, that I were a fifth.” 

Johnson was present when a tragedy was read, in 
which there occurred this line: 

Who rules o’er freemen should himself he free. 

The company having admired it much, “I cannot 
agree with you (said Johnson: ) It might as well be said. 

Who drives fat oxen should himself be fat.” 

Johnson having argued for some time with a pertina- 
cious gentleman; his opponent, who had talked in a very 
puzzling manner, happened to say, *1 don’t understand 
you, Sir;” upon which Johnson observed, “Sir, I have 
found you an argument; but I am not obliged to find you 
an understanding.” 

Sir Joshua Reynolds having said that he took the alti- 
tude of a man’s taste by his stories and his wit, and of 
his understanding by the remarks which he repeated; 
being always sure that he must be a weak man, who 
quotes common things with an emphasis as if they were 
oracles; — Johnson agreed with him; and Sir Joshua hav- 
ing also observed 'that the real character of a man was 
found out by his amusements, — Johnson added, “Yes, 
Sir; no man is a hypocrite in his pleasures.” 

He seemed to take a pleasure in speaking in his own 
style; for when he had carelessly missed it, he would re- 
peat the thought translated into it. Talking of the Com- 
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edy of “The Rehearsal,” he said, “It has not wit enough 
to keep it sweet.” This was easy; — he therefore caught 
himself, and pronounced a more round sentence; Tt 
has not vitality enough to preserve it from putrefac- 
tion.” 

His generous humanity to the miserable was almost 
beyond example. The following instance is well attested: 
Coming home late one night, he found a poor woman ly- 
ing in the street, so much exhausted that she could not 
walk; he took her upon his back, and carried her to his 
house, where he discovered that she was one of those 
wretched females who had fallen into the lowest state of 
vice, poverty, and disease. Instead of harshly upbraiding 
her, he had her taken care of with all tenderness for a 
long time, at a considerable expence, till she was re- 
stored to health, and endeavoured to put her into a 
virtuous way of living. ' 

A gentleman having said that a conge delire has not, 
perhaps, the force of a command, but may be considered 
only as a strong recommendation; — “Sir, (replied John- 
son, who overheard him, ) it is such a recommendation, 
as if I should throw you out of a two pair of stairs 
window, and recommend to you to fall soft.” 

The anxiety of his friends to preserve so estimable a 
life, as long as human means might be supposed to have 
influence, made them plan for him a retreat from the 
severity of a British winter, to the mild climate of Italy. 
This scheme was at last brought to a serious resolution 
at General Paolfs, where I had often talked of it. One 
essential matter, however, I understood was necessary to 
be previously settled, which was obtaining such an ad- 
dition to his income, as would be sufficient to enable him 
to defray the expence in a manner becoming the first 
literary character of a great nation, and, independent of 
ah his other merits, the Authour of The Dictionary of 
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the English Language. The person to whom I above 
all others thought I should apply to negociate this busi- 
ness, was the Lord Chancellor, because I knew that he 
highly valued Johnson, and that Johnson highly valued 
his Lordship; so that it was no degradation of my illus- 
trious friend to solicit for him the favour of such a man. 
I have mentioned what Johnson said of him to me when 
he was at the bar; and after his Lordship was advanced 
to the seals, he said of him, "I would prepare myself for 
no man in England but Lord Thurlow. When I am to 
meet with him, I should wish to know a day before.” 
How he would have prepared himself, I cannot conjec- 
ture. Would he have selected certain topicks, and con- 
sidered them in every view, so as to be in readiness to 
argue them at all points? and what may we suppose 
those topicks to have been? I once started the curious en- 
quiry to the great man who was the subject of this com- 
pliment: he smiled, but did not pursue it. 

I first consulted with Sir Joshua Reynolds, who per- 
fectly coincided in opinion with me; and I therefore, 
though personally very little known to his Lordship, 
wrote to him, stating the case, and requesting 'his good 
offices for Dr. Johnson. I mentioned that I was obliged 
to set out for Scotland early in the following week, so 
th^t if his Lordship should have any commands for me 
as to this pious negociation, he would be pleased to send 
them before that time; otherwise Sir Joshua Reynolds 
would give all attention to it. 

This application was made not only without any sug- 
gestion on the part of Johnson himself, but was utterly 
unknown to him, nor had he the smallest suspicion of it. 
Any insinuations, therefore, which since his death have 
been thrown out, as if he had stooped to ask what was 
superfluous, are without any foundation. 

On Sunday, June 27, I found him rather better. I 
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mentioned to him a young man who was going to Ja- 
maica with his wife and children, in expectation of be- 
ing provided for by two of her brothers settled in that 
island, one a clergyman, and the other a physician. John- 
son. “It is a wild scheme, Sir, unless he has a positive 
and deliberate invitation. There was a poor girl, who 
used to come about me, who had a cousin in Barbadoes, 
that, in a letter to her, expressed a wish she should come 
out to that Island, and expatiated on the comforts and 
happiness of her situation. The poor girl went out: her 
cousin was much surprized, and asked her how she 
could think of coming. ‘Because, (said she,) you invited 
me/ — ‘Not 1/ answered the cousin. The letter was then 
produced. T see it is true, (said she,) that I did invite 
you: but I did not think you would come/ They lodged 
her in an outhouse, where she passed her time miser- 
ably; and as soon as she had an opportunity she returned 
to England. Always tell this, when you hear of people 
going abroad to relations, upon a notion of being well 
received. In the case which you mention, it is probable 
the clergyman spends all he gets, and the physician does 
not know how much he is to get.” 

We this day dined at Sir Joshua Reynolds’s, with Gen- 
eral Paoli, Lord Eliot, (formerly Mr. Eliot, of Port Eliot,) 
Dr. Reattie, and some other company. Talking of Lord 
Chesterfield; — Johnson. “His manner was exquisitely 
elegant, and he had more knowledge than I expected.” 
Boswell. “Did you find, Sir, his conversation to be of 
a superiour style?” Johnson. “Sir, in the conversation 
which I had with him I had the best right to superiority, 
for it was upon philology and literature.” 

A young gentleman present took up the argument 
against him and maintained that no man ever thinks of 
the nose of the mind , not adverting that though that 
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figurative sense seems strange to us, as very unusual, it 
is truly not more forced than Hamlet's "In my mind's 
eye , Horatio.” He persisted much too long, and appeared 
to Johnson as putting himself forward as his antagonist 
with too much presumption: upon which he called to 
him in a loud tone, ""What is it you are contending for if 
you be contending?” — And afterwards imagining that 
the gentleman retorted upon him with a kind of smart 
drollery, he said, ""Mr. ****, it does not become you to 
talk so to me. Besides, ridicule is not your talent; you 
have there neither intuition nor sagacity.” — The gentle- 
man protested that he had intended no improper free- 
dom, but had the greatest respect for Dr. Johnson. After 
a short pause, during which we were somewhat uneasy. 
— Johnson. ""Give me your hand. Sir. You were too tedi- 
ous, and I was too short.” Mr. ****. “Sir, I am hon- 
oured by your attention in any way.” Johnson. "‘Come, 
Sir, let's have no more of it. We offended one another 
by our .contention; let us not offend the company by our 
compliments.” 

By a letter from Sir Joshua Reynolds I was informed, 
that the Lord Chancellor had called on him, and ac- 
quainted him that the application had not been success- 
ful; but that his Lordship, after speaking highly in praise 
of Johnson, as a man who was an honour to his country, 
desired Sir Joshua to let him know, that on granting a 
mortgage of his pension, he should draw on his Lordship 
to the amount of five or six hundred pounds; and' that 
his Lordship explained the meaning of the mortgage to 
be, that he wished the business to be conducted in such 
a manner, that Dr. Johnson should appear to be under 
the least possible obligation. Sir Joshua mentioned, that 
he had by the same post communicated all this to Dr. 
Johnson, 
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To the Lord High Chancellor. 


September, 1784, 


My Lord, 

After a long and not inattentive observation of mankind, 
the generosity of your Lordship’s offer raises in me not less 
•wonder than gratitude. Bounty, so liberally bestowed, I 
should gladly receive, if my condition made it necessary; 
for, to such a mind, who would not be proud to own his 
obligations? But it has pleased God to restore me to so great 
a measure of health, that if I should now appropriate so 
much of a fortune destined to do good, I could not escape 
from myself the charge of advancing a false claim. My jour- 
ney to the continent, though I once thought it necessary, 
was never much encouraged by my physicians; and I was 
very desirous that your Lordship should be told of it by Sir 
Joshua Reynolds, as an event very uncertain; for if I grew 
much better, I should not be willing, if much worse, not 
able, to migrate. — Your Lordship was first solicited without 
my knowledge; but, when I was told that you were pleased 
to honour me with your patronage, I did not expect to hear 
of a refusal; yet, as I have had no long time to brood hope, 
and have not rioted in imaginary opulence, this cold recep- 
tion has been scarce a disappointment; and, from your Lord- 
ship's kindness, I have received a benefit, which only men 
like you are able to bestow. I shall not live mihi carior, with 
a higher opinion of my own merit. 

I am, my Lord, 

Your Lordship's most obliged, 

Most grateful, and 
Most humble servant, 

Sam. Johnson. 


We now behold Johnson for the last time, in his native 
city, for which he ever retained a warm affection, and 
which, by a sudden apostrophe, under the word Lich , he 
introduces with reverence, into his immortal Work, The 
English Dictionary: — “Salve, magna parensr While 
here, he felt a revival of all the tenderness of filial affec- 
tion, an instance of which appeared in his ordering the 
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gravestone and inscription over Elizabeth Blaney to be 
substantially and carefully renewed. 

To Mr. Henry White, a young clergyman, with whom 
he now formed an intimacy, so as to talk to him with 
great freedom, he mentioned that he could not in gen- 
eral accuse himself of having been an undutiful son. 
“Once, indeed, (said he,) I was disobedient; I refused 
to attend my father to Uttoxeter-market. Pride was the 
source of that refusal, and the remembrance of it was 
painful. A few years ago I desired to atone for this fault. 
I went to Uttoxeter in very bad weather, and stood for 
a considerable time bareheaded in the rain, on the spot 
where my father s stall used to stand. In contrition I 
stood, and I hope the penance was expiatory.” 

Soon after Johnsons return to the metropolis, both the 
asthma and dropsy became more violent and distressful. 
It is not my intention to give a very minute detail of 
the particulars of Johnson s remaining days, of whom it 
was now evident, that the crisis was fast approaching, 
when he must “die like men, and fall like one of the 
Princes Yet it will be instructive, as well as gratifying 
to the curiosity of my readers, to record a few circum- 
stances, on the authenticity of which they may perfectly 
rely, as I have been at the utmost pains to obtain an ac- 
curate account of his last illness, from the best authority. 

Dr. Heberden, Dr. Brocklesby, Dr. Warren, and Dr. 
Butter, physicians, generously attended him, without ac- 
cepting any fees, as did Mr. Cruickshank, surgeon; and 
all that could be done from professional skill and ability, 
was tried, to prolong a life so truly valuable. He himself, 
indeed, having, on account of his very bad constitution, 
been perpetually applying himself to medical inquiries, 
united his own efforts with those of the gentlemen who 
attended him; and imagining that the dropsical collec- 
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tion of water which oppressed him might be drawn off 
by making incisions in his body, he, with his usual reso- 
lute defiance of pain, cut deep, when he thought that his 
surgeon had done it too tenderly. 

About eight or ten days before his death, when Dr. 
Brocklesby paid him his morning visit, he seemed very 
low and desponding, and said, *1 have been as a dying 
man all night.” He then emphatically broke out in the 
words of Shakespeare, 

“Can'st thou not minister to a mind diseas'd; 

Pluck from the memory a rooted sorrow; 

Raze out the written troubles of the brain, 

And, with some sweet oblivious antidote, 

Cleanse the stuff'd bosom of that perilous stuff, 

Which weighs upon the heart?" 

To which Dr. Brocklesby readily answer'd, from the 
same great poet: 

“ therein the patient 

Must minister to himself." 

Johnson expressed himself much satisfied with the ap- 
plication. 

On another day after this, when talking on the subject 
of prayer. Dr. Brocklesby repeated from Juvenal, 

Orandum est, ut sit mens sana in corpore sano s 

and so on to the end of the tenth satire; but in running 
it quickly over, he happened, in the line, 

Qui spatium vitse extremum inter munera ponat , 

to pronounce supremum for extremum ; at which John- 
son's critical ear instantly took offence, and discoursing 
vehemently on the unmetrical effect of such a lapse, he 
shewed himself as full as ever of the spirit of the gram- 
marian, 
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Having no other relations, it had been for some time 
Johnson s intention to make a liberal provision for his 
faithful servant, Mr. Francis Barber, whom he looked 
upon as particularly under his protection, and whom he 
had all along treated truly as an humble friend. Having 
asked Dr. Brocklesby what would be a proper annuity 
to a favourite servant, and being answered that it must 
depend on the circumstances of the master; and, that in 
the case of a nobleman, fifty pounds a-year was con- 
sidered as an adequate reward for many years' faithful 
service; — “Then, (said Johnson,) shall I be nobilissimus , 
for I mean to leave Frank seventy pounds a-year, and 
I desire you’ to tell him so." It is strange, however, to 
think, that Johnson was not free from that general weak- 
ness of being averse to execute a will, so that he delayed 
it from time to time; and had it not been for Sir John 
Hawkins's repeatedly urging it, I think it is probable 
that his kind resolution would not have been fulfilled. 
After making one, which, as Sir John Hawkins informs 
us, extended no further than the promised annuity, 
Johnson's final disposition of his property was established 
by a Will and Codicil, of which copies are subjoined. 

Two very valuable articles, I am sure we have lost, 
which were two quarto volumes, containing a full, fair, 
and most particular account of his own life, from his 
earliest recollection. I owned to him, that having acci- 
dentally seen them, I had read a great deal in them; and 
apologising for the liberty I had taken, asked him if I 
could help it. He placidly answered, “Why, Sir, I do not 
think you could have helped it." I said that I had, for 
once in my life, felt half an inclination to commit theft. 
It had come into rny mind to carry off those two vol- 
umes, and never see him more. Upon my enquiring how 
this would have affected him, “Sir, (said he,) I believe 
I should have gone mad." 
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During his last illness, Johnson experienced the steady 
and kind attachment of his numerous friends. Mr. Hoole 
has drawn up a narrative of what passed in the visits 
which he paid him during that time, from the 10th of 
November to the 13th of December, the day of his 
death, inclusive, and has favoured me with a perusal of 
it, with permission to make extracts, which I have done. 
Nobody was more attentive to him than Mr. Langton, 
to whom he tenderly said, Te teneam moriens deficiente 
manu . And I think it highly to the honour of Mr. Wind- 
ham, that his important occupations as an active states- 
man did not prevent him from paying assiduous respect 
to the dying Sage whom he revered. Mr. Langton in- 
forms me, that, “one day he found Mr. Burke and four 
or five more friends sitting with Johnson. Mr. Burke said 
to him, 'I am afraid, Sir, such a number of us may be 
oppressive to you/ — 'No, Sir, (said Johnson,) it is not 
so; and I must be in a wretched state, indeed, when your 
company would not be a delight to me/ Mr. Burke, in 
a tremulous voice, expressive of being very tenderly af- 
fected, replied, 'My dear Sir, you have always been too 
good to me/ Immediately afterwards he went away. 
This was the last circumstance in the acquaintance of 
these two eminent men.” 

The following particulars of his conversation within 
a few days of his death, I give on the authority of Mr. 
John Nichols: 

“He said, that the Parliamentary Debates were the 
only part of his writings which then gave him any com- 
punction: but that at the time he wrote them, he had 
no conception he was imposing upon the world, though 
they were frequently written from very slender mate- 
rials, and often, from none at all, — the mere coinage of 
his own imagination. He never wrote any part of his 
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works with equal velocity. Three columns of the Maga- 
zine, in an hour, was no uncommon effort, which was 
faster than most persons could have transcribed that 
quantity. 

“Of his friend Cave, he always spoke with great affec- 
tion. 'Yet, (said he), Cave, (who never looked out of his 
window, but with a view to the Gentleman's Magazine,) 
was a penurious paymaster; he would contract for lines 
by the hundred, and expect the long hundred; but he 
was a good man, and always delighted to have his 
friends at his table/ 

“He said at another time, three or four days only be- 
fore his death, speaking of the little fear he had of un- 
dergoing a chirurgical operation, T would give one of 
these legs for a year more of life, I mean of comfortable 
life, not such as that which I now suffer/ — and lamented 
much his inability to read during his hours of restless- 
ness. 1 used formerly, (he added,) when sleepless in 
bed, to read like a Turk / ” 

Amidst the melancholy clouds which hung over the 
dying Johnson, his characteristical manner shewed it- 
self on different occasions. 

When Dr. Warren in the usual style, hoped that he 
was better; his answer was, “No, Sir; you cannot con- 
ceive with what acceleration I advance towards death/' 

A man whom he had never seen before was employed 
one night to sit up with him. Being asked next morning 
how he like his attendant, his answer was, “Not at all. 
Sir: the fellow's an ideot; he is as aukward as a turn-spit 
when first put into the wheel, and as sleepy as a dor- 
mouse/' 

Mr. Windham having placed a pillow conveniently to 
support him, he thanked him for his kindness, and said, 
“That will do, — all that a pillow can do/' 
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As he opened a note which his servant brought to 
him, he said, “An odd thought strikes me: — we shall re- 
ceive no letters in the grave.” 

He requested three things of Sir Joshua Reynolds: — 
To forgive him thirty pounds which he had borrowed of 
him; — to read the Bible; — and never to use his pencil 
on a Sunday. Sir Joshua readily acquiesced. 

Johnson, with that native fortitude, which, amidst all 
his bodily distress and mental sufferings, never forsook 
him, asked Dr. Brocklesby, as a man in whom he had 
confidence, to tell him plainly whether he could recover. 
“Give me (said he) a direct answer.” The Doctor hav- 
ing first asked him if he could bear the whole truth, 
which way soever it might lead, and being answered 
that he could, declared that, in his opinion, he could not 
recover without a miracle. “Then, (said Johnson,) I will 
take no more physick, not even my opiates: for I have 
prayed that I may render up my soul to God un- 
clouded.” In this resolution he persevered, and, at the 
same time, used only the weakest kinds of sustenance. 
Being pressed by Mr. Windham to take somewhat more 
generous nourishment, lest too low a diet should have 
the very effect which he dreaded, by debilitating his 
mind, he said, “I will take any thing but inebriating sus- 
tenance.” 

Having, as has been already mentioned, made his will 
on the 8th and 9th of December, and settled all his 
worldly affairs, he languished till Monday, the 13th of 
that month, when he, expired, about seven o'clock in the 
evening, with so little apparent pain that his attendants 
hardly perceived when his dissolution took place. 

A few days before his death, he had asked Sir John 
Hawkins, as one of his executors, where he should be 
buried; and on being answered, “Doubtless, in West- 
minster- Abbey,” seemed to feel a satisfaction, very natu- 
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ral to a Poet; and indeed in my opinion very natural to 
every man of any imagination, who has no family sepul- 
chre in which he can be laid with his fathers. Accord- 
ingly, upon Monday, December 20, his remains were 
deposited in that noble and renowned edifice; and over 
his grave was placed a large blue flag-stone, with this 
inscription; 

Samuel Johnson, ll.d. 

Obit xni die Decembris , 

Anno Domini 
m.dcc.lxxxiv. 

ALtatis suce lxxv. 

His funeral \yas attended by a respectable number of 
his friends, particularly such of the members of The 
Literary Club as were then in town; and was also 
honoured with the presence of several of the Reverend 
Chapters of Westminster. Mr. Burke, Sir Joseph Banks, 
Mr. Windham, Mr. Langton, Sir Charles Bunbury, and 
Mr. Coleman, bore his pall. His school-fellow. Dr. Tay- 
lor, performed the mournful office of reading the burial 
service. 

I trust, I shall not be accused of affectation, when I 
declare, that I find myself unable to express all that I 
felt upon the loss of such a '"Guide, Philosopher, and 
Friend.” I shall, therefore, not say one word of my own, 
but adopt those of an eminent friend, which he uttered 
with an abrupt felicity, superiounto all studied composi- 
tions: — “He has made a chasm, which not only nothing 
can fill up, but which nothing has a tendency to fill up. 
— Johnson is dead. — Let us go to the next best: — there 
is nobody; no man can be said to put you in mind of 
Johnson.” 





From THE JOURNAL OF A TOUR 
TO THE HEBRIDES 
WITH SAMUEL JOHNSON, LL.D. 

D R. JOHNSON had for many years given me 
hopes that we should go together and visit the 
Hebrides. We reckoned there would be some inconven- 
iences and hardships, and perhaps a little danger; but 
these we were persuaded were magnified in the imagina- 
tion of everybody. When I was at Ferney in 1764, I 
mentioned our design to Voltaire. He looked at me as 
if I had talked of going to the North Pole, and said, 
“You do not insist on my accompanying you?” “No, Sir.” 
“Then I am very willing you should go.” I was not afraid 
that our curious expedition would be prevented by 
such apprehensions, but I doubted that it would not 
be possible to prevail on Dr. Johnson to relinquish for 
some time the felicity of a London life, which, to a 
man who can enjoy it with full intellectual relish, is 
apt to make existence in any narrower sphere seem in- 
sipid or irksome. I doubted that he would not be willing 
to come down from hjs elevated state of philosophical 
dignity; from a superiority of wisdom among the wise 
and of learning among the learned; and from flashing 
his wit upon minds bright enough to reflect it. 

He had disappointed my expectations so long that I 
began to despair; but in spring 1773, he talked of com- 
ing to Scotland that year with so much firmness that I 
hoped he was at last in earnest. I knew that if he were 
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once -launched from the metropolis, he would go for- 
ward very well; and I got our common friends there to 
assist in setting him afloat. To Mrs. Thrale in particular, 
whose enchantment over him seldom failed, I was much 
obliged. It was: “111 give thee a wind.” “Thou art kind.” 
To attract him we had invitations from the chiefs Mac- 
donald and MacLeod, and for additional aid I wrote to 
Lord Elibank, Dr. William Robertson, anfd Dr. Beattie. 

On Saturday the fourteenth of August, 1773, late in 
the evening, I received a note from him that he was ar- 
rived at Boyd's Inn, at the head of the Canongate. I 
went to him directly. He embraced me cordially, and I 
exulted in the thought that I now had him actually in 
Caledonia. Mr. Scott's amiable manners and attach- 
ment to our Socrates at once united me to him. He told 
me that before I came in the Doctor had unluckily had 
a bad specimen of Scottish cleanliness. He then drank 
no fermented liquor. He asked to have his lemonade 
made sweeter, upon which the waiter with his greasy 
fingers lifted a lump of sugar and put it into it. The 
Doctor in indignation threw it out of the window. Scott 
said he / was afraid he would have knocked the waiter 
down. Mr. Johnson told me that such another trick was 
played him at the house of a lady in Paris. He was to do 
me the honour to lodge under my roof. I regretted sin- 
cerely that I had not also a room for Mr. Scott. Mr. 
Johnson and I walked arm-in-arm up the High Street to 
my house in James's Court; it was a dusky night; I could 
not prevent his being assailed by the evening effluvia of 
Edinburgh. As we marched slowly along, he grumbled 
in my ear, '1 smell you in the dark!” But he acknowl- 
edged that the breadth of the street and the loftiness of 
the buildings on each side made a noble appearance. 

My wife had tea ready for him, which it is well known 
he delighted to drink at all hours, particularly when 
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sitting up late, and of which his able defence against 
Mr. Jonas Hanway should have obtained him a magnifi- 
cent reward from the East India Company. He showed 
much complacency upon finding that the mistress of the 
house was so attentive to his singular habit; and as no 
man could be more polite when he chose to be so, his 
address to her was most courteous and engaging, and 
his conversation soon charmed her into a forgetfulness 
of his external appearance. . . . 

Sir William Forbes, Mr. Scott, Mr. Arbuthnot, and 
another gentleman dined with us. “Come, Dr. Johnson,” 
said I, “it is commonly thought that our veal in Scotland 
is not good. But here is some which I believe you will 
like.” There was no catching him. Johnson. “Why, Sir, 
what is commonly thought I should take to be true. Your 
veal may be good, but that will only be an exception to 
the general opinion, not a proof against it.” 

Dr. Robertson, according to the custom of Edinburgh 
at that time, dined in the interval between the forenoon 
and afternoon service, which was then later than now; 
so we had not the pleasure of his company till dinner 
was over, when he came and drank wine with us. And 
then began some animated dialogue, of which here fol- 
lows a pretty full note. 

We talked of Mr. Burke. Dr. Johnson said he had 
great variety of knowledge, store of imagery, copious- 
ness of language, robertson. “He has wit too.” John- 
son. “No, sir, he never succeeds there. Tis low; Tis con- 
ceit. I used to say Burke never once made a good joke. 
What I most envy Burke for is his being constantly the 
same. He is never what we call humdrum; never unwill- 
ing to begin to talk, nor in haste to leave off.” boswell. 
“Yet he can listen.” Johnson. “No, I cannot Say he is 
good at that. So desirous is he to talk that if one is speak- 
ing at this end of the table, he’ll speak to somebody at 
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the other end. Burke, sir, is such a man that if you met 
foim for the first time in a street where you were stopped 
by a drove of oxen, and you and he stepped aside to take 
shelter but for five minutes, he’d talk to you in such a 
manner that when you parted you would say, "This is an 
extraordinary man/ Now, you may be long enough with 
me without finding anything extraordinary/’ He said he 
believed Burke was intended for the Law, but either 
had not money enough to follow it or had not diligence 
enough. He said he could not understand how a man 
could apply to one thing and not to another. Robertson 
said one man had more judgment, another more imagi- 
nation. Johnson. "No, sir; it is only one man has more 
mind than another. He may direct it differently; he may 
by accident see the success of one kind of study and 
take a desire to excel in it. I am persuaded that had Sir 
Isaac Newton applied to poetry, he would have made a 
very fine epic poem. I could as easily apply to law as to 
tragic poetry.” boswell. "Yet, sir, you did apply to 
tragic poetry, not to law.” Johnson. "Because, sir, I had 
not money to study law. Sir, the man who has vigour 
may walk to the east just as well as to the west, if he 
happens to turn his head that way.” boswell. "But, sir, 
’tis like walking up and down a hill; one man will nat- 
urally do the one better than the other. A hare will run 
up a hill best, from her forelegs being short; a dog, 
down.” Johnson. “Nay, sir; that is from mechanical pow- 
ers. If you make mind mechanical, you may argue in 
that manner. One mind is a vice, and holds fast; there’s 
a good memory. Another is a file, and he is a disputant, 
a controversialist. Another is a razor, and he is sarcas- 
tical.” We talked of Whitefield. He said he was at the 
same college with him and knew him ‘Before he began 
to be better than other people” (smiling); that he be- 
lieved he sincerely meant well, but had a mixture of 
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politics and ostentation, whereas Wesley thought of re- 
ligion only. Robertson said Whitefield had strong natu- 
ral eloquence, which, if cultivated, would have done 
great things. Johnson. ‘Why, sir, I take it he was at the 
height of what his abilities could do, and was sensible 
of it. He had the ordinary advantages of education, but 
he chose to pursue that oratory which is for the mob.” 
boswell. “He had great effect on the passions.” John- 
son. “Why, sir, I don't think so. He could not represent 
a succession of pathetic images. He vociferated and 
made an impression. There , again, was a mind like a 
hammer.” Dr. Johnson now said a certain eminent poli- 
tical friend of ours was wrong in his maxim of sticking 
to a certain set of men on all occasions. “I can see that 
a man may do right to stick to a party said he; “that is 
to say, he is a Whig , or he is a Tory , and he thinks one of 
those parties upon the whole the best, and that to make 
it prevail, it must be generally supported, though in par- 
ticulars it may be wrong. He takes its faggot of prin- 
ciples, in which there are fewer rotten sticks than in the 
other, though some rotten sticks, to be sure; and they 
cannot well be separated. But to bind one's self to one 
man, or one set of men (who may be right today and 
wrong tomorrow), without any general preference of 
system, I must disapprove.” 

He told us of Cooke who translated Hesiod and lived 
twenty years on a translation of Plautus for which he 
was always taking subscriptions; and that he presented 
Foote to a club in the following singular manner: “This 
is the nephew of the gentleman who was lately hung in 
chains for murdering his brother.” 

In the evening I introduced to Mr. Johnson two good 
friends of mine, Mr. William Nairne, advocate, and Mr. 
Hamilton of Sundrum, my neighbour in the country, 
both of whom supped with us. I have preserved nothing 
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of what passed, except that Dr. Johnson displayed an- 
other of his heterodox opinions: a contempt of tragic 
acting. He said, “The action of all players in tragedy is 
bad. It should be a man's study to repress those signs 
of emotion and passion, as they are called.” He was of 
a directly contrary opinion to that of Fielding in his Tom 
Jones , who makes Partridge say of Garrick, “Why, I 
could act as well as he myself. I am sure if I had seen a 
ghost, I should have looked in the very same manner, 
and done just as he did.” For when I asked him, “Would 
not you, sir, start as Mr. Garrick does if you saw a 
ghost?” he answered, “I hope not. If I did, I should 
frighten the ghost.” 

Wednesday 18 August. On this day we set out from 
Edinburgh. We should gladly have had Mr. Scott to go 
with us, but he was obliged to return to England. I have 
given a sketch of Dr. Johnson; my readers may wish to 
know a little of his fellow-traveller. Think, then, of a 
gentleman of ancient blood, the pride of which was his 
predominant passion. He was then in his thirty-third 
year, and had been about four years happily married. 
His inclination was to be a soldier, but his father, a re- 
spectable judge, had pressed him into the profession of 
the Law. He had travelled a good deal and seen many 
varieties of human life. He had thought more than any- 
body supposed, and had a pretty good stock of general 
learning and knowledge. He had all Dr. Johnson s prin- 
ciples, with some degree of relaxation. He had rather 
too little than too much prudence, and his imagination 
being lively, he often said things of which the effect was 
very different from the intention. 

Dr. Johnson thought it unnecessary to put himself to 
the additional expense of bringing with him Francis 
Barber, his faithful black servant, so we were attended 
only by my man, Joseph Ritter, a Bohemian, a fine 
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stately fellow above six feet high, who had been over a 
great part of Europe, and spoke many languages. He 
was the best servant I ever saw. Let not my readers dis- 
dain his introduction. For Dr. Johnson gave him this 
character: “Sir, he is a civil man, and a wise man.” 

From an erroneous apprehension of violence, Dr. 
Johnson had provided a pair of pistols, some gunpowder, 
and a quantity of bullets; but upon being assured we 
should run no risk of meeting any robbers, he left his 
arms and ammunition in an open drawer, of which he 
gave my wife the charge. He also left in that drawer 
one volume of a pretty full and curious Diary of his Life, 
of which I have a few fragments, but the book has been 
destroyed. I wish female curiosity had been strong 
enough to have had it all transcribed, which might easily 
have been done; and I should think the theft, being pro 
bono publico , might have been forgiven. But I may be 
wrong. My wife told me she never once looked into it. 
She did not seem quite easy when we left her, but away 
we went! 

Monday 30 August. This day we were to begin our 
equitation , as I said, for I would needs make a word too. 
We might have taken a chaise to Fort Augustus. But we 
could not find horses after Inverness, so we resolved to 
begin here to ride. We should have set out at seven. But 
one of the horses needed shoeing; the smith had got 
drunk the night before at a wedding and could not rise 
early; so we did not get off till nine. 

A good way up the Loch, I perceived a little hut with 
an oldish woman at the door of it. I knew it would be a 
scene for Mr. Johnson. So I spoke of it. “Lets go in,” 
said he. So we dismounted, and we and our guides went 
in. It was a wretched little hovel, of earth only, I think; 
and for a window had just a hole which was stopped 
with a piece of turf which could be taken out to let in 
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light. In the middle of the room (or space which we 
entered) was a fire of peat, the smoke going out at a 
hole in the roof. She had a pot upon it with goafs flesh 
boiling. She had at one end, under the same roof but 
divided with a kind of partition made of wands, a pen 
or fold in which we saw a good many kids. 

Mr. Johnson asked me where she slept. I asked one of 
the guides, who asked her in Erse. She spoke with a kind 
of high tone. He told us she was afraid we wanted to go 
to bed to her. This coquetry, or whatever it may he 
called, of so wretched a like being was truly ludicrous. 
Mr. Johnson and I afterwards made merry upon it. I 
said it was he who alarmed the poor woman s virtue. 
“No, sir,” said he. “She'll say, ‘There came a wicked 
young fellow, a wild young dog, who I believe would 
have ravished me had there not been with him a grave 
old gentleman who repressed him. But when he gets out 
of the sight of his tutor. I’ll warrant you hell spare no 
woman he meets, young or old.’ ” “No,” said I. “Shell 
say, ‘There was a terrible ruffian who would have forced 
me, had it not been for a gentle, mild-looking youth, 
who, I take it, was an angel.’ ” 

Tuesday 31 August. Between twelve and one we set 
out and travelled eleven wild miles till we came to a 
house in Glenmoriston kept by one Macqueen. Our 
landlord was a sensible fellow. He had learnt his gram- 
mar, and Mr. Johnson justly observed that a man is the 
better for that as long as he lives. There were some 
books here: a treatise against drunkenness, translated 
from the French, a volume of the Spectator , a volume 
of Prideaux' Connexion , Cyrus’s Travels . Macqueen said 
he had more volumes, and his pride seemed to be much 
piqued that we were surprised at his having books. 

Near to this, we had passed a party of soldiers under 
a sergeant at work upon the road. We gave them two 



384 JAMES BOSWELL 

shillings to drink. They came to this house and made 
merry in the barn. We went out, Mr. Johnson saying, 
"Come, lets go and give em another shilling apiece.” 
We did so, and he was saluted "My Lord” by all of 'em. 
He is really generous, loves influence, and has the way 
of gaining it. He said he was quite feudal. Here I agree 
with him. I said I regretted I was not head of a clan. I 
would make my tenants follow me. I could not be a 
patriarchal chief. But I'd be a feudal chief. 

The poor soldiers got too much liquor. Some of 'em 
fought and left blood upon the spot, and cursed whisky 
next morning. The house here was built of thick turfs 
and thatched with thinner turfs and heath. It had three 
rooms in length, and a little room projected. Where we 
sat, the side- walls were wainscotted, as Mr. Johnson said, 
with wands very well plaited. Our landlord had made 
all with his own hand. We had a broiled chicken, mut- 
ton collops or chops, mutton sausage, and eggs, of which 
Mr. Johnson eat five and nothing else. I eat four, spme 
chicken and some sausage, and drank some rum and 
water and sugar. Joseph had lemons for Mr. Johnson, 
so he had lemonade. Mr. Johnson said he was a fine 
fellow: a civil man and a wise man. 

I talked of the officers whom we had left today: how 
much service they had seen and how little they got for 
it, even of fame. Mr. Johnson said, "Sir, a soldier gets as 
little as any man can get.” I observed that Goldsmith 
had more fame than ah the officers last war who were 
not generals. Johnson. "Why, sir, you will get ten thou- 
sand to do what they did before you get one who does 
what Goldsmith has done. You must consider a thing is 
valued according to its rarity. A pebble that paves the 
street is in itself more useful than the diamond upon a 
lady's finger.” I wish Goldie had heard this. 
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He said yesterday when I wondered how John Hay, 
one of our guides, who had been pressed aboard a man- 
of-war, did not choose to continue longer than nine 
months, after which time he got off: “Why, sir, no man 
will be a sailor who has contrivance to get himself into 
a jail, for being in a ship is being in a jail with the 
chance of being drowned." 

We had tea in the afternoon, and our landlord's 
daughter, a modest civil girl very neatly dressed, made 
it to us. She told us she had been a year at Inverness 
and learnt reading and writing, sewing, knotting, work- 
ing lace, and pastry. Mr. Johnson made her a present of 
a book of arithmetic which he had bought at Inverness. 

The room had some deals laid as a kind of ceiling. 
There were two beds in the room. A woman's gown was 
hung on a rope to make a curtain of separation between 
them. Joseph had the sheets which we brought with us 
laid on them. We had much hesitation whether to un- 
dress or lie down with our clothes on. I said at last, “I'll 
plunge in! I shall have less room for vermin to settle 
about me when I strip!" Mr. Johnson said he was like 
one hesitating whether to go into the cold bath. At last 
he resolved too. I observed he might serve a campaign. 
Said he, “I could do all that can be done by patience. 
Whether I should have strength enough, I know not." 
He was in excellent humour. To see the Rambler as I 
saw him tonight was really a curiosity. I yesterday told 
him I was thinking to write an Epistle to him on his re- 
turn from Scotland , in the style of Mrs. Gulliver to Cap* 
tain Lemuel Gulliver — 

Sullen you turn from both and call for oats . 

He laughed and asked in whose name I'd write it. I said 
Mrs. Thrale’s. He was angry and said, “Sir, if you have 
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any sense of decency or delicacy, you won’t do that.” 
“Then,” said I, “let it be Cole,, the landlord of the Mitre 
Tavern.” “Ay, that may do,” said he. 

Tonight each offered up his private devotions. After 
we had. chatted a little from our beds, Mr. Johnson said, 
“God bless us both for Jesus Christ’s sake. Good night.” 
I pronounced “Amen.” Mr. Johnson fell asleep immedi- 
ately. I could not have that good fortune for a long time. 
I fancied myself bit by innumerable vermin under the 
clothes, and that a spider was travelling from the wain- 
scot towards my mouth. At last I fell into insensibility. 

Wednesday 1 September. We got away about eight. 
We passed through Glen Shiel, with prodigious moun- 
tains on each side. We saw where the battle was in the 
year 1715. Mr. Johnson owned he was now in a scene 
of as wild nature as he could see. But he corrected me 
sometimes in my observations. “There,” said I, “is a 
mountain like a cone.” “No, sir,” said he. “It would be 
called so in a book; and when a man comes to look at 
it, he sees ’tis not so. It is indeed pointed at the top. But 
one side of it is much longer than the other.” Another 
mountain I called immense. “No,” said he, “but ’tis a 
considerable protuberance.” 

We came to a rich green valley, comparatively speak- 
ing, and stopped at Auchnashiel, a kind of rural village, 
a number of cottages being built together, as we saw all 
along in the Highlands. We passed many many miles to- 
day without seeing a house, but only little summer-huts 
or shielings. Ewan Campbell, servant to Mr. Murchison, 
factor to the Laird of MacLeod in Glenelg, run along 
with us today. He was a fine obliging little fellow. At 
this Auchnashiel, we sat down on a green turf seat at 
the end of a house, and they brought us out two wooden 
dishes of milk. One of them was frothed like a sillabub. 

I saw a woman preparing it with such a stick as is used 
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for chocolate, and in the same manner. That dish fell 
to my share; but I put by the froth and took the cream 
with some wheat-bread which Joseph had brought for 
us from Fort Augustus. Mr. Johnson imagined my dish 
was better than his, and desired to taste it. He did so, 
and was convinced that I had no advantage over him. 
We had there in a circle all about us, men, women, and 
children, all Macraes, Lord Seaf ortb/s people. Not one 
of them could speak English. I said to Mr. Johnson "twas 
the same as being with a tribe of Indians. “Yes,” said he, 
“but not so terrifying/" I gave all who chose it snuff and 
tobacco. Governor Trapaud had made us buy a quantity 
at Fort Augustus and put them up in small parcels. I 
also gave each person a bit of wheat-bread, which they 
had never tasted. I then gave a penny apiece to each 
child. I told Mr. Johnson of this, upon which he called 
for change for a shilling, and declared that he would dis- 
tribute among the children. Upon this there was a great 
stir: not only did some children come running down 
from neighbouring huts, but I observed one black- 
headed man, who had been among us all along, coming 
carrying a very young child. Mr. Johnson then ordered 
the children to be drawn up in a row, and he distributed 
his copper and made them and their parents all happy. 
The poor Macraes, whatever may be their present state, 
were much thought of in the year 1715, when there was 
a line in a song, 

And aw" the brave McCraas is coming. 

There was great diversity in the faces of the circle 
around us. Some were as black and wild in their appear- 
ance as any American savages whatever. One woman 
was as comely as the figure of Sappho, as we see it 
painted. We asked the old woman, the mistress of the 
house where we had the milk (which, by the*by, Mr. 
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Johnson told me, for I did not observe it myself, was 
built not of turf but of stone), what we should pay. She 
said, what we pleased. One of our guides asked her in 
Erse if a shilling was enough. She said, “Yes.” But some 
of the men bid her ask more. This vexed me, because it 
showed a desire to impose upon strangers, as they knew 
that even a shilling was high payment. The woman, 
however, honestly persisted in her first price. So I gave 
her half-a-crown. Thus we had one good scene of un- 
common life to us. The people were very much pleased, 
gave us many blessings, and said they had not had such 
a day since the old Laird of MacLeod’s time. 

Mr. Johnson was much refreshed by this repast. He 
was pleased when I told him he would make a good 
chief. He said if he were one, he would dress his serv- 
ants better than himself, and knock a fellow down if 
he looked saucy to a Macdonald in rags. But he would 
not treat men as brutes. He would Jet them know why 
all of his clan were to have attention paid to them. He 
would tell his upper servants why, and make them tell 
the others. 

We rode on well till we came to the high mountain 
called the Battachan, by which time both Mr. Johnson 
and the horses were a good deal fatigued. It is a terrible 
steep to climb, notwithstanding the road is made slant- 
ing along. However, we made it out. On the top of it we 
met Captain MacLeod of Balmeanach (a Dutch officer 
come from Skye) riding with his sword slung about him. 
He asked, “Is this Mr. Boswell?” which was a proof that 
we were expected. Going down the hill on the other side 
was no easy task. As Mr. Johnson was a great weight, 
the two guides agreed that he should ride the horses 
alternately. Hay’s were the two best, and Mr. Johnson 
would not ride but upon one or other of them, a black or 
a brown*. But as Hay complained much after ascending 
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the Rattachan, Mr. Johnson was prevailed with to mount 
one of Va ss’s greys. As he rode upon it downhill, it did 
not go well, and he grumbled. I walked on a little be- 
fore, but was excessively entertained with the method 
taken to keep him in good humour. Hay led the horse’s 
head, talking to Mr. Johnson as much as he could; and 
just when Mr. Johnson was uttering his displeasure, the 
fellow says, “See such pretty goats.” Then whul he whis- 
tled, and made them jump. Little did he conceive what 
Mr. Johnson was. Here was now a common ignorant 
horse-hirer imagining that he could divert, as. one does 
a child, Mr. Samuel Johnson! The ludicrousness, absurd- 
ity, and extraordinary contrast between what the fellow 
fancied and the reality, was as highly comic as anything 
that I ever witnessed. I laughed immoderately, and must 
laugh as often as I recollect it. 

It grew dusky; and we had a very tedious ride for 
what was called five miles, but I am sure would meas- 
ure ten. We spoke none. I was riding forward to the inn 
at Glenelg, that I might make some kind of preparation, 
or take some proper measures, before Mr. Johnson got 
up, who was now advancing in silence, with Hay lead- 
ing his horse. Mr. Johnson called me back with a tre- 
mendous shout, and was really in a passion with me for 
leaving him. I told him my intentions. But he was not 
satisfied, and said, “Do you know, I should as soon have 
thought of picking a pocket as doing so.” “Im diverted 
with you,” said I. Said he, '1 could never be diverted 
with incivility.” He said doing such a thing made one 
lose confidence in him who did it, as one could not tell 
what he would do next. I justified myself but lamely to 
him. But my intentions were not improper. I wished to 
be forward to see if Sir A. Macdonald had sent his boat; 
and if not, how we were to sail, and how we were to 
lodge, all which I thought I could best settle myself. 
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without his having any trouble. To apply his great mind 
to minute particulars is wrong. It is like taking an im- 
mense balance, such as you see on a quay for weighing 
cargoes of ships, to weigh a guinea. I knew I had neat 
little scales which would do better. That his attention 
to everything in his way, and his uncommon desire to be 
always in the right, would make him weigh if he knew 
of the particulars; and therefore it was right for me to 
weigh them and let him have them only in effect. I kept 
by him, since he thought I should. 

As we passed the barracks at Bernera, I would fain 
have put up there, at least I looked at them wishfully, as 
soldiers have always everything in the best order. But 
there was only a sergeant and a few men there. We 
came on to the inn at Glenelg. There was nothing to give 
the horses, so they were sent to grass with a man to 
watch them. We found that Sir Alexander had sent his 
boat to a point which we had passed, at Kintail, or more 
properly at the King’s house — that it had waited several 
days till their provisions run short, and had returned 
only this day. So we had nothing to say against that 
Knight, A lass showed us upstairs into a room raw and 
dirty; bare walls, a variety of bad smells, a coarse black 
fir greasy table, forms of the same kind, and from a 
wretched bed started a fellow from his sleep like Edgar 
in King Lear ; “Poor Tom’s a-cold.” 

The landlord was one Munro from Fort Augustus. 
He pays £ 8 to MacLeod for the shell of the house, and 
has not a bit of land in lease. They had no bread, no 
eggs, no wine, no spirits but whisky, no sugar but brown 
grown black. They prepared some mutton-chops, but 
we would not have them. They killed two hens. I made 
Joseph broil me a bit of one till it was black, and I 
tasted it. Mr. Johnson would take nothing but a bit of 
bread, which we had luckily remaining, and some lemon- 
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ade which he made with a lemon which Joseph had for 
him, and he got some good sugar; for Mr. Murchison, 
factor to MacLeod in Glenelg, sent us some, with a 
bottle of excellent rum, letting us know he was very 
sorry that his servant had not come and informed him 
before we passed his house; that we might have been 
there all night, and that if he were not obliged to set 
out early next day for Inverness, he would come down 
and wait upon us. 

I took some rum and water and sugar, and grew bet- 
ter; for after my last bad night I hoped much to be 
well this, and being disappointed, I was uneasy and al- 
most fretful. Mr. Johnson was calm. I said he was so 
from vanity. “No,” said he, “’tis from philosophy.” It 
was a considerable satisfaction to me to see that the 
Rambler could practise what he nobly teaches. 

I resumed my riding forward, and wanted to defend 
it. Mr. Johnson was still violent upon that subject, and 
said, “Sir, had you gone on, I was thinking that I should 
have returned with you to Edinburgh and then parted, 
and never spoke to you more.” 

I sent for fresh hay, with which we made beds to our- 
selves, each in a room equally miserable. As Wolfe said 
in his letter from Quebec, we had “choice of difficulties.” 
Mr. Johnson made things better by comparison. At 
Macqueens last night he observed that few were so 
well lodged in a ship. Tonight he said we were better 
than if we had been upon the hill. He lay down but- 
toned up in his greatcoat. I had my sheets spread on 
the hay, and having stripped, I had my clothes and 
greatcoat and Josephs greatcoat laid upon me, by way 
of blankets. Joseph lay in the room by me, upon a bed 
laid on the floor. 

Thursday 2 September. I had slept ill. Mr. Johnson’s 
anger had affected me much. I considered that, without 
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any bad intention, I might suddenly forfeit his friend- 
ship. I was impatient to see him this morning. I told 
him how uneasy he had made me by what he had said. 
He owned it was said in passion; that he would not have 
done it; that if he had done it, he would have been ten 
times worse than me. That it would indeed, as I said, be 
“limning in water,” should such sudden breaks happen 
(or something to that effect); and said he, “Let’s think 
no more on’t.” boswell. “Well then, sir, I shall be easy. 
Remember, I am to have fair warning in case of any 
quarrel. You are never to spring a mine upon me. It was 
absurd in me to believe you.” Johnson. “You deserved 
about as much as to believe it from night to morning.” 
Mr. MacLeod of Drynoch, to whom we had a letter 
from Kenneth Macaulay, breakfasted with us. 

A quarter before nine we got into a boat for Skye. 
It rained much when we set off, but cleared up as we 
advanced. One of the boatmen who spoke English said 
that a mile at land was two miles at sea. I then said to 
him that from Glenelg to Armadale in* Skye, which was 
our sail this morning and is called twelve, was only six 
miles. But this he could not understand. “Well,” said 
Mr. Johnson, “never talk to me of the native good sense 
of the Highlanders. Here is a fellow who calls one mile 
two, and yet cannot comprehend that twelve such miles 
make but six.” It was curious to think that now at last 
Mr. Johnson and I had left the mainland of Scotland 
and were sailing to the Hebrides, one of which was 
close in our view; and I had besides a number of youth- 
ful ideas, that is to say, ideas which I have had from 
my youth about the Isle of Skye. We were shown the 
land of Moidart where Prince Charles first landed. That 
stirred my mind. 

We reached the shore of Armadale before one. Sir 
Alexander came down and received us. He was in tartan 
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clothes. My lady stood at the top of the bank and made 
a kind of jumping for joy. 

We had an ill-dressed dinner, Sir Alexander not hav- 
ing a cook of any kind from Edinburgh. I alone drank 
port wine. No claret appeared. We had indeed moun- 
tain and Frontignac and Scotch porter. But except what 
I did myself, there was no hospitable convivial inter- 
course, no ringing of glasses. Nay, I observed that when 
Captain Macdonald and Mr. Macqueen came in after 
we were sat down to dinner, Sir Alexander let them 
stand round the room and stuck his fork into a liver 
pudding, instead of getting room made for them. I took 
care to act as he ought to have done. There was no 
wheat-loaf, but only a kind of bannock or cake, raw in 
the heart, as it was so thick. Sir Alexander himself 
drank punch without souring and with little spirits in 
it, which he distributed to those men who were ac- 
customed even in their own houses to much better. He 
gave it with a pewter dividing-spoon which had served 
the broth. At tea there were few cups and no tea-tongs 
nor a supernumerary tea-spoon, so we used our fingers. 

I was quite hurt with the meanness and unsuitable 
appearance of everything. I meditated setting out the 
very next day. At night we had only Rorie and spouse 
and the naturalist and his son. When Mr. Johnson and 
I retired for rest, he said it grieved him to see the chief 
of a great clan in such a state; that he was just as one 
in a lodging-house in London. However, he resolved 
that we should weather it out till Monday. 

Friday 3 September. The day was very wet. Sir 
Alexander's piper plays below stairs both at breakfast 
and dinner, which is the only circumstance of a chief 
to be found about him. He had two chests of books, of 
which Mr. Johnson and I ravenously seized some of the 
contents. It grew fair a little before dinner, and I took 
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a little walk with Captain Macdonald, from whom I 
found that Sir Alexander was quite unpopular, and that 
all his deficiencies were well remarked. I made the Cap- 
tain drink port wine today. Mrs. Macdonald said that I 
fitted Sir Alexander in several suits better than any- 
body — a curious expression. I asked her how the old 
Laird of MacLeod came to be so much in debt. She 
said, ‘Tou may as well read the Spectator as begin to 
tell all that”; and she said it was a pity that this young 
Laird should lose his patronomic estate when he was in 
no fault; meaning that he was labouring under a load 
of debt not contracted by himself. 

When Sir Alexander was out of the room, I spoke of 
Sir James. The Highlanders fairly cried. Neither my 
lady nor Mr. Johnson were then present. I cried too, 
and we drank a bumper to his memory. It was really 
melancholy to see the manly, gallant, and generous at- 
tachment of clanship going to ruin. 

Sir Alexander composed today some Latin verses 
with which he presented Mr. Johnson. After dinner the 
Knight and I met in Mr. Johnson's room, where I was 
looking for pen and ink. I fell upon him with perhaps 
too great violence upon his behaviour to his people; on 
the meanness of his appearance here; upon my lady's 
-neither having a maid, nor being dressed better than 
one. In short, I gave him a volley. He was thrown into 
a violent passion; said he could not bear it; called in 
my lady and complained to her, at the same time de- 
fending himself with considerable plausibility. Had he 
been a man of more mind, he and I must have had a 
quarrel for life. But I knew he would soon come to him- 
self. We had moor-fowl for supper tonight, which com- 
forted me. 

We were advised by Rorie, by Donald MacLeod, and 
everybody to visit Raasay in our way to Dunvegan, 
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MacLeod’s house, to which we looked wishfully forward 
as expecting more elegance and propriety. The Rev. Mr. 
Donald Macqueen I heard was the most intelligent man 
in the island. Sir Alexander should have had him here 
with us. X had a letter to him from Sir James Foulis. I 
sent an express to set off early next morning with a letter 
to him enclosing Sir James’s and begging he’d meet us 
at Raasay on Monday or Tuesday, as also enclosing a 
card to MacLeod, to inform him that we were to be at 
Dunvegan. 

Mr. Johnson was vexed that he could get no distinct 
information about anything from any of the people 
here. He wished that a good comedian saw Rorie and his 
wife, to take from them a Highland scene. 

Saturday 4 September. Sir Alexander was in my room 
before I got up, with a bowl of buttermilk, of which I 
drank. Our quarrel was already evanished. I set Mr. 
Johnson upon him this morning, who said that in seven 
years he would make this an independent island; that 
he’d roast oxen whole and hang out a flag as a signal 
to the Macdonalds to come and get beef and whisky. 
Poor Sir Alexander was always starting difficulties. 
“Nay,” said Mr. Johnson, “if you’re born to object, I 
have done with you.” He would have a magazine of 
arms. Sir Alexander said they would rust. Said Mr. 
Johnson, “Let there be men to keep them clean. Your 
ancestors did not use to let their arms rust.” 

It was in vain to try to inspirit him. Mr. Johnson said, 
“Sir, we shall make nothing of him. He has no more 
ideas of a chief than an attorney who has twenty houses 
in a street and considers how much he can make of 
them. All is wrong. He has nothing to say to the people 
when they come about him.” My beauty of a cousin, too, 
did not escape. Indeed, I was quite disgusted with her 
nothingness and insipidity. Mr. Johnson said, “This 
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woman would sink a ninety-gun ship. She is so dull — so 

heavy.” 

It was fine to see Mr. Johnson light from his horse at 
Kingsburgh’s, who received us most courteously, and 
after shaking hands supported Mr. Johnson into the 
house. He was quite the figure of a gallant Highlander 
— “the graceful mien and manly looks.” He had his 
tartan plaid thrown about him, a large blue bonnet with 
a knot of black ribbon like a cockade, a brown short 
coat of a kind of duffle, a tartan vest with gold buttons 
and gold buttonholes, a bluish filibeg, and tartan hose. 
He had jet-black hair tied behind and with screwed 
ringlets on each side, and was a large stately man, with 
a steady sensible countenance. 

There was a comfortable parlour with a good fire, and 
a dram of admirable Holland's gin went round. By and 
by supper came, when there appeared his spouse, the 
celebrated Miss Flora. She was a little woman, of a mild 
and genteel appearance, mighty soft and well-bred. To 
see Mr. Samuel Johnson salute Miss Flora Macdonald 
was a wonderful romantic scene to me. There was a Mrs. 
Macdonald, wife to James, a brother of Kingsburgh’s, 
and one of his sons. We had as genteel a supper as one 
would wish to see, in particular an excellent roasted 
turkey, porter to drink at table, and after supper claret 
and punch. But what I admired was the perfect ease 
with which everything went on. My facility of manners , 
as Adam Smith said of me, had fine play. 

Miss Flora (for so I shall call her) told me she heard 
upon the mainland, as she was returning to Skye about 
a fortnight before this, that Mr. Boswell was coming to 
Skye, and one Mr. Johnson, a young English buck, with 
him. He was highly entertained with this event, and 
speaking of the afternoon which we passed at Anoch, 
he said, “I, being a buck , had Miss in to make tea,” or 
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some such expression about Macqueen’s daughter. He 
was rather quiescent tonight and went early to bed. I 
was in a cordial humour, and promoted a cheerful glass. 
The punch was superexcellent, and we drank three 
bowls of it. Honest Mr. Macqueen said of me, "His 
governor s gone to bed.” My heart was sore to recollect 
that Kingsburgh had fallen sorely back in his affairs, 
was under a load of debt, and intended to go to Amer- 
ica. However, nothing but what was good was present, 
and I pleased myself in thinking that so fine a fellow 
would be well everywhere. I slept in the same room 
with Mr. Johnson. Each had a neat clean bed in an 
upper chamber. 

Monday IS September. Last nights jovial bout dis- 
turbed me somewhat, but not long. The room where 
we lay was a room indeed. Each bed had tartan cur- 
tains, and Mr. Johnson's was the very bed in which the 
Prince lay. To see Mr. Samuel Johnson lying in Prince 
Charles’s bed, in the Isle of Skye, in the house of Miss 
Flora Macdonald, struck me with such a group of ideas 
as it is not easy for words to describe as the mind per- 
ceives them. He smiled, and said, "I have had no am- 
bitious thoughts in it.” The room was decorated with a 
great variety of maps and prints. Among others was 
Hogarth’s print of Wilkes grinning with the cap of lib- 
erty beside him. That, too, was a curious circumstance 
in the scene this morning. Such a contrast was Wilkes to 
the above group! It was like Sir William Chambers’s 
idea of oriental gardening, in which all odd, strange, 
ugly, and even terrible objects, are to be introduced for 
the sake of variety, and which is so well ridiculed in an 
Epistle to him. I thought of the two lines in it, 

Here too, 0 Kins of vengeance! in thy fane, 

Tremendous Wilkes shall rattle his gold chain. 
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Upon the table in our room I found a slip of paper in the 
morning, on which Mr. Johnson had written with his 
pencil these words: “Quantum cedat virtutibus aurum .” 
What he meant by writing it I could not tell. He had 
catched cold a day or two ago, and the rain yesterday 
had made it worse; so he was become very deaf. At 
breakfast he said he would have given a good deal 
rather than not have lain in the bed. I said he was the 
lucky man; and to be sure it had been contrived be- 
tween Mrs. Macdonald and him. She said, “You know 
young bucks are always favourites of the ladies.” He 
spoke of the Prince being here, and said to Mrs. Mac- 
donald, “Who was with him? We were told in England, 
there was one Miss Flora Macdonald with him.” Said 
she, “They were very right.” She then very obligingly 
told him out of her own mouth, how she had agreed 
to carry the Prince with her out of Lewis when it was 
known he was there; the country was full of troops and 
the coast surrounded with ships. He passed as her maid, 
an Irish girl, Betty Bourke. They set off in a small boat. 
The people on shore fired after them to bring them to. 
But they went forward. They landed in Skye. She got a 
horse and her maid walked beside her, which it seems 
is common in this part of the world, but Betty looked 
somewhat awkward in womens clothes. They came to 
Monkstadt. She dined at table with Lady Margaret 
Macdonald, where was an officer who commanded a 
party watching for the Prince, at whom she often 
laughed in good humour afterwards as having deceived 
him; and her maid was — I do not remember where. 

Mr. Johnson said all this should be written down. She 
said Bishop Forbes at Leith had it. Mr. Johnson and I 
were both visibly of the old interest (to use the Oxford 
expression), kindly affectioned at least, and perhaps too 
openly so. 
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At supper. Lady MacLeod mentioned Dr. Cadogan s 
book on the gout. Mr. Johnson said, “ ’Tis a good book 
in general, but a foolish one as to particulars. ’Tis good 
in general, as recommending temperance and exercise 
and cheerfulness. ’Tis only Dr. Cheyne’s book told in a 
new way. And there should come out such a book every 
thirty years, dressed in the mode of the times. ’Tis fool- 
ish, as it says the gout is not hereditary, and one fit of 
the gout when gone is like a fever when gone.” “But,” 
said Lady MacLeod, “he does not practise what he 
teaches.” Johnson. “I cannot help that, madam. That 
does not make his book the worse. People are influenced 
more by what a man says, if his practice is suitable to 
it, because they are blockheads. The more intellectual 
people are, the readier will they attend to what a man 
tells them. If it is just, they will follow it, be his practice 
what it will. No man practises so well as he writes. I 
have, all my life long, been lying till noon. Yet I tell all 
young men, and tell them with great sincerity, that no- 
body who does not rise early will ever do any good. 
Only consider! You read a book; you are convinced by 
it; you do not know the author. Suppose you afterwards 
know him, and find that he does not practise what he 
teaches; are you to give up your former conviction? At 
this rate you would be kept in a state of equilibria when 
reading every book, till you knew how the author prac- 
tised.” “But,” said Lady MacLeod, “you would think 
better of Dr. Cadogan if he acted according to his prin- 
ciples.” johnson. f< Why, madam, to be sure, a man who 
acts in the face of light is worse than a man who does 
not know so much. But I think there is something noble 
in publishing truth, though it condemns one’s self.” I 
spoke of Cadogan’s recommending good-humour. Mr. 
Johnson said, “A man grows better-humoured as he 
grows older, by experience. He learns to think himself 
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of no consequence and little things of little importance; 
and so he becomes more patient, and better pleased. 
All good-humour and complaisance is acquired. Natu- 
rally a child seizes directly what it sees, and thinks of 
pleasing itself only. By degrees, it is taught to please 
others, and to prefer others; and that this will ultimately 
produce the greatest happiness. If a man is not con- 
vinced of that, he never will practise it.” Lady MacLeod 
asked if no man was naturally good. Johnson. “No, 
madam, no more than a wolf.” boswell. “Nor no 
woman, sir?” Johnson. “No, sir.” Lady MacLeod started, 
saying low, “This is worse than Swift.” 

Thursday 16 September. Last night much care was 
taken of Mr. Johnson. He had hitherto most strangely 
slept without a night-cap. Miss MacLeod made him a 
large flannel one, and he was prevailed with to drink a 
little brandy when he was going to bed — all to do his 
cold good. He has great virtue in not drinking wine or 
any fermented liquor, because he could not do it in 
moderation. He told us so on Tuesday night Lady 
MacLeod would hardly believe him, and said, “I’m sure, 
sir, you would not carry it too far.” Johnson. “Nay, 
madam, it carried me.” He took the opportunity of a 
long illness to leave it off. It was prescribed to him then 
not to drink wine; and having broke off the habit, he 
has never returned to it. He was in high spirits this 
morning. 

In the argument on Tuesday night about natural 
goodness, he denied that any child was more so than 
another, but by difference of instruction; though the 
greater attention given by one than another, and a 
variety of imperceptible causes (such as instruction be- 
ing counteracted by servants) made it be thought that 
of two children equally well educated, one should be 
much worse than another. He owned this morning that 
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one might have a greater aptitude to learn than another, 
and that we inherit dispositions from our parents. Said 
he, “I inherited a vile melancholy from my father, which 
has made me mad all my life, at least not sober.” Lady 
MacLeod wondered he should tell this. “Madam,” said 
I, “he knows that with that madness he is superior to 
other men.” 

I have often been astonished with what exactness and 
perspicuity he will explain the whole process of any art. 
He this morning gave us all the operation of coining, 
and at night he gave us all the operation of brewing 
spirits. Mr. Macqueen said when he heard the first he 
thought he had been bred in the Mint. When he heard 
the second, that he had been bred a brewer. 

It was curious to have him on this remote point of 
the world. Lady MacLeod was entertained with my 
simile, that it was like a dog who has got hold of a large 
piece of meat, and runs away with it to a comer, where 
he may devour it in peace, without any fear of others 
taking it from him. “In London, Reynolds, Beauclerk, 
and all of them are contending who shall have Mr. John- 
son. We are feasting upon him undisturbed at Dun- 
vegan.” 

After the ladies were gone, we talked of the High- 
landers’ not having sheets; and so on we went to the 
advantage of wearing linen. Mr. Johnson said, “All ani- 
mal substances are less cleanly than vegetable. Wool, 
of which flannel is made, is an animal substance; flannel 
therefore is not so cleanly as linen. I remember I used to 
think tar dirty. But when I knew it to be only a prepara- 
tion of the juice of the pine, I thought so no longer. It 
is not disagreeable to have the gum that oozes from 
a plum-tree upon your fingers, because it is vegetable; 
but if you have any candle-grease, any tallow upon your 
fingers, you are uneasy till you rub it off.” And then he 
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came out with this saying: “I have often thought that 
if I kept a seraglio, the ladies should all wear linen 
gowns, or cotton; I mean stuffs made of vegetable sub- 
stances. I would have no silk; you cannot tell when it is 
clean. It will be very nasty before it is perceived to be 
so. Linen detects its own dirtiness.” 

To hear Mr. Johnson, while sitting solemn in arm- 
chair, talk of his keeping a seraglio and saying too, “I 
have often thought,” was truly curious. Mr. Macqueen 
asked him if he would admit me. “Yes,” said he, “if he 
were properly prepared; and he'd make a very good 
eunuch. He'd be a fine gay animal. He'd do his part 
well.” *1 take it,” said I, “better than you would do 
your part.” Though he treats his friends with uncom- 
mon freedom, he does not like a return. He seemed to 
me to be a little angry. He got off from my joke by 
saying, “I have not told you what was to be my part” — 
and then at once he returned to my office as eunuch 
and expatiated upon it with such fluency that it really 
hurt me. . . . 

I mentioned a club in London at the Boar's Head in 
Eastcheap, the very tavern where Falstaff and his joyous 
companions met; and the members of it all assume 
Shakespeare's characters. One is Falstaff, another Prince 
Henry, another Bardolph, and so on. Mr. Johnson said, 
“Don't be of it. Now that you have a name, you must 
be careful to avoid many things not bad in themselves, 
but which will lessen your character. This,” said he, 
“every man who has a name must observe, A man who 
is not publicly known may live in London as he pleases 
without any notice being taken of him. But it is won- 
derful how a person of any consequence is watched. 
There was a Member of Parliament who wanted to 
prepare himself to speak on a question that was to come 
on in the House, and he and I were to talk it over to- 
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gether. He did not wish it should be known that he 
talked with me; so he would not let me come to his 
house, but came to me. Some time after he made his 
speech in the House, Mrs. Cholmondeley, a very airy 
lady, told me, "Well, you could make nothing of him/ 
— naming the gentleman, which was a proof that he was 
watched. I had once some business to do for Govern- 
ment, and I went to Lord Norths. It was dark before I 
went. Yet a few days after, I was told, 'Well, you have 
been with Lord North/ That the door of the Prime 
Minister should be watched is not so wonderful; but 
that a Member of Parliament should be watched, or my 
door should be watched, is wonderful/ 7 

We set out this morning in Ullinishs boat, having 
taken leave of him and his family. There was an ease in 
his house, an appearance as if everything went on daily 
just as we saw it, that was very agreeable. It made one 
quite free of the idea that our company was any bur- 
den. As we sailed along, Mr. Johnson got into one of 
his fits of railing at the Scots. He owned that we were a 
very learned nation for about 100 years, from about 
1550 to about 1650. But that we lost our learning during 
the Civil War and had never recovered it. He said we 
afforded the only instance of a people among whom the 
arts of civil life did not advance in proportion with 
learning; that we had hardly any trade, any money, or 
any elegance before the Union. That it was strange how 
with all the advantages that other nations have, we had 
not any of those arts which are the fruit of industry, till 
we came in contact with a civilized nation. “We have 
taught you,” said he; “and we’ll do the same in time to 
all barbarous nations — to the Cherokees — and at last 
to the orangoutangs” — laughing as if Monboddo had 
been present. I said we had wine before the Union. 
“No sir,” said he; “you had some weak stuff, the refuse 
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of France, which would not make you drunk.” boswell. 
“I assure you, sir, there was a great deal of drunken- 
ness.” Johnson. “No, sir; there were people who died 
of dropsies which they contracted in trying to get 
drunk.” ... 

We talked of the assiduity of the Scotch clergy in 
visiting and privately instructing their people, and how 
in this they excelled the English clergy. Mr. Johnson 
would not let this pass. He tided to turn it off by saying, 
“There are different ways of instructing. Our clergy pray 
and preach.” MacLeod and I pushed the subject, upon 
which he grew warm, and broke forth, “I do not believe 
your people are better instructed. If they are, it is the 
blind leading the blind, for your clergy are not in- 
structed themselves. There is Macaulay — the most igno- 
rant booby and the grossest bastard.” (Coll says Mr. 
Johnson said Macaulay was as obstinate as a mule and 
as ignorant as a bull, but I do not recollect this.) Mr. 
Johnson took himself well, and said, “When I talk of the 
ignorance of your clergy, I speak of them as a body. I 
do not mean that there are not individuals who are 
learned” (looking at Mr. Macqueen). “I suppose there 
are in Muscovy. The clergy of England have produced 
the most valuable books in support of religion, both in 
theory and practice. What have your clergy done since 
you sunk into Presbyterianism? Can you name one book 
of any value in religion written by them?” We could 
not. Said he, “I’ll help you. Forbes wrote very well, but 
I believe he wrote before Episcopacy was quite extin- 
guished”; and then pausing a little, he said, “Yes, you 
have Wishart against repentance.” “But, sir,” said I, 
“we are not contending for the superior learning of our 
clergy, * but for their superior assiduity.” He bore us 
down again with thundering against their ignorance, 
and said, “I see you have not been well taught, for you 
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have not charity.” He had been in a manner forced into 
this, for when he began, he said, “Since you will drive 
the nail.” He again thought of good Mr. Macqueen, and 
taking him by the hand, said, “Sir, I did not mean any 
disrespect to you.” 

Here I must observe that he conquered by leaving the 
argument, which was just where I put it. The assiduity 
of the Scottish clergy is certainly greater than that of the 
English. His taking up the topic of their not having so 
much learning, was, though most ingenious, yet a fal- 
lacy in logic. It was as if there should be a dispute 
whether a mans hair is well dressed, and Mr. Johnson 
should say, “Sir, his hair cannot be well dressed, for he 
has a dirty shirt. No man who has not clean linen has 
his hair well dressed.” 1 * * 

Friday 24 September. This was a good day. Dr. John- 
son told us at breakfast that he rode harder at a fox 
chase than anybody. “The English,” said he, “are the 
only nation who ride hard a-hunting. A Frenchman goes 
out upon a managed horse, and capers in the field, and 
no more thinks of leaping a hedge than of mounting a 
breach. Lord Powerscourt laid a wager, in France, that 
he would ride a great many miles in a certain short time. 
The French academicians set to work, and calculated 
that, from the resistance of the air, it was impossible. 
His lordship, however, performed it.” 

I must not forget that in the morning Mr. Johnson 
told us that the few ancient Irish gentlemen who remain 
have the highest pride of family. Mr. Sandford, a friend 
of his, whose mother was Irish, told him that O'Hara, 
who was true Irish both by father and mother, and he, 
and Mr. Ponsonby, son to the Earl of Bessborough, the 


1 When Johnson read Boswell's script, he commented on this as 

follows 4 Tdid not say the man's hair could not be well dressed be- 

cause he had not a clean shirt, but because he was bald." 
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greatest man of the three, but of an English family, went 
to see one of those ancient Irish; and that he distin- 
guished them thus: ‘‘O’Hara, you are welcome. Mr. 
Sandford, your mothers son is welcome. Mr. Ponsonby, 
you may sit down." . . . 

Miss Maclean gave us several tunes on a spinet, which, 
though made so long ago as in 1667, was still very well 
toned. She sung along with it. Dr. Johnson seemed 
pleased with the music, though he owns he neither 
likes it nor has hardly any perception of it. At Mr. Mac- 
pherson’s, in Sleat, he told us that he knew a drum from 
a trumpet, and a bagpipe from a guitar, which was 
about the extent of his knowledge of music. Tonight he 
said that if he had learnt music he should have been 
afraid he would have done nothing else than play. It 
was a method of employing the mind, without the la- 
bour of thinking at all, and with some applause from a 
mans self. 

We had the music of the bagpipe every day at Arma- 
dale, Dun vegan, and Coll. Dr. Johnson appeared fond 
of it, and used often to stand for some time with his ear 
close to the great drone. 

The penurious gentleman of our acquaintance, 1 for- 
merly alluded to, afforded us a topic of conversation 
tonight. Dr. Johnson said I ought to write down a col- 
lection of the instances of his narrowness, as they almost 
exceeded belief. Coll told us that O’Kane, the famous 
Irish harper, was once at that gentleman’s house. He 
could not find in his heart to give him any money, but 
gave him a key for a harp, which was finely ornamented 
with gold and silver and with a precious stone, and was 
worth eighty or a hundred guineas. He did not know 
the value of it; and when he came to know it, he would 
fain have had it bac k, but O’Kane took care that he 
1 Sir Alexander Macdonald. 
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should not. Johnson. “They exaggerate the value; every- 
body is so desirous that he should be fleeced. I am very 
willing it should be worth eighty or a hundred guineas, 
but I do not believe it.” boswell. "1 do not think 
O'Kane was obliged to give it back.” Johnson. “No, sir. 
If a man with his eyes open, and without any means 
used to deceive him, gives me a thing, I am not to let 
him have it again when he grows wiser. I like to see 
how avarice defeats itself; how, when avoiding to part 
with money, the miser gives something more valuable.” 
Coll said the gentleman’s relations were angry at his 
giving away the harp-key, for it had been long in the 
family. Johnson. “Sir, he values a new guinea more 
than an old friend.” 

Coll also told us that the same person having come up 
with a sergeant and twenty men working on the high 
road, he entered into discourse with the sergeant, and 
then gave him sixpence for the men to drink. The ser- 
geant asked, “Who is this fellow?” Upon being informed, 
he said, “If I had known who he was, I should have 
thrown it in his face.” Johnson. “There is much want of 
sense in all this. He had no business to speak with the 
sergeant. He might have been in haste and trotted on. 
He has not learnt to be a miser; I believe we must take 
him apprentice.” boswell. “He would grudge giving 
half a guinea to be taught.” Johnson. “Nay, sir, you 
must teach him gratis. You must give him an opportu- 
nity to practise your precepts.” 

Let me now go back and glean Johnsoniana. The 
Saturday before we sailed from Sleat, I sat awhile in the 
afternoon with Dr. Johnson in his room, in a quiet seri- 
ous frame. I observed that hardly any man was ac- 
curately prepared for dying, but almost every one left 
something undone, something in confusion; that my fa- 
ther, indeed, told me he knew one man (Carlisle of 
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Limekilns), after whose death all his papers were found 
in exact order, and nothing was omitted in his will. 
Johnson. “Sir, I had an uncle who died so, but such at- 
tention requires great leisure and great firmness of mind. 
If one was to think constantly of death, the business of 
life would stand still. I am no friend to making religion 
appear too hard. Many good people have done harm by 
giving severe notions of it. In the same way as to learn- 
ing: I never frighten young people with difficulties; on 
the contrary, I tell them that they may very easily get 
as much as will do very well. I do not indeed tell them 
that they will be Bentleys.” 

At Captain Maclean’s, I mentioned Popes friend 
Spence. Johnson. “He was a weak conceited man.” 
boswell. “A good scholar, sir?” Johnson. “Why, no, sir.” 
boswell. “He was a pretty scholar.” Johnson. “You 
have about reached him.” 

Last night at the inn, when the factor in Tyree spoke 
of his having heard that a roof was put on some part of 
the buildings at Icolmkill, I unluckily said, “It will be 
fortunate if we find a cathedral with a roof on it.” I said 
this from a foolish anxiety to engage Dr. Johnson’s curi- 
osity more. He took me short at once, “What, sir? How 
can you talk so? If we shall find a cathedral roofed! As 
if we were going to a terra incognita: when everything 
that is at Icolmkill is so well known. You are like some 
New England men who came to the mouth of the 
Thames. ‘Come,’ said they, %t us go up and see what 
sort of inhabitants there are here/ They talked, sir, as if 
they had been to go up the Susquehanna, or any other 
American river.” . . . 

I recollect none of his conversation, except that, when 
talking of dress, he said, “Sir, were I to have anything 
fine, it should be very fine. Were I to wear a ring, it 
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should not be a bauble but a stone of great value. Were 
I to wear a laced or embroidered waistcoat, it should be 
very rich. I had once a very rich laced waistcoat, which 
I wore the first night of my tragedy/' 

Tuesday 2 November. We were now in a country not 
only "of saddles and bridles/' but of post-chaises; and 
having ordered one from Kilmarnock, we got to Auchin- 
leck before dinner. 

My father was not quite a year and a half older than 
Dr. Johnson, but his conscientious discharge of his la- 
borious duty as a judge in Scotland (where the law pro- 
ceedings are almost all in writing), a severe complaint 
which ended in his death, and the loss of my mother, a 
woman of almost unexampled piety and goodness, had 
before this time in some degree affected his spirits, and 
rendered him less disposed to exert his faculties; for he 
had originally a very strong mind and cheerful temper. 
He assured me he never had felt one moment of what is 
called low spirits, or uneasiness without a real cause. He 
had a great many good stories, which he told uncom- 
monly well, and he was remarkable for “humour, in- 
columi gravitate ” as Lord Monboddo used to charac- 
terize it. His age, his office, and his character had long 
given him an acknowledged claim to great attention, in 
whatever company he was; and he could ill brook any 
diminution of it. He was as sanguine a Whig and Pres- 
byterian as Dr. Johnson was a Tory and Church of 
England man; and as he had not much leisure to be in- 
formed of Dr. Johnson's great merits by reading his 
works, he had a partial and unfavourable notion of him, 
founded on his supposed political tenets, which were so 
discordant to his own that, instead of speaking of him 
with that respect to which he was entitled, he used to 
call him “a Jacobite fellow." Knowing all this, I should 
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not have ventured to bring them together, had not my 
father, out of kindness to me, desired me to invite Dr. 
Johnson to his house. 

I was very anxious that all should be well; and 
begged of my friend to avoid three topics, as to which 
they differed very widely: Whiggism, Presbyterianism, 
and — Sir John Pringle. He said courteously, “I shall 
certainly not talk on subjects which I am told are dis- 
agreeable to a gentleman under whose roof I am; es- 
pecially, I shall not do so to your father ” 

Our first day went off very smoothly. It rained, and 
we could not get out; but my father showed Dr. Johnson 
his library, which, in curious editions of the Greek and 
Roman classics, is, I suppose, not excelled by any pri- 
vate collection in Great Britain. My father had studied 
at Leyden and been very intimate with the Gronovii and 
other learned men there. He was a sound scholar, and, 
in particular, had collated manuscripts and different 
editions of Anacreon, and others of the Greek lyric po- 
ets, with great care; so that my friend and he had much 
matter for conversation, without touching on the fatal 
topics of difference. 

Dr. Johnson found here Baxter’s Anacreon, which he 
told me he had long inquired for in vain, and began to 
suspect there was no such book. Baxter was the keen 
antagonist of Barnes. His life is in the Biographia Britan- 
nica. My father has written many notes on this book, 
and Dr. Johnson and I talked of having it reprinted. 

Wednesday 3 November . It rained all day, and gave 
Dr. Johnson an impression of that incommodiousness of 
climate in the West, of which he has taken notice in his 
Journey ; but, being well accommodated and furnished 
with variety of books, he was not dissatisfied. 

Some gentlemen of the neighbourhood came to visit 
my father, but there was little conversation. One of 
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them asked Dr. Johnson how he liked the Highlands. 
The question seemed to irritate him, for he answered, 
“How, sir, can you ask me what obliges me to speak 
unfavourably of a country where I have been hospitably 
entertained? Who can like the Highlands? I like the in- 
habitants very well.” The gentleman asked no more 
questions. 

He this day, when we were by ourselves, observed, 
how common it was for people to talk from books; to 
retail the sentiments of others, and not their own; in 
short, to converse without any originality of thinking. 
He was pleased to say, “You and I do not talk from 
books.” 

Friday 5 November. The Reverend Mr. Dun, our 
parish minister, who had dined with us yesterday with 
some other company, insisted that Dr. Johnson and I 
should dine with him today. This gave me an opportu- 
nity to show my friend the road to the church, made by 
my father at a great expense for above three miles on 
his own estate, through a range of well-enclosed farms, 
with a row of trees on each side of it. He called it the 
Via sacra , and was very fond of it. Dr. Johnson, though 
he held notions far distant from those of the Presby- 
terian clergy, yet could associate on good terms with 
them. One of them discovered a narrowness of infor- 
mation concerning the dignitaries of the Church of Eng- 
land, among whom may be found men of the greatest 
learning, virtue, and piety, and of a truly apostolic 
character. He talked before Dr. Johnson of fat bishops 
and drowsy deans; and, in short, seemed to believe the 
illiberal and profane scoffings of professed satirists or 
vulgar railers. Dr. Johnson was so highly offended that 
he said to him, “Sir, you know no more of our church 
than a Hottentot.” I was sorry that he brought this upon 
himself. 
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Saturday 6 November . I cannot be certain whether it 
was on this day or a former that Dr. Johnson and my 
father came in collision. If I recollect right, the contest 
began while my father was showing him his collection 
of medals; and Oliver Cromwell's coin unfortunately in- 
troduced Charles the First, and Toryism. They became 
exceedingly warm and violent, and I was very much 
distressed by being present at such an altercation be- 
tween two men, both of whom I reverenced* yet I durst 
not interfere. It would certainly be very unbecoming in 
me to exhibit my honoured father and my respected 
friend as intellectual gladiators, for the entertainment 
of the public; and therefore I suppress what would, I 
dare say, make an interesting scene in this dramatic 
sketch — this account of the transit of Johnson over the 
Caledonian Hemisphere. 

Yet I think I may, without impropriety, mention one 
circumstance, as an instance of my father s address. Dr. 
Johnson challenged him, as he did us all at Talisker, to 
point out any theological works of merit written by 
Presbyterian ministers in Scotland. My father, whose 
studies did not lie much in that way, owned to me after- 
wards that he was somewhat at a loss how to answer, 
but that luckily he recollected having read in catalogues 
the title of Durham on the Galatians ; upon which he 
boldly said, “Pray, sir, have you read Mr. Durham's ex- 
cellent commentaiy on the Galatians?" “No, sir,” said 
Dr. Johnson. By this lucky thought my father kept him 
at bay, and for some time enjoyed his triumph; but his 
antagonist soon made a retort, which I forbear to men- 
tion. 

In the course of their altercation, Whiggism and Pres- 
byterianism, Toryism and Episcopacy, were terribly 
buffeted. My worthy hereditary friend, Sir John Pringle, 
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never having been mentioned, happily escaped without 
a bruise. 

My fathers opinion of Dr. Johnson may be con- 
jectured from the name he afterwards gave him, which 
was “Ursa Major.” 

At Sir Alexander Dick s, from that absence of mind 
to which every man is at times subject, I told, in a blun- 
dering manner, Lady Eglinton's complimentary adop- 
tion of Dr. Johnson as her son; for I unfortunately 
stated that her ladyship adopted him as her son, in con- 
sequence of her having been married the year after he 
was born. Dr. Johnson instantly corrected me. “Sir, don't 
you perceive that you are defaming the Countess? For, 
supposing me to be her son, and she was not married 
till the year after my birth, I must have been her natural 
son.” A young lady of quality, who was present, very 
handsomely said, “Might not the son have justified the 
fault?” My friend was much flattered by this compli- 
ment, which he never forgot. When in more than ordi- 
nary spirits, and talking of his journey in Scotland, he 
has called to me, “Boswell, what was it that the young 
lady of quality said of me at Sir Alexander Dick s?” 
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editor’s note 

As I remarked in the Introduction, I have had to exclude, 
for reasons of space, all of Boswell’s purely autobiographical 
writings. Had I included enough from the Letters and the 
Private Papers to reveal Boswell rather than merely parade 
his peculiarities, there would have been, what with the se- 
lections from the Life and the Tour , almost no space left for 
representing Johnson. Moreover, the animating principle of 
this Portable is to combine the best of Johnson’s writings with 
the best of Boswell’s about him. But at least one example 
must be provided of Boswell’s non-Johnsonian reporting. The 
interviews with Rousseau seem to me the finest single example 
of it — seem to me, indeed, outranked by very little in the Life . 
Here is proof, if proof is demanded, that Boswell was not, 
Antaeus-like, strong only when in contact with Johnson. And 
beyond the great vividness of the interviews, they reveal, 
more than anything in the Life does, Boswell’s ability to 
portray himself in the frankest and most foolish light. 

The interviews w r ith Rousseau (here very slightly con- 
densed) are taken from the eighteen volumes of Boswell’s 
Private Papers. That these Papers existed was not known 
until a generation ago; and for a time their owner, Lord 
Talbot de Malahide (Boswell’s great-great-grandson) re- 
fused to release them. But in 1927 he sold the entire collec- 
tion, amounting to more than a million words, to Lt. Col. 
Ralph H. Isham. Colonel Isham turned them over to the late 
Geoffrey Scott, and subsequently to Professor Frederick 
Pottle of Yale, to be edited for private publication. The task . 
involved a great amount of deciphering, annotating and fit- 
ting together; and the eighteen volumes were published, in 
a limited edition, over a period of years. l, k. 
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Monday 3 December. One great Object which I have 
ever had in view since I left Britain, has been to obtain 
the Acquaintance, and if possible the regard, of Rous- 
seau. I was informed that he lived in a wild Valley, five 
leagues from Neufchatel. I set out early this morning, 
mounted on a little horse with a Reysesac, which held 
some shirts. I was joined by Abraham Francois, a mer- 
chant here. My horse was lazy; he lent me a spur and a 
whip, and on we jogged veiy cordially. He taught me 
a french Song, “Sous le nom de VAmitie , Phillis Je vous 
adore” to a Minuet tune. I amused myself with him; 
and this amusement formed an excellent Contrast to the 
great object which occupied my mind. We had a fine, 
hard road amidst Mountains covered with snow. We 
stopped at Bro, the halfway Inn. M. Sando, the Land- 
lord, had a handsom daughter, very lively and very 
talkative, or rather chatty, to give the Young Lady a 
lighter word. She told us, “Monsieur Rousseau vient 
souvent passer quelques jours id avec sa Gouvernante , 
Mademoiselle Vasseur. Cest Thomme le plus aimable. 
II a une belle Physionomie. Mais il naime pas quon 
vienne le regarder comme un Homme a deux fetes. Mon 
Dieu! la curiosite des Gens est bien grande. Il y a tant 
tant du monde qui vient pour le voire ; et souvent il ne 
veut pas le recevoir. Il est malade , et il ne veut pas Stre 
incommode. Voild un Clus oil le suis die avec lui et 
Mademoiselle Vasseur. Nous y avcns dine. Il se promene 
dans ces lieux sauvages toute une jour nee. Des Mes- 
sieurs qui sont venus ici m’ont demands mille questions, 
* Et sa Gouvernante , est elle jeune? est elle jolie?” All 
this chat of Mademoiselle helped to frighten me. There 
was here a Stone-cutter who had wrought for Voltaire. 
The most stupid of human Beings will remember some 
Anecdote or other of a Great man whom he has had oc- 
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casion to see. This Stone cutter told me, “Monsieur, d y 
avoit un Cheval a tirer un Char a Fernier , et M. Voltaire 
disoit toujours , ‘Pauvre Cheval ! vous etes maigre, vous 
etes comme moi Any trifle of such a Genius has a 
value. Abraham Frangois and I drank a glass of good 
wine, and pursued our journey. We passed one Place 
exactly like Gillikranky and another where a groupe of 
broken rocks seemed every moment ready to tumble 
down upon us. It will most certainly tumble e’er long. 
M. Rousseau lives in the Village of Motiers. ... I ad- 
vanced with a kind of pleasing trepidation. I wished that 
I might not see Rousseau till the moment that I had per- 
mission to wait upon him. I perceived a white house 
with green window-boards. He mentions such a one in 
Emile. I imagined it might perhaps be his, and turned 
away my eyes from it. I rode calmly down the street, 
and put up at the Maison de Village. . . . My Lord 
Marischal had given me a card with compliments to 
him, which I was sure would procure me admission. 
Colonel Chaillet had given me a letter to the Chdtelin , 
M. Martinet, the principal Justice of the Place, who 
could introduce me without difficulty. But my romantic 
Genius, which will never be extinguished, made me 
eager to put my own merit to the severest tryal. I had 
therefore prepared a letter to M. Rousseau, in which I 
informed him that an ancient Scots Gentleman of 
twenty four, was come hither with the hopes of seeing 
him. I assured him that I deserved his regard, that I 
was ready to stand the test of his penetration. Towards 
the end of my letter I shewed him that I had a heart 
and a soul. I have here given no idea of my letter; It 
can neither be abridged nor transposed, for it is realy a 
Master-Piece. I shall ever preserve it as a Proof that my 
Soul can be sublime. I drest and dined and sent my 
letter chez M. Rousseau, ordering the Maid to leave it, 
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and say she’d return for the Answer; so that I might 
give him time to consider a little, lest perhaps he might 
be ill and suddenly refuse to see me. I was filled with 
anxiety. Is not this romantic madness? Was I not sure 
of admittance by my Reccommendations? Could I not 
see him as any other Gentleman would do? No: I am 
above the Vulgar crowd. I would have my merit fairly 
tried by this Great Judge of human Nature. I must have 
things in my own way. If my bold attempt succeeds, the 
recollection of it will be grand as long as I live. But, per- 
haps, I may appear to him so vain, or so extraordinary, 
that he may be shocked by such a character and may 
not admit me. I shall then be in a pretty situation; for 
I shall be ashamed to present my recommendations. But 
why all this doubt and uneasiness? It is the effect of my 
melancholy timidity. What! can the Authour of Eloisa 
be offended at the enthusiasm of an ingenuous mind? 
But if he does admit me, I shall have a very difficult 
character to support; for I have written to him with un- 
usual elevation, and given him an idea of me which I 
shall hardly come up to. 

To prepare myself for the great Interview, I waited 
out alone. I stroled pensive by the side of the River 
Ruse in a beautifull Wild Valley surrounded by im- 
mense Mountains, some covered with frowning rocks, 
others with clustering Pines, and others with glittering 
Snow. The fresh, healthful! air and the romantic Pros- 
pect arround me gave me a vigourous and solemn tone. 
I recalled all my former ideas of J. J. Rousseau, the ad- 
miration with which he is regarded over all Europe, his 
Heloise , his Emile , in short, a crowd of great thoughts. 
This half hour was one of the most remarkable that I 
ever past. 

I returned to my Inn, and the Maid delivered to me 



418 JAMES BOSWELL 

a card with the following Answer from M. Rousseau. 
u Je suis malade, souffrant , hors d'etat de recevoir des 
visites . ’ Cependant , Je n# puis me refuser a celle de 
Monsieur Boswell , pourvu que par eg ard pour mon 
etat , il veuille bien la faire courte” 

My sensibility dreaded the word courte. But I took 
courage, and went immediatly. I found at the street door 
Mademoiselle Vasseur waiting for me. She was a little, 
lively, neat french Girl and did not increase my fear. 
She conducted me up a darkish stair, then opened a 
door. I expected, "Now I shall see him” — But it was not 
so. I entered a room which serves for Vestibule and for 
Kitchen. My fancy formed many, many a Portrait of 
the wild Philosopher. At length his door opened and I 
beheld him, a genteel, black man in the dress of an 
Armenian. I entered saying, "Many, Many thanks.” Af- 
ter the first looks and bows were over. He said, "Will 
you be seated? Or would you rather take a turn with 
me in the room?” I chose the last, and happy I was to 
escape being formally placed upon a chair. I asked him 
how he was. "Very ill. But I have given up Doctors.” 
"Yes, yes; you have no love for them.” As it is impossi- 
ble for me to relate exactly our conversation, I shall not 
endeavour at order, but give sentences as I recollect 
them. 

Boswell. "The thought of your books, Sir, is a great 
source of pleasure to you?” Rousseau. "I am fond of 
them; but when I think of my books so many misfor- 
tunes which they have brought upon me are revived in 
my memory, that really I cannot answer you. My books 
have saved my life.” He spoke of the Parliament of 
Paris: "If any Society could be covered with disgrace, 
that would be, I could bring them much into disgrace 
simply by printing their edict against me on one side, 
and the Law of Nations and Equity on the side oppo- 
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site. But I have reasons against doing so at present.” 
Boswell. “We shall have it one day, perhaps?” Rous- 
seau. “Perhaps.” I was drest in a coat and Waistcoat, 
scarlet with Gold lace, Buckskin Breeches, and Boots. 
Above all I wore a Great coat of Green Camlet lined 
with Fox-skin fur, with the collar and Cuffs of the same 
fur. I held under my arm a hat with a sollid gold lace, 
at least with the air of being sollid. I had it last winter 
at the Hague. I had a free air and spoke well, and when 
M. Rousseau said what touched me more than ordinary, 
I seised his hand, I thumped him on the shoulder. I was 
without restraint. When I found that I realy pleased 
him, I said, “Are you aware, Sir, that I am recommended 
to you by a man you hold in high regard?” Rousseau. 
“Ah! My Lord Marischal?” Boswell. “Yes, Sir; My 
Lord has furnished me with a Note of introduction to 
you.” Rousseau. “And you were unwilling to take ad- 
vantage of it?” Boswell. “Nay, Sir; I wished to have a 
proof of my merits.” Rousseau. “Sir, there would have 
been no kind of merit in gaining access to me by a Note 
of Lord Marischal's. Whatever he sends will always find 
a welcome from me. He is my Protector, my Father; I 
would venture to say, my friend.” One circumstance 
embarrassed me a little: I had forgotten to bring with 
me from Neufchatel My Lord's Billet. But a generous 
consciousness of Innocence and honesty gives a freedom 
which cannot be counterfeited. I told M. Rousseau, “To 
speak truly, I have forgotten to bring his letter with me; 
but you accept my word for it?” Rousseau. “Why, cer- 
tainly. Numbers of people have shown themselves ready 
to serve me in their own fashion; My Lord Marischal has 
served me in mine. He is the only man on earth to whom 
I owe an obligation.” Continuing , “When I speak of 
Kings, I do not include the King of Prussia. He is a King 
quite alone and apart. That force of his! Sir, There's the 
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great matter, to have force — Revenge, even; — You can 
always find stuff to make something out of. But when 
force is lacking, when everything is small and split up, 
there’s no hope. The French, for example, are a con- 
temptible nation/’ Boswell. "But the Spaniards, Sir?” 
Rousseau. "Yes, you will find great souls in Spain.” 
Boswell. "And in the Mountains of Scotland. But since 
our cursed union. Ah . . /’ Rousseau. "You undid 
yourselves.” Boswell. "Truly, yes. But I must tell you 
a great satisfaction given me by My Lord. He calls you 
Jean Jacques out of affection. One day he said to me, 
‘Jean Jacques is the most grateful man in the world. He 
wanted to write my brother’s life; but I begged him 
rather to write the Life of Mr. Fletcher of Saultoun, and 
he promised me he would do so/ ” Rousseau. "Yes, Sir; 
I will write it with the greatest care and pleasure. I shall 
offend the English, I know. But that is no matter. Will 
you furnish me with some Anecdotes on the Characters 
of those who made your Treaty of Union, and details 
that cannot be found in the Historians?” Boswell. "Yes, 
Sir; but with the warmth of an ancient Scot/’ Rousseau. 
"By all means.” 

He spoke of ecclesiastics; "When one of these Gentle- 
men provides a new explanation of something incom- 
prehensible, leaving it as incomprehensible as before, 
everyone cries, ‘Here’s a great Man.’ But, Sir, they will 
tell you that no single point of Theology may be neg- 
lected, that every stone in God’s Building, the mystic 
Jerusalem, must be considered as sacred. But they have 
added stones to it. — ‘Here, take off this; take off that! 
Now you see, the Building is admirably complete, and 
you have no need to stand there to hold it up/ ‘But we 
want to be necessary!’ ‘Ah! . . 

“Sir, you don’t see before you the Bear you have 
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heard tell of. Sir, I have bo liking for the world. I live 
here in a world of fantasies, and I cannot tolerate the 
world as it is.” Boswell. “But when you come across 
fantastical men, are they not to your liking?” Rousseau. 
fi Why, Sir, they have not the same fantasies as myself. 
Sir, your Country is formed for liberty. I like your habits. 
You and 1 1 feel at liberty to stroll here together without 
talking. That is more than two Frenchmen can do. Man- 
kind disgusts me. And my Housekeeper tells me that I 
am in far better humour on the days when I have been 
alone than on those when I have been in company.” 
Boswell. “There has been a great deal written against 
you, Sir.” Rousseau. “They have not understood me. 
As for Monsieur Vernet at Geneva, he is an Arch- Jesuit, 
that is all I can say of him.” 

Boswell. “Tell me, Sir, do you not find that I answer 
to the description I gave you of myself?” Rousseau. 
“Sir, it is too early for me to judge. But all Appearances 
are in your favour.” Boswell. “I fear I have stayed too 
long. I shall take the honour of returning tomorrow.” 
Rousseau. “O, as to that, I can’t tell.” Boswell. “Sir, I 
shall stay quietly here in the Village. If you are able to 
see me, I shall be enchanted; if not, I shall make no com- 
plaint.” Rousseau. “My Lord Marischal has a perfect 
understanding of man's feelings, in Solitude no less than 
in Society. I am overwhelmed with visits from idle peo- 
ple.” Boswell. “And how do they spend their time?” 
Rousseau. “In paying Compliments. Also I get a prodi- 
gious quantity of letters. And the writer of each of them 
believes himself the only One.” Boswell. “You must be 
greatly surprised, Sir, that a man who has not the hon- 
our of your acquaintance, should take the liberty of 
writing to you?” Rousseau. “No. It gives me no surprise. 
For I had a similar letter yesterday, the day before yes- 
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terday and ever so often,” Boswell. “Sir, Your very 
humble Servant — What, you are coming further?” 
Rousseau. “I am not coming with you. I am going for 
a walk in the passage. Goodbye.” . . . 

At five I went to M. Rousseau, whom I found more 
gay than he had been yesterday. We joked on Made- 
moiselle Vasseur for keeping him under lock and key. 
She, to defend herself, said he had another door to get 
out at. Said he, “Ah Mademoiselle vous dites tout.” . . . 

He gave me the character of the Abbe de St. Pierre, 
“a man who did good, simply because he chose to do 
good: a man without enthusiasm. One might say that he 
was passionately reasonable. He was seen writing his 
memoirs, and he used to say, 1 shall be sneered at for 
this/ 1 shall get a hissing for that/ It was all one to him. 
He carried his principles into the merest trifles. For ex- 
ample, he used to wear his watch suspended from a 
button on his coat, because that was more convenient. 
As he was precluded from marriage, he kept Mistresses, 
and made no secret of it. He had a number of sons. He 
would allow them to adopt none but the most strictly 
useful professions; for example, he would not allow any 
son of his to be a Wig-maker. ‘For/ said he, ‘so long as 
Nature continues to supply us with hair, the profession 
of Wig-making must always be full of uncertainty/ He 
was completely indifferent to the opinion of men, saying 
that they were merely over-grown children. After pay- 
ing a long visit to a certain Lady, he said to her, ‘Madam, 
I perceive I am wearisome to you; but that is a matter 
of no moment to me. You amuse me/ One of Louis the 
xrv’s creatures had him turned out of the Academy for 
a speech he had made there. Yet he perpetually visited 
this man. ‘For/ said he, lie acted in his own interests; 
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and I bear him no grudge for that. He amuses me. He 
has no grounds for being offended with me. I have 
grounds for offence against him; but I am not offended/ 
In short, he continued to call on this Academician, until 
the latter put a stop to it because he found it disagree- 
able to see a man whom he had injured. He had plenty 
of good sense, but a faulty style: long-winded and dif- 
fuse, yet always proving his point. He was a favourite 
with women; he would go his own way independently, 
and he won respect. If you become a Member of Parlia- 
ment, you must resemble the Abbe de St. Pierre. You 
must stick to your principles.” Boswell. “But, then, one 
must be very well instructed.” Rousseau. “Ah, sure 
enough. You must have a well furnished head.” Bos- 
well. “But, Sir, a Member of Parliament who behaves 
as a strictly honest man is regarded as a crazy fool.” 
Rousseau. “Well then, you must be a crazy fool of a 
Member; and believe me, such a man will be respected; 
— that is, if he holds consistently by his principles. A 
man who changes round on every occasion, is another 
affair.” 

He talked of his “ Plan for perpetual Peace , taken from 
the Abbe de St. Pierre.” I frankly owned that I had not 
read it. “No?” said he — then took one down from his 
Book-case and gave it me. I asked him smilingly if he 
would not put his name upon it. He laughed heartily at 
me. I talked to him of the German Album and how I had 
been forced to take one; but that except what was writ- 
ten by the Person who gave it me, there was nothing in 
it. Said he “Then your Album is Album.” There was a 
Sally for you. A Precious Pearl; a Pun made by Rous- 
seau. He said, “I have seen the Scottish Highlanders in 
France. I love the Scots; not because My Lord Marischal 
is one of them but because he praises them. You are 
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irksome to me. It's my nature. I cannot help it.” Bos- 
well. "Do not stand on ceremony with me.” Rousseau. 
"Go away.” 

Wednesday 5 December. When I waited upon Mon- 
sieur Rousseau this morning, he said, "My dear Sir, I am 
sorry not to be able to talk with you as I would wish.” 
I took care to wave such excuses, and immediately set 
conversation agoing. I told him how I had turned Ro- 
man Catholic and had intended to hide myself in a Con- 
vent in France. He said, "What madness! I too was 
Catholic in my youth. I changed, and then changed 
back again. I returned to Geneva and was received as 
a Protestant. I went off to the Catholics, and would say 
to them, 1 am no longer one of you"; and I got on with 
them excellently.” I stopped him in the middle of the 
room and I said to him, "But tell me, sincerely, are you 
a Christian?” I looked at him with a searching eye. His 
countenance was no less animated. Each stood steady 
and watched the other’s looks. He struck his breast, and 
replied, "Yes. I pique myself upon being one.” Boswell. 
"Sir, the soul can be sustained by nothing save the Gos- 
pel.” Rousseau. "I feel that. I am unaffected by all the 
objections. I am weak; there may be things beyond my 
reach; or perhaps He who made them made a mistake. 
I say, God the Father, God the Son and God the Holy 
Ghost.” Boswell. “But tell me, do you suffer from mel- 
ancholy?” Rousseau. "I was born placid. I have no nat- 
ural disposition to melancholy. My misfortunes have in- 
fected me with it.” Boswell. "I, for my part, suffer from 
it severely. And how can I be happy, I, who have done 
so much harm?” Rousseau. "Begin your life anew. God 
is good, for He is just. Do good. You will pay off all the 
harm you have done. Say to yourself in the morning, 
'Come now, I am going to pay off so much harm/ Six 
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well spent years will pay off all the harm you have 
done.” Boswell. "What is your view of Cloisters, Pen- 
ances, and remedies of that sort?” Rousseau. <f Mum- 
meries, all of them; invented by men. Do not be guided 
by men’s judgments, or you will find yourself tossed to 
and fro perpetually. Do not base your life on the judg- 
ments of others, first because they are as likely to be mis- 
taken as yourself, and further because you cannot know 
that they are telling you their true feelings; they may be 
impelled by motives of interest or convention to talk to 
you in a way not corresponding to their thoughts.” Bos- 
well. "Will you, Sir, look after me?” Rousseau. "I can- 
not. I can be responsible only for myself.” Boswell. 
"But I shall come back to you.” Rousseau. "I don’t 
promise to see you. I am ill. I need a chamber-pot every 
minute.” Boswell. "Yes you will see me.” Rousseau. 
"Be off; and a good journey to you.” 

Friday 14 December. At eight I got on Horseback and 
had for my Guide a Smith called Dupuis. I said, "Since 
when (depnis quand) have you had that name?” I past 
the Mountain Lapidosa which is monstrously steep and 
in a great measure covered with snow. I was going 
to Rousseau which consideration levelled the roughest 
mountains. I arrived at Motiers before noon. I alighted 
at Rousseau’s door. Up and I went and found Made- 
moiselle Vasseur who told me, "He is very ill.” "But can 
I see him for a moment?” "I will find out. Step in, Sir.” 
I found him sitting in great pain. Rousseau. "I am over- 
come with ailments, disappointments, and sorrow. I 
have my bellyful; everyone thinks it my duty to attend 
to him.” Boswell. "That is most natural; and is it not 
a source of satisfaction to you to find you can be of so 
much help to others?” He gave a deprecatory shrug. I 
had left with him when I was last here what I called 
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a Sketch of my Life , in which I gave him the important 
incidents of my History and my melancholy apprehen- 
sions, and begged his advice and friendship. It was an 
interesting Piece. He said, “I have read your Memoir. 
You have been gulled. You ought never to see a Priest.” 
Boswell. “But can I yet hope to make something of my- 
self?” Rousseau. “Why, yes. Your great difficulty is that 
you think it so difficult a matter. Come back in the after- 
noon. But put your watch on the table.” Boswell. “For 
how long?” Rousseau. “A quarter of an hour, and no 
longer.” Boswell. “Twenty minutes.” Rousseau. “Be 
off with you! — Ha! Ha!” Notwithstanding the pain he 
was in, he was touched with my singular sally, and 
laughed most realy. He had a gay look immediately. I 
dined in my old Room with the two Boarders. After 
dinner I walked out. There had fallen much rain, and 
the Vallon was all overflowed. Nature looked somewhat 
different from the time that I was first here. I was sorry 
that such a scene was subject to any change. At four I 
went to Monsieur Rousseau. “I have but a moment al- 
lowed me; I must use it well. Is it possible to live 
amongst other men, and to retain singularity?” Rous-* 
seau. “Yes, I have done it.” Boswell. “But to remain 
on good terms with them?” Rousseau. “Oh, if you want 
to be a Wolf, you must howl. I attach very little impor- 
tance to books.” Boswell. “Even to your own Books?” 
Rousseau, “Oh, they are just Rigmarole.” Boswell. 
“Now you are howling.” Rousseau. “When I put my 
trust in books I was tossed about, as you are (though 
it is rather by talking that you have been tossed) . I had 
nothing stable here (striking his head) before I began to 
meditate.” Boswell. “But you would not have med- 
itated to such good purpose, if you had not read.” Rous- 
seau. “No. I should have meditated to better purpose 
if I had begun sooner.” Boswell. “But I, for example. 
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would never have had the agreeable ideas I possess of 
the Christian religion, had I not read the Savoyards 
Creed. To tell the truth, I can find no certain System. 
Morality appears to me an uncertain thing. For instance, 
I would like to have thirty women. Could I not satisfy 
that desire?” Rousseau. “No!” Boswell. “Why?” Rous- 
seau. “Ha! Ha! If Mademoiselle were not here, I would 
give you a most ample reason why.” Boswell. “But 
consider, if I am rich, I can take a number of girls; I get 
them with child; Propagation is thus increased. I give 
them doweries, and I marry them off to good Peasants 
who are very happy to have them. Thus they become 
wives at the same age as would have been the case if 
they had remained virgins, and I, on my side, have had 
the benefit of enjoying a great variety of women.” Rous- 
seau. “Ah! You will be landed in jealousies, betrayals, 
and treachery.” Boswell. “But cannot I follow the 
oriental usage?” Rousseau. “In the Orient, the women 
are kept shut up; it means keeping slaves; and, mark 
you, their women do nothing but harm, whereas ours do 
much good since they do a great deal of work.” Bos- 
well. “I should like to follow the example of the old 
Patriarchs, worthy men whose memory I hold in re- 
spect.” Rousseau. “But are you not a Citizen? You must 
not pick and choose one law here and another law there; 
you must take the laws of your own Society. Fulfill your 
duties as a Citizen, and if you hold fast, you will win re- 
spect.” Boswell. “I should not tell what I was doing; 
but Fd do it.” . . . 

I asked him, “When I get to France and Italy, may I 
not indulge in the gallantries, usual to those countries, 
where the husbands do not resent your making love to 
their wives? Nay, should I not be happier as the citizen 
of such a nation?” Rousseau. “They are corpses. Do you 
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want to be a Corpse?" He was right. Boswell. *But 
pray tell me, has a virtuous man any true advantages, is 
he really better off than a man given up to sensuality?” 
Rousseau. “We cannot doubt that we are spiritual be- 
ings; and when the soul escapes from this prison, from 
this flesh, the virtuous man will find things to his liking. 
He will enjoy the contemplation of happy souls, nobly 
employed. He will say, 1 have already lived a life like 
that/ Whereas those who experience nothing but the 
vile Passions which have their origin in the body, will be 
dissatisfied by the spectacle of pleasures which they 
have no means of enjoying." Boswell. “Upon my word, 
I am at a loss how to act in this world; I cannot deter- 
mine whether or not I should adopt some profession ” 
Rousseau. “One must have a great Plan." Boswell. 
<f What about those Studies, on which so much stress is 
laid? Such as Histoiy, for instance?” Rousseau. “They 
are just Amusements.” Boswell. “My Father desires me 
to be called to the Scottish Bar; I am certainly doing 
right in satisfying my Father; I have no such certainty 
if I follow my light inclinations. It follows that I must 
give my mind to the study of the laws of Scotland.” 
Rousseau. “To be sure; they are your tools. If you mean 
to be a Carpenter, you must have a plane.” Boswell. 
“I do not get on well with my Father. I am not at my 
ease with him.” Rousseau. “To be at ease you need to 
share some amusement.” Boswell. “We look after the 
planting together.” Rousseau. “That's too serious a busi- 
ness. You should have some amusement that puts you on 
an equal footing: shooting, for example. A shot is missed 
and a joke is made of it, without any infringement of 
respect; you enjoy a freedom which you take for granted. 
Once you are involved in a Profession, you must keep on 
with it even though another, and apparently better, 
should present itself. If you keep changing, you can 
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achieve nothing.” (I should have observed that when I 
pushed the conversation on women, Mademoiselle went 
out, and M. Rousseau said, “See now, you are driving 
Mademoiselle out of the room.” She was now returned. ) 
He stopped, and looked at me in a singular manner, 
“Are you greedy?” Boswell. “Yes.” Rousseau. “I am 
sorry to hear it.” Boswell. “Ha! Ha! I was joking; for 
in your books, you write in favour of greed. I know what 
you are about to say, and it is just what I was hoping to 
hear. I wanted to solicit your soup. I had a great desire 
to share a meal with you.” Rousseau. “Well, if you are 
not greedy, will you dine here tomorrow? But I give you 
fair warning, you will find yourself badly off.” Boswell. 
“No, I shall not be badly off; I am above all such con- 
siderations.” Rousseau. “Come then at noon; it will give 
us time to talk.” Boswell. “All my thanks.” Rousseau. 
“Good evening.” Mademoiselle carried me to the house 
of a poor woman with a great many children whom M. 
Rousseau aids with his charity. I contributed my part. 
I was not pleased to hear Mademoiselle repeat to the 
Poor Woman just the common consolatory sayings. She 
should have said something singular. 

Saturday 15 December. . . . Gods! Am I now then 
realy the friend of Rousseau? What a rich assemblage of 
ideas! I relish my felicity truly in such a scene as this. 
Shall I not truly relish it at Auchinleck? I was quite 
gay, my fancy was youthful, and vented its gladness 
in sportive sallies. I supposed myself in the rude world. 
I supposed a parcel of young fellows saying, “Come, 
Boswell, you’ll dine with us today?” “No, Gentlemen, 
excuse me; Im engaged. I dine today with Rousseau.” 
«My tone, my air, my native Pride when I pronounced 
this! Temple! You would have given half a guinea to see 
me at that moment. I returned to my Inn where I found 
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the Court o£ Justice of the Vallon assembled. I entered 
and was amused to hear a Justice of Peace and honest 
Farmers and a Country Minister all talking french. 

I then went to M. Rousseau. "I hope your health is 
better today/' Rousseau. "Oh don't speak of it." He 
seemed unusually gay. Before dinner we are all so, if not 
made to wait too long. A keen appetite gives a vivacity 
to the whole frame. I said, "You say nothing in regard 
to a child's duties towards his Parents. You tell us noth- 
ing of your Emile's Father." Rousseau. "Oh he hadn't 
got one. He didn't exist." It is, however, a real pity that 
M. Rousseau has not treated of the duties between 
Parents and Children. It is an important and a delicate 
subject and deserves to be illustrated by a Sage of so 
clear a Judgment and so elegant a Soul. He praised the 
Spectator. He said, "One comes across Allegories in it. 
I have no taste for Allegories; though your nation shows 
a great liking for them." I gave him very fully the char- 
acter of Mr. Johnson. He said with force, "I would like 
that man. I would respect him. I would refrain from 
shattering his principles, were I to find I could do so. 
I should like to see him; but from far off for fear he 
might deal me a blow." I told him how averse Mr. John- 
son was to write, and how he had his levee. "Ah, (said 
he,) I understand. He is a man who enjoys holding 
forth.” I told him Mr. Johnson’s Bon Mot upon the In- 
novators: That Truth is a Cow which will yield them no 
more milk, and so they are gone to milk the Bull. He 
said, "He would detest me. He would say, 'Here is a 
Corrupter: a Man who comes here to milk the Bull.'" 
I had diverted myself by pretending to help Made- 
moiselle Vasseur to make the Soup. We din'd in the 
Kitchen which was neat and chearfull. There was some- 
thing singularly agreable in this scene. Here was Rous- 
seau in all his Simplicity, with his Armenian dress which 
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I have surely mentioned before now. His long coat and 
Nightcap made him look easy and well. Our dinner was 
as follows: 1 A dish of excellent Soup. 2 A Bouilli of Beef 
and Veal. 3 Cabbage, Turnip and Carrot. 4 Cold Pork. 
5 Pickled Trout which he jestingly called Tongue. 6 
Some little dish which I forget. The Dessert consisted of 
stoned Pears and of Chestnuts. We had red and white 
wines. It was a simple good Repast. We were quite at 
our ease. I sometimes forgot myself and became cere- 
monious. "May I help you to some of this dish?” Rous- 
seau. "No, Sir. I can help myself to it.” Or, "Might I 
help myself to some more of that?” Rousseau. "Is your 
arm long enough? A man does the honours of his house 
from a motive of vanity. He does not want it forgotten 
who is the Master. I would like everyone to be his own 
Master, and that no one should play the part of Host. 
Let each one ask for what he wants; if it is there to give, 
let him be given it; otherwise, he must be satisfied with- 
out. Here you see true hospitality.” Boswell. "In Eng- 
land, it is quite another matter. They do not want to be 
at ease; they are stiff and silent, in order to win respect.” 
Rousseau. "In France, you find no such gloom among 
folk of distinction. There is even an affectation of the 
utmost liberty, as though they would have you under- 
stand, 'We stand in no fear of losing our dignity/ That is 
a more refined form of self esteem.” Boswell. 'Well, 
and do you not share that yourself?” Rousseau. "Yes, I 
allow that I like to be respected; but only in matters of 
importance.” Boswell. "You are so simple. I expected 
to find you quite different to this: the great Rousseau. 
But you do not see yourself in the same light as others 
see you. I counted on finding you enthroned and talking 
with a grave authority.” Rousseau. "I? Uttering Oracles? 
Ha! Ha! Ha!” Boswell. "Yes, and I should be much in 
awe of you. And, in truth, your simplicity might be open 
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to criticism; it might be said, ‘M. Rousseau does not 
make himself sufficiently respected/ In Scotland, I can 
assure you, a very different tone must be taken to escape 
from the shocking familiarity which is prevalent in that 
country. Upon my word, I would not put up with it. 
Should I not be justified in forestalling it by fighting a 
duel with the first man who should treat me that way, 
and thus live at peace for the rest of my life?” Rousseau. 
“No. That is not allowable. It is not right to stake one's 
life on such follies. Life is given us for objects of impor- 
tance. Pay no heed to what such men say. They will get 
tired of talking to a man who does not answer them.” 
Boswell. “If you were in Scotland, they would start off 
by calling you ‘Rousseau, Jean Jacques, how goes it?' 
with the utmost familiarity.” Rousseau. “That is perhaps 
a good thing.” Boswell. “But they would say, ‘Poh! 
Jean Jacques, why do you allow yourself all these fan- 
tasies? You're a pretty man to put forward such claims. 
Come, Come, settle down in society like other people'; 
and this they will say to you with a sourness which, for 
my part, I am quite unable to imitate for you.” Rous- 
seau. “Ah, that's bad.” There he felt the thistle, when it 
was applied to himself on the tender part. It was just 
as if I had said, “Howt Johnie Rousseau man, what for 
hae ye sae mony figmagairies? Ye're a bony Man indeed 
to mauk sicana wark; set ye up. Canna ye just live like 
ither fowk?” It was the best idea could be given in the 
polite french language of the rude Scots sarcastical vi- 
vacity. Boswell. “I have leanings towards despotism, 
let me tell you. On our estates, I am like an ancient 
Lord, and I insist on respect from the tenants.” Rous- 
seau. “But when you see an Old Man with white hair do 
you, as a young man, have no feelings at all? Have you 
no respect for age?” Boswell. “Yes. I have even, on 
many occasions, been very affable. I have talked quite 
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freely with the tenants.” Rousseau. "Yes, you forgot 
yourself, and became a man.” Boswell. "But I was 
sorry for it afterwards. I used to think, 1 have lowered 
myself/ ” Rousseau. "Ha! Ha! Ha!” Boswell. "Yester- 
day I had in mind to ask a favour of you, to give me 
credentials as your ambassador to the Corsicans. Will 
you make me His Excellency? Are you in need of an 
Ambassador? I offer you my services: Mr. Boswell, Am- 
bassador Extraordinary of M. Rousseau to the Isle of 
Corsica.” Rousseau. “Would you care to be King of 
Corsica?” Boswell. "By my word! Ha! Ha! Not I. It is 
beyond my powers (with a low bow); all the same, I 
can say, 1 have refused to be a King/ ” Rousseau. "Do 
you like Cats?” Boswell. "No.” Rousseau. "I was sure 
of that. It is my test of character. There you have the 
despotic instinct of men. They do not like cats because 
the cat is free, and will never consent to become a slave. 
He will do nothing to your order, as the other animals 
do.” Boswell. "Nor a Chicken, either.” Rousseau. "A 
Chicken would obey your orders if you could make them 
intelligible to it. But a cat will understand you perfectly, 
and not obey them.” Boswell. "But a Cat is ungrateful 
and treacherous.” Rousseau. "No. That's all untrue. A 
Cat is an animal that can be very attached to you; he 
will do anything you please out of friendship. I have a 
Cat here. He has been brought up with my Dog; they 
play together. The Cat will give the Dog a blow with 
his tail, and the Dog will offer him his paw.” (He de- 
scribed the playing of his dog and cat with exquisite elo- 
quence, as a fine Painter draws a small Piece.) He put 
some victuals on a trencher, and made his dog dance 
round it. He sung to him a lively air with a sweet voice 
and great taste. "You see the Ballet. It is not a gala per- 
formance, but a pretty one all the same.” I think the 
Dog's name was Sultan. He stroaked him and fed him. 
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and with an arch air said, “He is not much respected, 

but he gets well looked after.” 

Boswell. “Suppose you were to walk in upon a drink- 
ing party of young folk, who should treat you with ridi- 
cule, would you be above minding it?” Rousseau. “It 
would put me out of countenance. I am shy by nature. 
I have often, for example, been overcome by raillery of 
women. A party such as you describe would be disagree- 
able to me. I would leave it.” I was comforted to find 
that my sensibility is not despicable weakness. 

Boswell. “The Anglican Church is the one for me.” 
Rousseau. “Yes. It is no doubt an excellent Religion; but 
it is not the Gospel, which is all simplicity. It is another 
kind of religion.” Boswell. “The Gospel, at the outset, 
was simple and rigid equally; as when Paul says it is 
better not to marry, than to marry.” Rousseau. “Paul? 
But that is not the Gospel.” Boswell. “Then you have 
no liking for Paul?” Rousseau. “I respect him, but I 
think he is partly responsible for muddling your head. 
He would have been an Anglican Clergyman.” Bos- 
well. “Mr. Johnson is a Jacobite, but he has a Pension 
of £.300 sterling from the King.” Rousseau. “He ought 
not to have accepted a Pension.” Boswell. “He says 
that he does not drink the health of King James with the 
wine given him by King George.” Rousseau. “But you 
should not employ the substance given you by this wine 
in attacking King George.” Mlle. Levasseub. “Shall 
you, Sir, see M. de Voltaire?” Boswell. “Most certainly. 
(To Rousseau ) M. de Voltaire has no liking for you. 
That is natural enough.” Rousseau. “Yes. One does not 
like those whom one has greatly injured. His talk is most 
enjoyable; it is even better than his books.” Boswell. 
“Have you looked at the Philosophical Dictionary p” 
Rousseau. “Yes.” Boswell. “And what of it?” Rous- 
seau. “I don't like it. I am not intolerant, but he deserves 
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. , . (I forget his expression here). It is very well to 
argue against men’s opinion; but to show contempt, and 
to say, 'You are idiots to believe this/ is to be personally 
offensive. Now go away.’* Boswell. "Not yet. I will 
leave at three o’clock. I have still five and twenty 
minutes.” Rousseau. "But I can’t give you five and 
twenty minutes.” Boswell. "I will give you even more 
than that.” Rousseau. "What! Of my own time? All the 
Kings on earth cannot give me my own time.” Boswell. 
"But if I had stayed till tomorrow I should have had five 
and twenty minutes, and next day another twenty-five. 
I am not taking these minutes. I am making you a pres- 
ent of them.” Rousseau. "Ah! Since you don’t steal my 
money, you are giving it to me.” He then repeated part 
of a french satire ending with, and whatever they leave 
you, they count as a gift. Boswell. "Pray speak for me. 
Mademoiselle. (To Rousseau) I have an excellent friend 
here.” Rousseau. "Nay, but this is a league.” Boswell. 
"No league at all.” Mlle. Levasseur. "Gentlemen, I 
will tell you the moment the clock strikes.” Rousseau. 
"Come; I need to take the air after eating.” We walked 
out to a gallery pendent upon his wall. Boswell. "In 
old days I was a great mimic. I could imitate everyone I 
saw. But I do it no longer.” Rousseau. “It is a bad qual- 
ity; for it compels one to seize upon all that is small in a 
character.” Boswell. "True; but I assure you there was 
a nobleness about my art; I carried mimicry to such a 
point of perfection. I was a kind of Virtuoso. When I 
espied any singular character I would say, Tt must be 
added to my collection.’ ” He laughed with all his 
nerves: "You are an oddity.” Boswell. "I am a Physi- 
ognomist, believe me. I have studied that art very at- 
tentively, I assure you, and I can rely on my conclu- 
sions.” He seemed to agree to this. Rousseau. "Yet I 
think the features of the Face vary between one nation 
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and another, as do accent and tone of voice; and these 
signify different feelings among different peoples.” This 
Observation struck me as new and most ingenious. Bos- 
well. “But, in time, one learns to understand them.” 
Rousseau. “The Roads are bad. You will be late.” Bos- 
well. “I take the bad parts on foot; the last league of 
the way is good. Do you realize that I shall make a good 
Barrister before a Court of Justice?” Rousseau. “Yes. 
But I regret you have the talents necessary for defending 
a bad case.” Boswell. “Have you any commands for 
Italy?” Rousseau. “I will send a letter to Geneva for you 
to carry to Parma.” Boswell. “Can I send you anything 
back?” Rousseau. “A few pretty tunes from the Opera.” 
Boswell. “By all means. Oh, I have had so much to say, 
that I have neglected to beg you to play me a tune.” 
Rousseau. “It’s too late.” Mlle. Levasseur. “Sir, your 
man is calling for you to start.” M. Rousseau embraced 
me. He was quite the tender St. Preux. He kist me 
several times, and held me in his arms with elegant cor- 
diality. O! I shall never forget that I have been thus. 
Rousseau. “Good-bye. You are a fine fellow.” Boswell. 
“You have shown me great goodness, but I deserved it.” 
Rousseau. “Yes. You are malicious; but 'tis a pleasant 
malice, a malice I don't dislike. Write and tell me how 
you are.” Boswell. “And you will write to me?” Rous- 
seau. “I know not how to reach you.” Boswell. “Yes, 
you shall write to me in Scotland.” Rousseau. “Cer- 
tainly; and even at Paris.” Boswell. “Bravo! If I live 
twenty years, you will write to me for twenty years?” 
Rousseau. “Yes.” Boswell. “Good-bye. If you live for 
seven years, I shall return to Switzerland from Scotland 
to see you.” Rousseau. “Do so. We shall be old ac- 
quaintances.” Boswell. “One word more. Can I feel 
sure that I am held to you by the slenderest thread? By 
a hair?” (Seising a hair of my head). Rousseau. “Yes. 
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Remember always that there are points where our souls 
are linked.” Roswell. “It is enough. I, with my melan- 
choly, I, who often look on myself as a despicable being, 
as a good for nothing creature who should make his 
escape from life, — I shall be upheld forever by the 
thought that I am linked to M. Rousseau. Good-bye. 
Bravo! I will live to the end of my days.” Rousseau. 
“That is undoubtedly a thing one must do. Good-bye/' 
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RICHARD SAVAGE 


I T HAS been observed in all ages that the advantages 
of nature or of fortune have contributed very little 
to the promotion of happiness; and that those whom the 
splendour of their rank, or the extent of their capacity, 
have placed upon the summit of human life have not 
often given any just occasion to envy in those who look 
up to them from a lower station; whether it be that 
apparent superiority incites great designs, and great de- 
signs are naturally liable to fatal miscarriages; or that 
the general lot of mankind is misery, and the misfortunes 
of those whose eminence drew upon them an universal 
attention have been more carefully recorded because 
they were more generally observed, and have in reality 
been only more conspicuous than those of others, not 
more frequent, or more severe. 

To these mournful narratives I am about to add the 
Life of Richard Savage, a man whose writings entitle 
him to an eminent rank in the classes of learning, and 
whose misfortunes claim a degree of compassion not 
always due to the unhappy, as they were often the con- 
sequences of the crimes of others rather than his own. 

In the year 1697, Anne Countess of Macclesfield, hav- 
ing lived some time upon very uneasy terms with her 
husband, thought a public confession of adultery the 
most obvious and expeditious method of obtaining her 
liberty; and therefore declared that the child with which 
she was then great was begotten by the Earl Rivers. 
441 
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This, as may be imagined, made her husband no less 
desirous of a separation than herself, and he prosecuted 
his design in the most effectual manner; for he applied 
not to the ecclesiastical courts for a divorce, but to the 
parliament for an act by which his marriage might be 
dissolved, the nuptial contract annulled, and the chil- 
dren of his wife illegitimated. Thi& act, after the usual 
deliberation, he obtained, though without the approba- 
tion of some, who considered marriage as an affair only 
cognisable by ecclesiastical judges; and, on March 3rd, 
was separated from his wife, whose fortune, which was 
very great, was repaid her, and who having, as well as 
her husband, the liberty of making another choice, was 
in a short time married to Colonel Brett. 

While the Earl of Macclesfield was prosecuting this 
affair, his wife was, on the 10th of January, 1697-8, de- 
livered of a son; and the Earl Rivers, by appearing to 
consider him as his own, left none any reason to doubt 
of the sincerity of her declaration; for he was his god- 
father and gave him his own name, which was by his 
direction inserted in the register of St. Andrew's parish 
in Holbom; but, unfortunately, left him to the care of 
his mother, whom, as she was now set free from her hus- 
band, he probably imagined likely to treat with great 
tenderness the child that had contributed to so pleasing 
an event. It is not indeed easy to discover what motives 
could be found to overbalance that natural affection of 
a parent, or what interest could be promoted by neglect 
or cruelty. The dread of shame or of poverty, by which 
some wretches have been incited to abandon or to mur- 
der their children, cannot be supposed to have affected 
a woman who had proclaimed her crimes and solicited 
reproach, and on whom the clemency of the legislature 
had undeservedly bestowed a fortune, which would 
have been very little diminished by the expenses which 
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the care of her child could have brought upon her. It 
was therefore not likely that she would be wicked with- 
out temptation; that she would look upon her son from 
his birth with a kind of resentment and abhorrence; and, 
instead of supporting, assisting, and defending him, de- 
light to see him struggling with misery, or that she 
would take every opportunity of aggravating his misfor- 
tunes and obstructing his resources, and with an im- 
placable and restless cruelty continue her persecution 
from the first hour of his life to the last. 

But, whatever were her motives, no sooner was her 
son born than she discovered a resolution of disowning 
him; and in a very short time removed him from her 
sight by committing him to the care of a poor woman, 
whom she directed to educate him as her own, and en- 
joined never to inform him of his true parents. 

Such was the beginning of the life of Richard Savage. 
Bom with a legal claim to honour and to affluence, he 
was in two months illegitimated by the parliament, and 
disowned by his mother, doomed to poverty and ob- 
scurity, and launched upon the ocean of life only that 
he might be swallowed by its quicksands or dashed 
upon its rocks. 

His mother could not indeed infect others with the 
same cruelty. As it was impossible to avoid the inquiries 
which the curiosity or tenderness of her relations made 
after her child, she was obliged to give some account of 
the measures she had taken; and her mother, the Lady 
Mason, whether in approbation of her design or to pre- 
vent more criminal contrivances, engaged to transact 
with the nurse, to pay her for her care, and to superin- 
tend the education of the child. 

In this charitable office she was assisted by his god- 
mother, Mrs. Lloyd, who while she lived always looked 
upon him with that tenderness which the barbarity of 
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his mother made peculiarly necessary; but her death 
which happened in his tenth year, was another of the 
misfortunes of his childhood; for though she kindly en- 
deavoured to alleviate his loss by a legacy of 300L, yet, 
as he had none to prosecute his claim, to shelter him 
from oppression, or call in law to the assistance of jus- 
tice, her will was eluded by the executors, and no part 
of the money was ever paid. 

He was, however, not yet wholly abandoned. The 
Lady Mason still continued her care and directed him to 
be placed at a small grammar-school near St. Albans 
where he was called by the name of his nurse, without 
the least intimation that he had a claim to any other. 

Here he was initiated in literature, and passed through 
several of the classes, with what rapidity or with what 
applause cannot now be known. As he always . spoke 
with respect of his master, it is probable that the mean 
rank in which he then appeared did not hinder his gen- 
ius from being distinguished, or his industry from being 
rewarded; and if in so low a state he obtained distinction 
and rewards, it is not likely that they were gained but 
by genius and industry. 

It is very reasonable to conjecture that his applica- 
tion was equal to his abilities, because his improvement 
was more than proportioned to the opportunities which 
he enjoyed; nor can it be doubted that, if his earliest 
productions had been preserved like those of happier 
students, we might in some have found vigorous sallies 
of that sprightly humour which distinguishes “The Au- 
thor to be Let,” and in others strong touches of that 
imagination which painted the solemn scenes of “The 
Wanderer.” 

While he was thus cultivating his genius, his father, 
the Earl Rivers, was seized with a distemper which in a 
short time put an end to his life. He had frequently in- 
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quired after his son, and had always been amused with 
fallacious and evasive answers; but, being now in his 
own opinion on his death-bed, he thought it his duty to 
provide for him among his other natural children, and 
therefore demanded a positive account of him, with an 
importunity not to be diverted or denied. His mother, 
who could no longer refuse an answer, determined at 
least to give such as should cut him off for ever from that 
happiness which competence affords, and therefore de- 
clared that he was dead; which is perhaps the first in- 
stance of a lie invented by a mother to deprive her son 
of a provision which was designed him by another, and 
which she could not expect herself though he should 
lose it. 

This was therefore an act of wickedness which could 
not be defeated, because it could not be suspected; the 
Earl did not imagine there could exist in a human form 
a mother that would min her son without enriching her- 
self, and therefore bestowed upon so*ne other person 
6000Z. which he had in his will bequeathed to Savage. 

The same cruelty which incited his mother to in- 
tercept this provision which had been intended him 
prompted her in a short time to another project, a proj- 
ect worthy of such a disposition. She endeavoured to 
rid herself from the danger of being at any time made 
known to him, by sending him secretly to the American 
Plantations. 

By whose kindness this scheme was counteracted, or 
by whose interposition she was induced to lay aside her 
design, I know not: it is not improbable that the Lady 
Mason might persuade or compel her to desist; or per- 
haps she could not easily find accomplices wicked 
enough to concur in so cruel an action; for it may be 
conceived that those who had by a long gradation of 
guilt hardened their hearts against the sense of common 
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wickedness would yet be shocked at the design of a 
mother to expose her son to slavery and want, to expose 
him without interest and without provocation; and Sav- 
age might on this occasion find protectors and advocates 
among those who had long traded in crimes, and whom 
compassion had never touched before. 

Being hindered, by whatever means, from banish- 
ing him into another country, she formed soon after a 
scheme for burying him in poverty and obscurity in his 
own; and, that his station of life, if not the place of his 
residence, might keep him for ever at a distance from 
her, she ordered him to be placed with a shoemaker in 
Holborn, that, after the usual time of trial, he might be- 
come his apprentice. 

It is generally reported that this project was for some 
time successful, and that Savage was employed at the 
awl longer than he was willing to confess; nor was it per- 
haps any great advantage to him that an unexpected dis- 
covery determined him to quit his occupation. 

About this time his nurse, who had always treated 
him as her own son, died; and it was natural for him to 
take care of those effects which by her death were, as he 
imagined, become his own: he therefore went to her 
house, opened her boxes, and examined her papers, 
among which he found some letters written to her by the 
Lady Mason, which informed him of his birth, and the 
reasons for which it was concealed. 

He was no longer satisfied with the employment 
which had been allotted him, but thought he had a right 
to share the affluence of his mother; and therefore, with- 
out scruple, applied to her as her son, and made use of 
every art to awaken her tenderness and attract her re- 
gard. But neither his letters nor the interposition of those 
friends which his merit or his distress procured him 
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made any impression upon her mind. She still resolved 
to neglect, though she could no longer disown him. 

It was to no purpose that he frequently solicited her 
to admit him to see her; she avoided him with the most 
vigilant precaution, and ordered him to be excluded 
from her house, by whomsoever he might be introduced, 
and what reason soever he might give for entering it. 

Savage was at the same time so touched with the dis- 
covery of his real mother that it was his frequent prac- 
tice to walk in the dark evenings for several hours before 
her door, in hopes of seeing her as she might come by 
accident to the window or cross her apartment with a 
candle in her hand. 

But all his assiduity and tenderness were without ef-* 
feet, for he could neither soften her heart nor open her 
hand, and was reduced to the utmost miseries of want 
while he was endeavouring to awaken the affection of a 
mother. He was therefore obliged to seek some other 
means of support; and, having no profession, became by 
necessity an author. 

At this time the attention of the literary world was en- 
grossed by the Bangorian controversy, which filled the 
press with pamphlets, and the coffee-houses with dispu- 
tants. Of this subject, as most popular, he made choice 
for his first attempt, and, without any other knowledge 
of the question than he had casually collected from con- 
versation, published [1717] a poem against the Bishop. 

What was the success or merit of this performance I 
know not; it was probably lost among the innumerable 
pamphlets to which that dispute gave occasion. Mr. Sav- 
age was himself in a little time ashamed of it, and en- 
deavoured to suppress it by destroying all the copies 
that he could collect. 

He then attempted a more gainful land of writing. 
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and in his eighteenth year offered to the stage a comedy 
borrowed from a Spanish plot, which was refused by the 
players, and was therefore given by him to Mr. Bullock, 
who, having more interest, made some slight alterations, 
and brought it upon the stage under the title of Wom- 
ans a Riddle , but allowed the unhappy author no part of 
the profit. 

Not discouraged, however, at his repulse, he wrote, 
two years afterwards, Love in a Veil, another comedy, 
borrowed likewise from the Spanish, but with little bet- 
ter success than before; for though it was received and 
acted, yet it appeared so late in the year that the author 
obtained no other advantage from it than the acquaint- 
ance of Sir Richard Steele and Mr. Wilks, by whom he 
was pitied, caressed, and relieved. 

Sir Richard Steele, having declared in his favour with 
all the ardour of benevolence which constituted his char- 
acter, promoted his interest with the utmost zeal, related 
his misfortunes, applauded his merit, took all the oppor- 
tunities of recommending him, and asserted that “the 
inhumanity of his mother had given him a right to find 
every good man his father.” 

Nor was Mr. Savage admitted to his acquaintance 
only, but to his confidence, of which he sometimes re- 
lated an instance too extraordinary to be omitted, as it 
affords a very just idea of his patron's character. 

He was once desired by Sir Richard, with an air of the 
utmost importance, to come very early to his house the 
next morning. Mr. Savage came as he had promised, 
found the chariot at the door, and Sir Richard waiting 
for him and ready to go out. What was intended, and 
whither they were to go, Savage could not conjecture, 
and was not willing to inquire; but immediately seated 
himself with Sir Richard. The coachman was ordered to 
drive, and they hurried with the utmost expedition to 
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Hyde Park Comer, where they stopped at a petty tavern 
and retired to a private room. Sir Richard then informed 
him that he intended to publish a pamphlet, and that he 
had desired him to come thither that he might write for 
him. He soon sat down to the work. Sir Richard dictated, 
and Savage wrote, till the dinner that had been ordered 
was put upon the table. Savage was surprised at the 
meanness of the entertainment, and after some hesita- 
tion ventured to ask for wine, which Sir Richard, not 
without reluctance, ordered to be brought. They then 
finished their dinner, and proceeded in their pamphlet, 
which they concluded in the afternoon. 

Mr. Savage then imagined his task over, and expected 
that Sir Richard would call for the reckoning and return 
home; but his expectations deceived him, for Sir Richard 
told him that he was without money, and that the pam- 
phlet must be sold before the dinner could be paid for; 
and Savage was therefore obliged to go and offer their 
new production to sale for two guineas, which with 
some difficulty he obtained. Sir Richard then returned 
home, having retired that day only to avoid his creditors, 
and composed the pamphlet only to discharge his reck- 
oning. 

Mr. Savage related another fact equally uncommon, 
which, though it has no relation to his life, ought to be 
preserved. Sir Richard Steele having one day invited to 
his house a great number of persons of the first quality, 
they were surprised at the number of liveries which sur- 
rounded the table; and, after dinner, when wine and 
mirth had set them free from the observation of a rigid 
ceremony, one of them inquired of Sir Richard how such 
an expensive train of domestics could be consistent with 
his fortune. Sir Richard very frankly confessed that they 
were fellows of whom he would very willingly be rid. 
And being then asked why he did not discharge them, 
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declared that they were bailiffs, who had introduced 
themselves with an execution, and whom, since he could 
not send them away, he had thought it convenient to 
embellish with liveries, that they might do him credit 
while they stayed. 

His friends were diverted with the expedient, and by 
paying the debt discharged their attendants, having 
obliged Sir Richard to promise that they should never 
again find him graced with a retinue of the same kind. 

Under such a tutor, Mr. Savage was not likely to learn 
prudence or frugality; and perhaps many of the misfor- 
tunes which the want of those virtues brought upon him 
in the following parts of his life might be justly imputed 
to so unimproving an example. 

Nor did the kindness of Sir Richard end in common 
favours. He proposed to have established him in some 
settled scheme of life, and to have contracted a kind of 
alliance with him by marrying him to a natural daughter, 
on whom he intended to bestow a thousand pounds. But 
though he was always lavish of future bounties, he con- 
ducted his affairs in such a manner that he was very 
seldom able to keep his promises or execute his own 
intentions; and, as he was never able to raise the sum 
which he had offered, the marriage was delayed. In the 
meantime he was officiously informed that Mr. Savage 
had ridiculed him; by which he was so much exasper- 
ated that he withdrew the allowance which he had paid 
him, and never afterwards admitted him to his house. 

It is not indeed unlikely that Savage might, by his 
imprudence, expose himself to the malice of a tale- 
bearer; for his patron had many follies, which, as his dis- 
cernment easily discovered, his imagination might some- 
times incite him to mention too ludicrously. /A little 
knowledge of the world is sufficient to discover that such 
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weakness is very common, and that there are few who 
do not sometimes, in the wantonness of thoughtless 
mirth, or the heat of transient resentment, speak of 
their friends and benefactors with levity and contempt, 
though in their cooler moments they want neither sense 
of their kindness nor reverence for their virtue. The fault 
therefore of Mr. Savage was rather negligence than in- 
gratitude: but Sir Richard must likewise be acquitted of 
severity; for who is there that can patiently bear con- 
tempt from one whom he has relieved and supported, 
whose establishment he has laboured, and whose inter- 
est he has promoted? 

He was now again abandoned to fortune without any 
other friend than Mr. Wilks; a man who, whatever were 
his abilities or skill as an actor, deserves at least to be 
remembered for his virtues, which are not often to be 
found in the world, and perhaps less often in his profes- 
sion than in others. To be humane, generous, and can- 
did, is a very high degree of merit in any case; but those 
qualities deserve still greater praise when they are found 
in that condition which makes almost every other man, 
for whatever reason, contemptuous, insolent, petulant, 
selfish, and brutal. 

As Mr. Wilks was one of those to whom calamity 
seldom complained without relief, he naturally took an 
unfortunate wit into his protection, and not only assisted 
him in any casual distresses, but continued an equal and 
steady kindness to the time of his death. 

By his interposition Mr. Savage once obtained from 
his mother 50Z., and a promise of 150i. more; but it was 
the fate of this unhappy man that few promises of any 
advantage to him were performed. His mother was in- 
fected, among others, with the general madness of the 
South Sea traffic; and, having been disappointed in 
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her expectations, refused to pay what perhaps nothing 
but the prospect of sudden affluence prompted her to 
promise. 

Being thus obliged to depend upon the friendship of 
Mr. Wilks, he was consequently an assiduous frequenter 
of the theatres; and in a short time the amusements of 
the stage took such possession of his mind that he never 
was absent from a play in several years. 

This constant attendance naturally procured him the 
acquaintance of the players, and, among others, of Mrs. 
Oldfield, who was so much pleased with his conversa- 
tion, and touched with his misfortunes, that she allowed 
him a settled pension of 5 01 . a year, which was during 
her life regularly paid. 

That this act of generosity may receive its due praise, 
and that the good actions of Mrs. Oldfield may not be 
sullied by her general character, it is proper to mention 
that Mr. Savage often declared in the strongest terms, 
that he never saw her alone, or in any other place than 
behind the scenes. 

At her death [23rd Oct., 1730] he endeavoured to 
show his gratitude in the most decent manner, by wear- 
ing mourning as for a mother; but did not celebrate her 
in elegies; because he knew that too great profusion of 
praise would only have revived those faults which his 
natural equity did not allow him to think less because 
they were committed by one who favoured him; but of 
which, though his virtue would not endeavour to palliate 
them, his gratitude would not suffer him to prolong the 
memory or diffuse the censure. 

In his “Wanderer” he has indeed taken an opportu- 
nity of mentioning her; but celebrates her not for her 
virtue, but her beauty, an excellence which none ever 
denied her: this is the only encomium with which he has 
rewarded her liberality, and perhaps he has even in this 
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been too lavish of his praise. He seems to have thought, 
that never to mention his benefactress would have an 
appearance of ingratitude, though to have dedicated 
any particular performance to her memory would have 
only betrayed an officious partiality, that, without exalt- 
ing her character, would have depressed his own. 

He had sometimes, by the kindness of Mr. Wilks, the 
advantage of a benefit, on which occasions he often re- 
ceived uncommon marks of regard and compassion; and 
was once told by the Duke of Dorset that it was just to 
consider him as an injured nobleman, and that in his 
opinion the nobility ought to think themselves obliged, 
without solicitation, to take every opportunity of sup- 
porting him by their countenance and patronage. But 
he had generally the mortification to hear that the whole 
interest of his mother was employed to frustrate his ap- 
plications, and that she never left any expedient untried 
by which he might be cut off from the possibility of sup- 
porting life. The same disposition she endeavoured to 
diffuse among all those over whom nature or fortune 
gave her any influence, and indeed succeeded too well 
in her design, but could not always propagate her ef- 
frontery with her cruelty, for some of those whom she 
incited against him were ashamed of their own conduct, 
and boasted of that relief which they never gave him. 

In this censure I do not indiscriminately involve all 
his relations; for he has mentioned with gratitude the 
humanity of one lady whose name I am now unable 
to recollect, and to whom therefore I cannot pay the 
praises which she deserves for having acted well in op- 
position to influence, precept, and example. 

The punishment which our laws inflict upon those 
parents who murder their infants is well known, nor has 
its justice ever been contested; but if they deserve death 
who destroy a child in its birth, what pains can be severe 
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enough for her who forbears to destroy him only to in- 
flict sharper miseries upon him; who prolongs his life 
only to make him miserable; and who exposes him, with- 
out care and without pity, to the malice of oppression, 
the caprices of chance, and the temptations of poverty; 
who rejoices to see him overwhelmed with calamities; 
and, when his own industry, or the charity of others, has 
enabled him to rise for a short time above his miseries, 
plunges him again into his former distress? 

The kindness of his friends not affording him any con- 
stant supply, and the prospect of improving his fortune 
by enlarging his acquaintance necessarily leading him 
to places of expense, he found it necessary to endeavour 
once more at dramatic poetiy, for which he was now 
better qualified by a more extensive knowledge and 
longer observation. But having been unsuccessful in 
comedy, though rather for want of opportunities than 
genius, he resolved now to try whether he should not be 
more fortunate in exhibiting a tragedy. 

The story which he chose for the subject was that of 
Sir Thomas Overbury, a story well adapted to the stage, 
though perhaps not far enough removed from the pres- 
ent age to admit properly the fictions necessary to com- 
plete the plan: for the mind, which naturally loves truth, 
is always most offended with the violation of those 
truths of which we are most certain; and we of course 
conceive those facts most certain which approach near- 
est to our own time. 

Out of this story he formed a tragedy, which, if the 
circumstances in which he wrote it be considered, will 
afford at once an uncommon proof of strength of genius 
and evenness of mind, of a serenity not to be ruffled anc 
an imagination not to be suppressed. 

During a considerable part of the time in which he 
was employed upon this performance he was withoul 
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lodging, and often without meat, nor had he any other 
conveniences for study than the fields or the streets al- 
lowed him, there he used to walk and form his speeches, 
and afterwards step into a shop, beg for a few moments 
the use of the pen and ink, and write down what he had 
composed upon paper which he had picked up by acci- 
dent. 

If the performance of a writer thus distressed is not 
perfect, its faults ought surely to be imputed to a cause 
very different from want of genius, and must rather ex- 
cite pity than provoke censure. 

But when under these discouragements the tragedy 
was finished, there yet remained the labour of introducing 
it on the stage — an undertaking which, to an ingenu- 
ous mind, was in a very high degree vexatious and dis- 
gusting; for, having little interest or reputation, he was 
obliged to submit himself wholly to the players, and ad- 
mit, with whatever reluctance, the emendations of Mr. 
Cibber, which he always considered as the disgrace of 
his performance. 

He had indeed in Mr. Hill another critic of a very 
different class, from whose friendship he received great 
assistance on many occasions, and whom he never men- 
tioned but with the utmost tenderness and regard. He 
had been for some time distinguished by him with very 
particular kindness, and on this occasion it was natural 
to apply to him as an author of an established character. 
He therefore sent this tragedy to him, with a short copy 
of verses, in which he desired his correction. Mr. Hill, 
whose humanity and politeness are generally known, 
readily complied with his request, but as he is remark- 
able for singularity of sentiment, and bold experiments 
in language, Mr. Savage did not think his play much im- 
proved by his innovation, and had even at that time the 
courage to reject several passages which he could not 
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approve; and, what is still more laudable, Mr. Hill had 

the generosity not to resent the neglect of his alterations, 

but wrote the Prologue and Epilogue, in which he 

touches on the circumstances of the author with great 

tenderness. 

After all these obstructions and compliances he was 
only, able to bring his play upon the stage in the summer, 
when the chief actors had retired, and the rest were in 
possession of the house for their own advantage. Among 
these Mr. Savage was admitted to play the part of Sir 
Thomas Overbury, by which he gained no great reputa- 
tion, the theatre being a province for which nature 
seemed not to have designed him; for neither his voice, 
look, nor gesture were such as were expected on the 
stage; and he was so much ashamed of having been re- 
duced to appear as a player, that he always blotted out 
his name from the list when a copy of his tragedy was to 
be shown to his friends. 

In the publication of his performance he was more suc- 
cessful, for the rays of genius .that glimmered in it, that 
glimmered through all the mists which poverty and Cib- 
ber had been able to spread over it, procured him the 
notice and esteem of many persons eminent for their 
rank, their virtue, and their wit. 

Of this play, acted, printed, and dedicated, the ac- 
cumulated profits arose to 100Z., which he thought at 
that time a very large sum, having been never master of 
so much before. 

In the Dedication, for which he received ten guineas, 
there is nothing remarkable. The Preface contains a very 
liberal encomium on the blooming excellence of Mr. 
Theophilus Cibber, which Mr. Savage could not in the 
latter part of his life see his friends about to read with- 
out snatching the play out of their hands. The generosity 
of Mr. Hill did not end on this occasion; for afterwards. 
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when Mr. Savage’s necessities returned, he encouraged 
a subscription to a Miscellany of Poems in a very ex- 
traordinary manner, by publishing his story in The Plain 
Dealer , with some affecting lines, which he asserts to 
have been written by Mr. Savage upon the treatment 
received by him from his mother, but of which he was 
himself the author, as Mr. Savage afterwards declared. 
These lines, and the paper in which they were inserted, 
had a very powerful effect upon all but his mother, 
whom, by making her cruelty more public, they only 
hardened in her aversion. 

Mr. Hill not only promoted the subscription to the 
Miscellany , but furnished likewise the greatest part of 
the poems of which it is composed, and particularly 
"The Happy Man,” which he published as a specimen. 

The subscriptions of those whom these papers should 
influence to patronise merit in distress, without any other 
solicitation, were directed to be left at Button’s coffee- 
house; and Mr. Savage going thither a few days after- 
wards, without expectation of any effect from his pro- 
posal, found to his surprise seventy guineas, which had 
been sent him in consequence of the compassion excited 
by Mr. Hill’s pathetic representation. 

To this Miscellany he wrote a Preface, in which he 
gives an account of his mother’s cruelty in a very un- 
common strain of humour, and with a gaiety of imagina- 
tion which the success of his subscription probably 
produced. 

The Dedication is addressed to the Lady Mary Wort- 
ley Montagu, whom he flatters without reserve, and to 
confess the truth, with very little art. The same observa- 
tion may be extended to all his dedications: his compli- 
ments are constrained and violent, heaped together 
without the grace of order, or the decency of introduc- 
tion: he seems to have written his panegyrics for the 
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perusal only of his patrons, and to imagine that he had 
no other task than to pamper them with praises however 
gross, and that flattery would make its way to the heart 
without the assistance of elegance or invention. 

Soon afterwards [11th June, 1727] the death of the 
King furnished a general subject for a poetical contest, 
in which Mr. Savage engaged, and is allowed to have 
carried the prize of honour from his competitors: but I 
know not whether he gained by his performance any 
other advantage than the increase of his reputation; 
though it must certainly have been with farther views 
that he prevailed upon himself to attempt a species of 
writing of which all the topics had been long before ex- 
hausted, and which was made at once difficult by the 
multitudes that had failed in it, and those that had suc- 
ceeded. 

He was now advancing in reputation, and though fre- 
quently involved in very distressful perplexities, ap- 
peared however to be gaining upon mankind, when both 
his fame and his life were endangered by an event, of 
which it is not yet determined whether it ought to be 
mentioned as a crime or a calamity. 

On the 20th of November, 1727, Mr. Savage came 
from Richmond, where he then lodged, that he might 
pursue his studies with less interruption, with an intent 
to discharge another lodging which he had in West- 
minster; and accidentally meeting two gentlemen, his 
acquaintances, whose names were Merchant and Greg- 
ory, he went in with them to a neighbouring coffee- 
house, and sat drinking till it was late, it being in no 
time of Mr. Savage's life any part of his character to be 
the first of the company that desired to separate. He 
would willingly have gone to bed in the same house; 
but there was not room for the whole company, and 
therefore they agreed to ramble about the streets, and 
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divert themselves with such amusements as should offer 
themselves till morning. 

In this walk they happened unluckily to discover a 
light in Robinson’s coffee-house, near Charing-Cross, 
and therefore went in. Merchant with some rudeness de- 
manded a room, and was told that there was a good fire 
in the next parlour, which the company were about to 
leave, being then paying their reckoning. Merchant, not 
satisfied with this answer, rushed into the room, and was 
followed by his companions. He then petulantly placed 
himself between the company and the fire, and soon 
after kicked down the table. This produced a quarrel, 
swords were drawn on both sides, and one Mr. James 
Sinclair was killed. Savage having likewise wounded a 
maid that held him, forced his way with Merchant out of 
the house, but being intimidated and confused, without 
resolution either to fly or stay, they were taken in a back 
court by one of the company and some soldiers, whom 
he had called to his assistance. 

Being secured and guarded that night, they were in 
the morning carried before three justices, who com- 
mitted them to the Gatehouse [at Westminster], from 
whence, upon the death of Mr. Sinclair, which hap- 
pened the same day, they were removed in the night 
to Newgate, where they were however treated with 
some distinction, exempted from the ignominy of chains, 
and confined, not among the common criminals, but in 
the Press-yard. 

When the day of trial came the court was crowded 
in a very unusual manner, and the public appeared to 
interest itself as in a cause of general concern. The wit- 
nesses against Mr. Savage and his friends were the 
woman who kept the house, which was a house of ill 
fame, and her maid, the men who were in the room 
with Mr. Sinclair, and a woman of the town, who had 
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been drinking with them, and with whom one of them 
had been seen in bed. They swore in general that Mer- 
chant gave the provocation, which Savage and Gregory 
drew their swords to justify; that Savage drew first, and 
that he stabbed Sinclair when he was not in a posture of 
defence, or while Gregory commanded his sword; that 
after he had given the thrust he turned pale, and would 
have retired, but the maid clung round him, and one 
of the company endeavoured to detain him, from whom 
he broke, by cutting the maid on the head, but was 
afterwards taken in a court. 

There was some difference in their depositions: one 
did not see Savage give the wound, another saw it given 
when Sinclair held his point towards the ground; and 
the woman of the town asserted that she did not see 
Sinclair’s sword at all: this difference however was very 
far from amounting to inconsistency; but it was suffi- 
cient to show that the hurry of the dispute was such, 
that it was not easy to discover the truth with relation 
to particular circumstance^, and that therefore some de- 
ductions were to be made from the credibility of the 
testimonies. 

Sinclair had declared several times before his death 
that he received his wound from Savage; nor did Savage 
at his trial deny the fact, but endeavoured partly to 
extenuate it, by urging the suddenness of the whole 
action, and the impossibility of any ill design or pre- 
meditated malice; and partly to justify it by the neces- 
sity of self-defence, and the hazard of his own life, if 
he had lost that opportunity of giving the thrust: he ob- 
served that neither reason nor law obliged a man to 
wait for the blow which was threatened, and which, if 
he should suffer it, he might never be able to return; 
that it was always allowable to prevent an assault, and 
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to preserve life by taking away that of the adversary by 
whom it was endangered. 

With regard to the violence with which he endeav- 
oured to escape, he declared that it was not his design 
to fly from justice, or decline a trial, but to avoid the 
expenses and severities of a prison; and that he intended 
to have appeared at the bar without compulsion. 

This defence, which took up more than an hour, was 
heard by the multitude that thronged the court with the 
most attentive and respectful silence: those who thought 
he ought not to be acquitted, owned that applause could 
not be refused him; and those who before pitied his mis- 
fortunes, now reverenced his abilities. 

The witnesses which appeared against him were 
proved to be persons of characters which did not entitle 
them to much credit; a common strumpet, a woman by 
whom strumpets were entertained, and a man by whom 
they were supported; and the character of Savage was 
by several persons of distinction asserted to be that of 
a modest, inoffensive man, not inclined to broils or to 
insolence, and who had, to that time, been only known 
for his misfortunes and his wit. 

Had his audience been his judges, he had undoubtedly 
been acquitted; but Mr. Page, who was then upon the 
bench, treated him with his usual insolence and severity, 
and when he had summed up the evidence, endeav- 
oured to exasperate the jury, as Mr. Savage used to 
relate it, with this eloquent harangue: 

"Gentlemen of the jury, you are to consider that Mr. 
Savage is a very great man, a much greater man than 
you or I, gentlemen of the jury; that he wears very fine 
clothes, much finer clothes than you or I, gentlemen of 
the jury; that he has abundance of money in his pocket, 
much more money than you or I, gentlemen of the jury; 
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but, gentlemen of the jury, is it not a very hard case, 
gentlemen of the jury, that Mr. Savage should therefore 
kill you or me, gentlemen of the jury?” 

Mr. Savage hearing his defence thus misrepresented, 
and the men who were to decide his fate incited against 
him by invidious comparisons, resolutely asserted that 
his cause was not candidly explained, and began to re- 
capitulate what he had before said with regard to his 
condition, and the necessity of endeavouring to escape 
the expenses of imprisonment; but the judge having 
ordered him to be silent, and repeated his orders with- 
out effect, commanded that he should be taken from the 
bar by force. 

The jury then heard the opinion of the judge that 
good characters were of no weight against positive evi- 
dence, though they might turn the scale where it was 
doubtful; and that though, when two men attack each 
other, the death of either is only manslaughter; but 
where one is the aggressor, as in the case before them, 
and, in pursuance of his first attack, kills the other, the 
law supposes the action, however sudden, to be mali- 
cious. They then deliberated upon their verdict, and de- 
termined that Mr. Savage and Mr. Gregory were guilty 
of murder; and Mr. Merchant, who had no sword, only 
of manslaughter. 

Thus ended this memorable trial, which lasted eight 
hours. Mr. Savage and Mr. Gregory were conducted 
back to prison, where they were more closely confined, 
and loaded with irons of fifty pounds weight: four days 
afterwards they were sent back to the court to receive 
sentence; on which occasion Mr. Savage made, as far as 
it could.be retained “in memory, the following speech: 

“It is now, my Lord, too late to offer anything by way 
of defence or vindication; nor can we expect aught from 
your Lordships in this court but the sentence which the 
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law requires you, as judges, to pronounce against men 
of our calamitous condition. But we are also persuaded, 
that as mere men, and out of this seat of rigorous justice, 
you are susceptive of the tender passions, and too hu- 
mane not to commiserate the unhappy situation of those 
whom the law sometimes, perhaps, exacts from you to 
pronounce upon. No doubt you distinguish between 
offences which arise out of premeditation and a dispo- 
sition habituated to vice or immorality, and transgres- 
sions which are the unhappy and unforeseen effects of a 
casual absence of reason and sudden impulse of passion: 
we therefore hope you will contribute all you can to an 
extension of that mercy which the gentlemen of the jury 
have been pleased to show Mr. Merchant, who (allow- 
ing facts as sworn against us by the evidence) has led 
us into this our calamity. I hope this will not be con- 
strued as if we meant to reflect upon that gentleman, or 
remove anything from us upon him, or that we repine 
the more at our fate because he has no participation of 
it: No, my Lord! For my part I declare nothing could 
more soften my grief than to be without any companion 
in so great a misfortune.” 

Mr. Savage had now no hopes of life but from the 
mercy of the Crown, which was very earnestly solicited 
by his friends, and which, with whatever difficulty the 
story may obtain belief, was obstructed only by his 
mother. 

To prejudice the Queen [Caroline, Queen of George 
II.] against him, she made use of an incident which was 
omitted in the order of time, that it might be mentioned 
together with the purpose which it was made to serve. 
Mr. Savage, when he had discovered his birth, had an 
incessant desire to speak to his mother, who always 
avoided him in public, and refused him admission into 
her house. One evening walking, as it was his custom. 
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in the street that she inhabited, he saw the door of her 
house by accident open, he entered it, and, finding no 
person in the passage to hinder him, went up stairs to 
salute her. She discovered him before he entered her 
chamber, alarmed the family with the most distressful 
outcries, and when she had by her screams gathered 
them about her, ordered them to drive out of the house 
that villain who had forced himself in upon her and 
endeavoured to murder her. Savage, who had attempted 
with the most submissive tenderness to soften her rage, 
hearing her utter so detestable an accusation, thought it 
prudent to retire, and, I believe, never attempted after- 
wards to speak to her. 

But, shocked as he was with her falsehood and her 
cruelty, he imagined that she intended no other use of 
her lie than to set herself free from his embraces and 
solicitations, and was very far from suspecting that she 
would treasure it in her memory as an instrument of 
future wickedness, or that she would endeavour for this 
fictitious assault to deprive him of his life. 

But when the Queen was solicited for his pardon, and 
informed of the severe treatment which he had suffered 
from his judge, she answered, that however unjustifiable 
might be the manner of his trial, or whatever extenu- 
ation the action for which he was condemned might ad- 
mit, she could not think that man a proper object of the 
King’s mercy who had been capable of entering his 
mother’s house in the night with an intent to murder 
her. 

By whom this atrocious calumny had been trans- 
mitted to the Queen; whether she that invented had the 
front to relate it; whether she found anyone weak enough 
to credit it, or corrupt enough to concur with her in her 
hateful design, I know not; but methods had been taken 
to persuade the Queen so strongly of the truth of it, that 
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she for a long time refused to hear anyone of those who 
petitioned for his life. 

Thus had Savage perished by the evidence of a bawd, 
a strumpet, and his mother, had not justice and com- 
passion procured him an advocate of rank too great to 
be rejected unheard, and of virtue too eminent to be 
heard without being believed. His merit and his calami- 
ties happened to reach the ear of the Countess of Hert- 
ford, who engaged in his support with all the tenderness 
that is excited by pity, and all the zeal which is kindled 
by generosity; and, demanding an audience of the 
Queen, laid before her the whole series of his mothers 
cruelty, exposed the improbability of an accusation by 
which he was charged with an intent to commit a mur- 
der that could produce no advantage, and soon con- 
vinced her how little his former conduct could deserve 
to be mentioned as a reason for extraordinary severity. 

The interposition of this lady was so successful that he 
was soon after admitted to bail, and, on the 9th of 
March, 1728, pleaded the King 1 s pardon. 

It is natural to inquire upon what motives his mother 
could persecute him in a manner so outrageous and im- 
placable; for what reason she could employ all the arts 
of malice, and all the snares of calumny, to take away 
the life of her own son, of a son who never injured her, 
who was never supported by her expense, nor obstructed 
any prospect of pleasure or advantage; why she should 
endeavour to destroy him by a lie — a lie which could not 
gain credit, but must vanish of itself at tjie first moment 
of examination, and of which only this can be said to 
make it probable, that it may be observed from her con- 
duct that the most execrable crimes are sometimes com- 
mitted without apparent temptation. 

This mother is still alive, and may perhaps even yet, 
though her malice was so often defeated, enjoy the 
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pleasure of reflecting that the life which she often en- 
deavoured to destroy was at last shortened by her mater- 
nal offices; that though she could not transport her son 
to the plantations, bury him in the shop of a mechanic, 
or hasten the hand of the public executioner, she has 
yet had the satisfaction of embittering all his hours, and 
forcing him into exigences that hurried on his death. 

It is by no means necessary to aggravate the enormity 
of this woman’s conduct by placing it in opposition to 
that of the Countess of Hertford, no one can fail to ob- 
serve how much more amiable it is to relieve than to 
oppress, and to rescue innocence from destruction than 
to destroy without an injury. 

Mr. Savage, during his imprisonment, his trial, and 
the time in which he lay under sentence of death, be- 
haved with great firmness and equality of mind, and 
confirmed by his fortitude the esteem of those who be- 
fore admired him for his abilities. The peculiar circum- 
stances of his life were made more generally known by 
a short account, which was then published, and of which 
several thousands were in a few weeks dispersed over 
the nation: and the compassion of mankind operated so 
powerfully in his favour, that he was enabled by fre- 
quent presents not only to support himself, but to assist 
Mr. Gregory in prison; and when he was pardoned and 
released, he found the number of his friends not lessened. 

The nature of the act for which he had been tried 
was in itself doubtful; of the evidences which appeared 
against him, the character of the man was not unex- 
ceptionable, that of the women notoriously infamous; 
she whose testimony chiefly influenced the jury to con- 
demn him, afterwards retracted her assertions. He al- 
ways himself denied that he was drunk, as had been 
generally reported. Mr. Gregory, who is now (1744) 
Collector of Antigua, is said to declare him far less crimi- 
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nal than he was imagined, even by some who favoured 
him; and Page himself afterwards confessed that he had 
treated him with uncommon rigour. When all these par- 
ticulars are rated together, perhaps the memory of Sav- 
age may not be much sullied by his trial. 

Some time after he obtained his liberty, he met in the 
street the woman that had sworn with so much malig- 
nity against him. She informed him that she was in dis- 
tress, and, with a degree of confidence not easily attain- 
able, desired him to relieve her. He, instead of insulting 
her misery, and taking pleasure in the calamities of one 
who had brought his life into danger, reproved her 
gently for her perjury; and changing the only guinea 
that he had, divided it equally between her and himself. 

This is an action which in some ages would have 
made a saint, and perhaps in others a hero, and which, 
without any hyperbolical encomiums, must be allowed 
to be an instance of uncommon generosity, an act of 
complicated virtue; by which he at once relieved the 
poor, corrected the vicious, and forgave an enemy; by 
which he at once remitted the strongest provocations, 
and exercised the most ardent charity. 

Compassion was indeed the distinguishing quality of 
Savage; he never appeared inclined to take advantage of 
weakness, to attack the defenceless, or to press upon the 
falling: whoever was distressed, was certain at least of 
his good wishes; and when he could give no assistance 
to extricate them fiom misfortunes, he endeavoured to 
soothe them by sympathy and tenderness. 

But when his heart was not softened by the sight of 
misery, he was sometimes obstinate in his resentment, 
and did not quickly lose the remembrance of an injury. 
He always continued to speak with anger of the inso- 
lence and partiality of Page, and a short time before his 
death revenged it by a satire. 
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It is natural to inquire in what terms Mr. Savage 
spoke of this fatal action when the danger was over, 
and he was under no necessity of using any art to set his 
conduct in the fairest light. He was not willing to dwell 
upon it; and, if he transiently mentioned it, appeared 
neither to consider himself as a murderer, nor as a man 
wholly free from the guilt of blood. How much and how 
long he regretted it, appeared in a poem which he pub- 
lished many years afterwards. On occasion of a copy of 
verses, in which the failings of good men were re- 
counted, and in which the author had endeavoured to 
illustrate his position, that “the best may sometimes 
deviate from virtue,” by an instance of murder com- 
mitted by Savage in the heat of wine. Savage remarked, 
that it was no very just representation of a good man, 
to suppose him liable to drunkenness, and disposed in 
his riots to cut throats. 

He was now indeed at liberty, but was, as before, 
without any other support than accidental favours and 
uncertain patronage afforded him; sources by which he 
was sometimes very liberally supplied, and which at 
other times were suddenly stopped; so that he spent his 
life between want and plenty; or, what was yet worse, 
between beggary and extravagance; for, as whatever he 
received was the gift of chance, which might as well 
favour him at one time as another, he was tempted to 
squander what he had, because he always hoped to be 
immediately supplied. 

Another cause of his profusion was the absurd kind- 
ness of his friends, who at once rewarded and enjoyed 
his abilities by treating him at taverns, and habituating 
him to pleasures which he could not afford to enjoy, and 
which he was not able to deny himself, though he pur- 
chased the luxury of a single night by the anguish of 
cold and hunger for a week. 
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The experience of these inconveniences determined 
him to endeavour after some settled income, which, hav- 
ing long found submission and entreaties fruitless, he 
attempted to extort from his mother by rougher meth- 
ods. He had now, as he acknowledged, lost that tender- 
ness for her which the whole series of her cruelty had 
not been able wholly to repress, till he found, by the 
efforts which she made for his destruction, that she was 
not content with refusing to assist him, and being neu- 
tral in his struggles with poverty, but was as ready to 
snatch every opportunity of adding to his misfortunes; 
and that she was now to be considered as an enemy 
implacably malicious, whom nothing but his blood could 
satisfy. He therefore threatened to harass her with lam- 
poons, and to publish a copious narrative of her con- 
duct, unless she consented to purchase an exemption 
from infamy by allowing him a pension. 

This expedient proved successful. Whether shame still 
survived, though virtue was extinct, or whether her re- 
lations had more delicacy than herself, and imagined 
that some of the darts which satire might point at her 
would glance upon them, Lord Tyrconnel, whatever 
were his motives, upon his promise to lay aside his de- 
sign of exposing the cruelty of his mother, received him 
into his family, treated him as his equal, and engaged to 
allow him a pension of 200Z. a year. 

This was the golden part of Mr. Savage’s life, and for 
some time he had no reason to complain of fortune; his 
appearance was splendid, his expenses large, and his 
acquaintance extensive. He was courted by all who en- 
deavoured to be thought men of genius, and caressed 
by all who valued themselves upon a refined taste. To 
admire Mr. Savage was a proof of discernment, and to 
be acquainted with him was a title to poetical reputa- 
tion. His presence was sufficient to make any place of 
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public entertainment popular, and his approbation and 
example constituted the fashion. So powerful is genius 
when it is invested with the glitter of affluence! Men 
willingly pay to fortune that regard which they owe to 
merit, and are pleased when they have an opportunity 
at once of gratifying their vanity and practising their 
duty. 

This interval of prosperity furnished him with oppor- 
tunities of enlarging his knowledge of human nature, by 
contemplating life from its highest gradations to its 
lowest; and, had he afterwards applied to dramatic po- 
etry, he would perhaps not have had many superiors; 
for as he never suffered any scene to pass before his 
eyes without notice, he had treasured in his mind all 
the different combinations of passions, and the innu- 
merable mixtures of vice and virtue, which distinguish 
one character from another; and, as his conception was 
strong, his expressions were clear, he easily received 
impressions from objects, and very forcibly transmitted 
them to others. 

Of his exact observations on human life he has left a 
proof, which would do honour to the greatest names, in 
a small pamphlet, called The Author to be Let , where 
he introduces Iscariot Hackney, a prostitute scribbler, 
giving an account of his birth, his education, his dis- 
position and morals, habits of life, and maxims of con- 
duct. In the Introduction are related many secret his- 
tories of the petty writers of that time, but sometimes 
mixed with ungenerous reflections on their birth, their 
circumstances, or those of their relations; nor can it be 
denied that some passages are such as Iscariot Hackney 
might himself have produced. 

He was accused likewise of living in an appearance of 
friendship with some whom he satirised, and of making 
use of the confidence which he gained by a seeming 
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kindness, to discover failings and expose them: it must 
be confessed that Mr. Savage's esteem was no very cer- 
tain possession, and that he would lampoon at one time 
those whom he had praised at another. 

It may be alleged, that the same man may change his 
principles; and that he who was once deservedly com- 
mended, may be afterwards satirised with equal justice; 
or that the poet was dazzled with the appearance of 
virtue, and found the man whom he had celebrated, 
when he had an opportunity of examining him more 
narrowly, unworthy of the panegyric which he had too 
hastily bestowed; and that, as a false satire ought to be 
recanted for the sake of him whose reputation may be 
injured, false praise ought likewise to be obviated, lest 
the distinction between vice and virtue should be lost, 
lest a bad man should be trusted upon the credit of his 
encomiast, or lest others should endeavour to obtain the 
like praises by the same means. 

But though these excuses may be often plausible, and 
sometimes just, they are very seldom satisfactory to 
mankind, and the writer who is not constant to his sub- 
ject quickly sinks into contempt, his satire loses its force, 
and his panegyric its value, and he is only considered at 
one time as a flatterer, and as a calumniator at another. 

To avoid these imputations, it is only necessary to fol- 
low 7 the rules of virtue, and to preserve an unvaried re- 
gard to truth. For though it is undoubtedly possible that 
a man, however cautious, may be sometimes deceived 
by an artful appearance of virtue, or by false evidences 
of guilt, such errors v 7 ill not be frequent; and it will be 
allowed, that the name of an author would never have 
been made contemptible, had no man ever said what 
he did not think, or misled others but when he was him- 
self deceived. 

The Author to be Let was first published in a single 
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pamphlet, and afterwards inserted in a collection of 
pieces relating to the Dunciad , which were addressed 
by Mr. Savage to the Earl of Middlesex, in a Dedication 
which he was prevailed upon to sign, though he did not 
write it, and in which there are some positions that the 
true author would perhaps not have published under 
his own name, and on which Mr. Savage afterwards 
reflected with no great satisfaction. The enumeration of 
the bad effects of the “uncontrolled freedom of the 
press,” and the assertion that the “liberties taken by the 
writers of journals with their superiors were exorbitant 
and unjustifiable,” very ill became men who have them- 
selves not always shown the exactest regard to the laws 
of subordination in their writings, and who have often 
satirised those that at least thought themselves their 
superiors, as they were eminent for their hereditary 
rank, and employed in the highest offices of the king- 
dom. But this is only an instance of that partiality which 
almost every man indulges with regard to himself: the 
liberty of the press is a blessing when we are inclined to 
write against others, and a calamity when we find our- 
selves overborne by the multitude of our assailants; as 
the power of the Crown is always thought too great by 
those who suffer by its influence, and too little by those 
in whose favour it is exerted; and a standing army is 
generally accounted necessary by those who command, 
and dangerous and oppressive by those who support 
it 

Mr. Savage was likewise very far from believing that 
the letters annexed to each species of bad poets in the 
Bathos were, as he was directed to assert, “set down at 
random”; for when he was charged by one of his friends 
with putting his name to such an improbability, he had 
no other answer to make, than that “he did not think of 
it”; and his friend had too much tenderness to reply, that 
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next to the crime of writing contrary to what he thought, 
was that of writing without thinking. 

After having remarked what is false in this Dedica- 
tion, it is proper that I observe the impartiality which I 
recommend, by declaring what Savage asserted; that the 
account of the circumstances which attended the pub- 
lication of the Dunciad , however strange and improb- 
able, was exactly true. 

The publication of this piece at this time raised Mr. 
Savage a great number of enemies among those that 
were attacked by Mr. Pope, with whom he was con- 
sidered as a kind of confederate, and whom he was sus- 
pected of supplying with private intelligence and secret 
incidents: so that the ignominy of an informer was 
added to the terror of a satirist. 

That he was not altogether free from literary hypoc- 
risy, and that he sometimes spoke one thing, and wrote 
another, cannot be denied; because he himself con- 
fessed, that, when he lived with great familiarity with 
Dennis, he wrote an epigram against him. 

Mr. Savage, however, set all the malice of all the 
pigmy writers at defiance, and thought the friendship of 
Mr. Pope cheaply purchased by being exposed to their 
censure and their hatred; nor had he any reason to re- 
pent of the preference, for he found Mr. Pope a steady 
and unalienable friend almost to the end of his life. 

About this time, notwithstanding his avowed neutral- 
ity with regard to party, he published (1732) a pane- 
gyric on Sir Robert Walpole, for which he was rewarded 
by him with twenty guineas, a sum not very large, if 
either the excellence of the performance, or the affluence 
of the patron, be considered; but greater than he after- 
wards obtained from a person of yet higher rank [Fred- 
erick Prince of Wales], and more desirous in appearance 
of being distinguished as a patron of literature. 
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As he was very far from approving the conduct of Sir 
Robert Walpole, and in conversation mentioned him 
sometimes with acrimony, and generally with contempt, 
as he was one of those who were always zealous in their 
assertions of the justice of the late opposition, jealous of 
the rights of the people, and alarmed by the long-con- 
tinued triumph of the Court, it was natural to ask him 
what could induce him to employ his poetry in praise of 
that man who was, in his opinion, an enemy to liberty', 
and an oppressor of his country? He alleged, that he was 
then dependent upon the Lord Tyrconnel, who was an 
implicit follower of the ministry; and that being en- 
joined by him, not without menaces, to write in praise 
of his leader, he had not resolution sufficient to sacrifice 
the pleasure of affluence to that of integrity. 

On this, and on many other occasions, he was ready 
to lament the misery of living at the tables of other men, 
which was his fate from the beginning to the end of his 
life; for I know not whether he ever had, for three 
months together, a settled habitation, in which he could 
claim a right of residence. 

To this unhappy state it is just to impute much of the 
inconstancy of his conduct; for though a readiness to 
comply with the inclination of others was no part of his 
natural character, yet he was sometimes obliged to relax 
his obstinacy, and submit his own judgment, and even 
his virtue, to the government of those by whom he was 
supported: so that, if his miseries were sometimes the 
consequences of his faults, he ought not yet to be 
wholly excluded from compassion, because his faults 
were very often the effects of his misfortunes. 

In this gay period ( 1729) of his life, while he was sur- 
rounded by affluence and pleasure, he published “The 
Wanderer,” a moral poem, of which the design is com- 
prised in these lines: 
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I fly all public care, all \enal strife, 

To try the still, compar’d with active, life; 

To prove, by these, the sons of men mu\ owe 
The fruits of bliss to bursting clouds of woe; 

That ev’n calamity, by thought refin’d. 

Inspirits and adorns the thinking mind. 

And more distinctly in the following passage: 

By woe, the soul to daring action swells; 

By woe, in plaintless patience it excels. 

From patience, prudent clear experience springs, 

And traces knowledge thro’ the course of things! 
Thence hope is form’d, thence fortitude, success, 
Renown: — whate’er men covet and caress. 

This peiformance was always considered by himself 
as his masterpiece; and Mr. Pope, when he asked his 
opinion of it, told him, that he read it once over, and 
was not displeased with it; that it gave him more pleas- 
ure at the second perusal, and delighted him still more 
at the third. 

Even in this poem he has not been able to forbear 
one touch upon the cruelty of his mother, which, though 
remarkably delicate and tender, is a proof how deep an 
impression it had upon his mind. 

From a poem so diligently laboured, and so success- 
fully finished, it might be reasonably expected that he 
should have gained considerable advantage, nor can it, 
without some degree of indignation and concern, be 
told, that he sold the copy for ten guineas, of which he 
afterwards returned two, that the two last sheets of the 
work might be reprinted, of which he had in his ab- 
sence intrusted the correction to a friend, who was too 
indolent to perform it with accuracy. 

A superstitious regard to the correction of his sheets 
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was one of Mr. Savages peculiarities: he often altered, 
revised, recurred to his first reading or punctuation, and 
again adopted the alteration; he was dubious and ir- 
resolute without end, as on a question of the last im- 
portance, and at last was seldom satisfied: the intrusion 
or omission of a comma was sufficient to discompose 
him, and he would lament an error of a single letter as 
a heavy calamity. In one of his letters relating to an 
impression of some verses, he remarks, that he had, with 
regard to the correction of the proof, “a spell upon him' 5 , 
and indeed the anxiety with which he dwelt upon the 
minutest and most trifling niceties deserved no other 
name than that of fascination. 

That he sold so valuable a performance for so small 
a price, was not to be imputed either to necessity, by 
which the learned and ingenious are often obliged to 
submit to very hard conditions; or to avarice, by which 
the booksellers are frequently incited to oppress that 
genius by which they are supported; but to that in- 
temperate desire of pleasure, and habitual slavery to 
his passions, which involved him in many perplexities. 
He happened at that time to be engaged in the pursuit 
of some trifling gratification, and, being without money 
for the present occasion, sold his poem to the first bid- 
der, and perhaps for the first price that was proposed, 
and would probably have been content with less if less 
had been offered him. 

This poem was addressed to the Lord Tyrconnel, not 
only in the first lines, but in a formal Dedication filled 
with the highest strains of panegyric, and the warmest 
professions of gratitude, but by no means remarkable 
for delicacy of connexion or elegance of style. 

These praises in a short time he found himself in- 
clined to retract, being discarded by the man on whom 
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he had bestowed them, and whom he then immediately 
discovered not to have deserved them. Of this quarrel, 
which eveiy day made more bitter. Lord Tyrconnel and 
Mr. Savage assigned very different reasons, which might 
perhaps all in reality concur, though they were not all 
convenient to be alleged by either party. Lord Tyrcon- 
nel affirmed that it was the constant practice of Mr. 
Savage to enter a tavern with any company that pro- 
posed it, drink the most expensive wines with great 
profusion, and when the reckoning was demanded, to 
be without money: if, as it often happened, his com- 
pany were willing to defray his part, the affair ended, 
without any ill consequences; but if they were refractory, 
and expected that the wine should be paid for by him 
that drank it, his method of composition was, to take 
them with him to his own apartment, assume the gov- 
ernment of the house, and order the butler in an imperi- 
ous manner to set the best wine in the cellar before his 
company, who often drank till they forgot the respect 
due to the house in which they were entertained, in- 
dulged themselves in the utmost extravagance of merri- 
ment, practised the most licentious frolics, and com- 
mitted all the outrages of drunkenness. 

Nor was this the only charge w r hich Lord Tyrconnel 
brought against him. Having given him a collection of 
valuable books, stamped with his own arms, he had the 
mortification to see them in a short time exposed to sale 
upon the stalls, it being usual with Mr, Savage, when he 
wanted a small sum, to take his books to the pawn- 
broker. 

Whoever was acquainted with Mr. Savage easily 
credited both these accusations; for having been obliged, 
from his first entrance into the world, to subsist upon 
expedients, affluence was not able to exalt him above 
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them; and so much was he delighted with wine and con- 
versation, and so long had he been accustomed to live 
by chance, that he would at anv time go to the tavern 
without scruple, and trust for the reckoning to the liber- 
ality of his company, and frequently of company to 
whom he was very little known. This conduct indeed 
very seldom drew upon him those inconveniences that 
might be feared bv any other person; for his conversa- 
tion was so entertaining, and his address so pleasing, 
that few thought the pleasure which they received from 
him dearly purchased by paying for his wine. It was his 
peculiar happiness that he scarcely ever found a stranger 
whom he did not leave a friend; but it must likewise be 
added, that he had not often a friend long without 
obliging him to become a stranger. 

Mr. Savage, on the other hand, declared that Lord 
Tyrconnel quarrelled with him because he would not 
subtract from his own luxury and extravagance what he 
had promised to allow him, and that his resentment was 
only a plea for the violation of his promise. He asserted 
that he had done nothing that ought to exclude him 
from that subsistence which he thought not so much a 
favour as a debt, since it was offered him upon condi- 
tions which he had never broken; and that his only 
fault was, that he could not be supported with nothing. 

He acknowledged that Lord Tyrconnel often exhorted 
him to regulate his method of life, and not to spend all 
his nights in taverns, and that he appeared desirous that 
he would pass those hours with him which he so freely 
bestowed upon others. This demand Mr. Savage con- 
sidered as a censure of his conduct, which he could 
never patiently bear, and which, in the latter and cooler 
parts of his life, was so offensive to him that he declared 
it as his resolution “to spurn that friend who should pre- 
sume to dictate to him”; and it is not likely that in his 
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earlier years he received admonitions \v itli more calm- 
ness. 

He was likewise inclined to resent such expectations, 
as tending to infringe his liberty 7 , of which he was very 
jealous, when it was necessary to the gratification of his 
passions, and declared that the request was still more 
unreasonable, as the company to which he was to have 
been confined was insupportably disagreeable. This as- 
sertion affords another instance of that inconsistency of 
his writings with his conversation which was so often 
to be obseived. He forgot how lavishly he had, in his 
Dedication to “The Wanderer,” extolled the delicacy and 
penetration, the humanity and generosity 7 , the candour 
and politeness of the man whom, when he no longer 
loved him, he declared to be a wretch without under- 
standing, without good nature, and without justice, of 
whose name he thought himself obliged to leave no trace 
in any future edition of his waitings, and accordingly 
blotted it out of that copy of “The Wanderer” which was 
in his hands. 

As the reputation of his abilities, the particular cir- 
cumstances of bis birth and life, the splendour of his 
appearance, and the distinction which was for some 
time paid him by Lord Tyrconnel, entitled him to famili- 
arity 7 with persons of higher rank than those to whose 
conversation he had been before admitted, he did not 
fail to gratify that curiosity, which induced him to take 
a nearer view of those whom their birth, their employ- 
ments, or their fortunes necessarily place at a distance 
from the greatest part of mankind, and to examine 
whether their merit was magnified or diminished by the 
medium through which it was contemplated; whether 
the splendour with which they dazzled their admirers 
was inherent in themselves, or only reflected on them by 
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the objects that surrounded them; and whether great 
men were selected for high stations, or high stations 
made great men. 

For this purpose he took all opportunities of convers- 
ing familiarly with those who were most conspicuous at 
that time for their power or their influence; he watched 
their looser moments, and examined their domestic be- 
haviour with that acuteness which nature had given 
him, and which the uncommon variety of his life had 
contributed to increase, and that inquisitiveness which 
must always be produced in a vigorous mind by an ab- 
solute freedom from all pressing or domestic engage- 
ments. 

His discernment was quick, and therefoie he soon 
found in every person, and in every affair, something 
that deserved attention; he was supported by others, 
without any care for himself, and was therefore at lei- 
sure to pursue his observations. 

More circumstances to constitute a critic on human 
life could not easily concur; nor indeed could any man, 
who assumed from accidental advantages moie praise 
than he could justly claim from his real merit, admit any 
acquaintance more dangerous than that of Savage; of 
whom likewise it must be confessed, that abilities really 
exalted above the common level, or virtue refined from 
passion, or proof against corruption, could not easily find 
an abler judge, or a warmer advocate. 

What was the result of Mr. Savage’s inquiry, though 
he was not much accustomed to conceal his discoveries, 
it may not be entirely safe to relate, because the persons 
whose characters he criticised are powerful, and power 
and resentment are seldom strangers; nor would it per- 
haps be wholly just, because what he asserted in con- 
versation might, though true in general, be heightened 
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by some momentary ardour of imagination, and, as it 
can be delivered only from memory, mav be imperfectly 
represented; so that the picture, at first aggravated, and 
then unskilfully copied, may be justly suspected to re- 
tain no great resemblance of the original. 

It may, however, be observed that he did not appear 
to have formed very elevated ideas of those to whom 
the administration of affairs, or the conduct of parties, 
has been entrusted — who have been considered as the 
advocates of the Crown, or the guardians of the people, 
and who have obtained the most implicit confidence, 
and the loudest applauses. Of one particular person, 
who has been at one time so popular as to be generally 
esteemed, and at another so formidable as to be uni- 
versally detested, he observed, that his acquisitions had 
been small, or that his capacity was narrow, and that the 
whole range of his mind was from obscenity to politics, 
and from politics to obscenity. 

But the opportunity of indulging his speculations on 
great characters was now at an end. He was banished 
from the table of Lord Tyrconnel, and turned again 
adrift upon the world, without prospect of finding 
quickly any other harbour. As prudence was not one of 
the virtues by which he was distinguished, he had made 
no provision against a misfortune like this. And though 
it is not to be imagined but that the separation must for 
some time have been pieceded by coldness, peevish- 
ness, or neglect, though it was undoubtedly the con- 
sequence of accumulated provocations on both sides, yet 
everyone that knew Savage will readily believe that to 
him it was sudden as a stroke of thunder — that though 
he might have transiently suspected it, he had never 
suffered any thought so unpleasing to sink into his mind, 
but that he had driven it away by amusements, or 
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dreams of future felicity and affluence, and had never 
taken any measures by which he might prevent a pre- 
cipitation from plenty to indigence. 

This quarrel and separation, and the difficulties to 
which Mr. Savage was exposed by them, were soon 
known both to his friends and enemies; nor was it long 
before he perceived, from the behaviour of both, how 
much is added to the lustre of genius by the ornaments 
of wealth. 

His condition did not appear to excite much com- 
passion; for he had not always been careful to use the 
advantages he enjoyed with that moderation which ought 
to have been with more than usual caution preserved by 
him, who knew, if he had reflected, that he was only a 
dependant on the bounty of another, whom he could 
expect to support him no longer than he endeavoured 
to preserve his favour by complying with his inclina- 
tions, and whom he nevertheless set at defiance, and 
was continually irritating by negligence or encroach- 
ments. 

That Mr. Savage was too much elevated by any good 
fortune is generally known; and some passages of his 
Introduction to The Author to be Let sufficiently show 
that he did not wholly refrain from such satire as he 
afterwards thought very unjust when he was exposed 
to it himself; for, when he was afterwards ridiculed in 
the character of a distressed poet, he very easily dis- 
covered that distress was not a proper subject for merri- 
ment, or topic of invective. He was then able to discern 
that if misery be the effect of virtue, it ought to be 
reverenced; if of ill fortune, to be pitied; and if of vice, 
not to be insulted, because it is perhaps itself a punish- 
ment adequate to the crime by which it was produced. 
And the humanity of that man can deserve no panegyric 
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who is capable of reproaching a criminal in the hands of 
the executioner. 

But these reflections, though they readily occurred to 
him in the first and last parts of his life, were, I am 
afraid, for a long time forgotten — at least they were, 
like many other maxims, treasured up in his mind, rather 
for show than use, and operated very little upon his 
conduct, however elegantly he might sometimes explain, 
or however forcibly he might inculcate, them. 

His degradation, therefore, from the condition which 
he had enjoyed with such wanton thoughtlessness was 
considered by many as an occasion of triumph. Those 
who had before paid their court to him without success 
soon returned the contempt which they had suffered; 
and they who had received favours from him — for of 
such favours as he could bestow he was very liberal — 
did not always remembei them. So much more certain 
are the effects of resentment than of gratitude: it is not 
only to many more pleasing to recollect those faults 
which place others below them than those virtues by 
which they are themselves comparatively depressed, but 
it is likewise more easy to neglect than to recompense; 
and though there are few who will practise a laborious 
virtue, there will never be wanting multitudes that will 
indulge in easy vice. 

Savage, however, was very little disturbed at the 
marks of contempt which his ill fortune brought upon 
him from those whom he never esteemed, and with 
whom he never considered himself as levelled by any 
calamities: and though it was not without some un- 
easiness that he saw some, whose fiiendship he valued, 
change their behaviour, he yet observed their coldness 
without much emotion, considered them as the slaves of 
fortune and the worshippers of prosperity, and was more 
inclined to despise them than to lament himself. 
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It does not appear that, after this return of his wants, 
he found mankind equally favourable to him as at his 
first appearance in the world. His story, though in realitv 
not less melancholy, was less affecting because it was no 
longer new; it therefore procured him no new friends, 
and those that had formerly relieved him thought thev 
might now consign him to others. He was now likewise 
considered by mam' rather as criminal than as unhappy; 
for the friends of Lord Tvrconnel, and of his mother, 
were sufficiently industrious to publish his weaknesses, 
which were indeed very numerous; and nothing was for- 
gotten that might make him either hateful or ridiculous. 

It cannot but be imagined that such representations 
of his faults must make gieat numbers less sensible of 
his distress; many, who had only an opportunity to heat- 
one part, made no scruple to propagate the account 
which they received; many assisted their circulation from 
malice or revenge; and perhaps many pfetended to 
credit them that they might with a better grace with- 
draw their regard, or withhold their assistance. 

Savage, however, was not one of those who suffered 
himself to be injured without resistance, nor was less 
diligent in exposing the faults of Lord Tyrconnel, over 
whom he obtained at least this advantage, that he drove 
him first to the practice of outrage and violence; for he 
was so much provoked by the wit and virulence of Sav- 
age, that he came with a number of attendants, that did 
no honour to his courage, to beat him at a coffee-house. 
But it happened that he had left the place a few min- 
utes; and his Lordship had, without danger, the pleas- 
ure of boasting how he would have treated him. Mr. 
Savage went next day to repay his visit at his own house, 
but was prevailed on by his domestics to retire without 
insisting upon seeing him. 
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Lord Tyrconnel was accused by Mr. Savage of some 
actions which scarcely any provocations will be thought 
sufficient to justify, such as seizing what he had in his 
lodgings, and other instances of wanton cruelty, by which 
he increased the distress of Savage without any advan- 
tage to himself. 

These mutual accusations w T ere retorted on both sides 
for many years with the utmost degree of virulence and 
rage, and time seemed rather to augment than diminish 
their resentment. That the anger of Mr. Savage should 
be kept alive is not strange, because he felt every day 
the consequences of the quarrel; but it might reasonably 
have been hoped that Lord Tyrconnel might have re- 
lented, and at length have forgot those provocations 
which, however they might have once inflamed him, had 
not in reality much hurt him. 

The spirit of Mr. Savage indeed never suffered him 
to solicit a reconciliation; he returned reproach for re- 
proach, and insult for insult; his superiority of wit sup- 
plied the disadvantages of his fortune, and enabled him 
to form a party, and prejudice great numbers in his fa- 
vour. 

But though this might be some gratification of his 
vanity, it afforded very little relief to his necessities; and 
he was very frequently reduced to uncommon hard- 
ships, of which, however, he never made any mean or 
importunate complaints, being formed rather to bear 
misery with fortitude than enjoy prosperity with mod- 
eration. 

He now thought himself again at liberty to expose the 
cruelty of his mother, and therefore, I believe, about 
this time published “The Bastard,” a poem remarkable 
for the vivacious sallies of thought in the beginning, 
where he makes a pompous enumeration of the imagi- 
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nary advantages of base birth, and the pathetic senti- 
ments at the end, where he recounts the real calamities 
which he suffered by the crime of his parents. 

J The vigour and spirit of the verses, the peculiar cir- 
cumstances of the author, the novelty of the subject, and 
the notoriety of the story to which the allusions are 
made, procured this performance a very favourable re- 
ception; great numbers were immediately dispersed, and 
editions were multiplied with unusual rapidity. / 

One circumstance attended the publication which 
Savage used to relate with great satisfaction. His mother, 
to whom the poem was with “due reverence" inscribed, 
happened then to be at Bath, where she could not con- 
veniently retire from censure, or conceal herself from 
observation; and no sooner did the reputation of the 
poem begin to spread, than she heard it repeated in all 
places of concourse, nor could she enter the assembly- 
rooms, or cross the walks, without being saluted with 
some lines from “The Bastard." 

This was perhaps the first time that ever she dis- 
covered a sense of shame, and on this occasion the 
power of wit was very conspicuous: the wretch who 
had, without scruple, proclaimed herself an adulteress, 
and who had first endeavoured to starve her son, then 
to transport him, and afterwards to hang him, was not 
able to bear the representation of her own conduct; but 
fled from reproach, though she felt no pain from guilt, 
and left Bath with the utmost haste, to shelter herself 
among the crow'ds of London. 

Thus Savage had the satisfaction of finding, that, 
though he could not reform his mother, he could punish 
her, and that he did not always suffer alone. 

The pleasure which he received from this increase of 
his poetical reputation was sufficient for some time to 
overbalance the miseries of want, which this perform- 
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ance did not much alleviate; for it was sold for a very 
trivial sum to a bookseller [T. Worrall], who, though the 
success was so uncommon that fhe impressions were 
sold, of which many were undoubtedly very numerous, 
had not generosity sufficient to admit the unhappy 
writer to any part of the profit. 

The sale of this poem was always mentioned by Mr. 
Savage with the utmost elevation of heart, and referred 
to by him as an incontestable proof of a general ac- 
knowledgment of his abilities. It was indeed the only 
production of which he could justly boast a general re- 
ception. 

"The Bastard,” however it might provoke or mortify 
his mother, could not be expected to melt her to com- 
passion, so that he was still under the same want of the 
necessaries of life; and he therefore exerted all the in- 
terest which his wit, or his birth, or his misfortunes 
could procure, to obtain, upon the death of Eusden, the 
place of poet-laureat, and prosecuted his application 
with so much diligence, that the King publicly de- 
clared it his intention to bestow it upon him; but such 
was the fate of Savage, that even the King, when he 
intended his advantage, was disappointed in his schemes; 
for the Lord Chamberlain, who has the disposal of the 
laurel, as one of the appendages of his office, either did 
not know the King’s design, or did not approve it, or 
thought the nomination of the laureat an encroachment 
upon his rights, and therefore bestowed the laurel upon 
Colley Cibber. 

Mr. Savage, thus disappointed, took a resolution of 
applying to the Queen, that, having once given him 
life, she would enable him to support it, and therefore 
published a short poem on her birthday, to which he 
gave the odd title of "Volunteer Laureat,” The event of 
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this essay he has himself related in the following letter, 
which he prefixed to the poem,' when he afterwards 
reprinted it in The Gentlemans Magazine , from whence 
I have copied it entire, as this was one of the few at- 
tempts in which Mr. Savage succeeded. 

[1738]. 

Mr. Urban, 

In your Magazine for February you published the last 
Volunteer Laureat, written on a very melancholy occasion, 
viz. the death of the royal patroness of arts and literature in 
general, and of the author of that poem in particular; I now 
send you the first that Mr. Savage wrote under that title. — 
This gentleman, notwithstanding a very considerable inter- 
est, being, on the death of Mr. Eusden, disappointed of the 
Laureat’s place, wrote the following verses; which were no 
sooner published but the late Queen sent to a bookseller for 
them. The author had not at that time a friend either to get 
him introduced, or his poem presented at Court; yet such 
was the unspeakable goodness of that Princess, that, not- 
withstanding this act of ceremony was wanting, in a few 
days after publication Mr. Savage received a bank-bill of 
fifty pounds, and a gracious message from her Majesty, by 
the Lord North and Guildford, to this effect: “That her Maj- 
esty was highly pleased with the verses; that she took par- 
ticularly kind his lines there relating to the King; that he had 

E ermission to write annually on the same subject; and that 
e should yearly receive the like present till something better 
( which was her Majesty’s intention ) could be done for him.” 
After this, he was permitted to present one of his annual 
poems to her Majesty, had die honour of kissing her hand, 
and met with the most gracious reception. 

Yours, T. B. 

Such was the performance, and such its leception; a 
reception which, though by no means unkind, was yet 
not in the highest degree generous: to chain down the 
genius of a writer to an annual panegyric, showed in 
the Queen too much desire of hearing her own praises, 
and a greater regard to herself than to him on whom her 
bounty was conferred. It was a kind of avaricious gen- 
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erosity, by which flattery was rather purchased than 
genius rewarded. 

Mrs. Oldfield had formerly given him the same allow- 
ance with much more heroic intention: she had no odier 
view than to enable him to prosecute his studies, and to 
set himself above the want of assistance, and was con- 
tented with doing good without stipulating for enco- 
miums. 

Mr. Savage, however, was not at liberty to make ex- 
ceptions, but was ravished with the favours which he 
had received, and probably yet more with those which 
he was promised: he considered himself now as a fa- 
vourite of the Queen, and did not doubt but a few an- 
nual poems would establish him in some profitable em- 
ployment. 

He therefore assumed the title of "Volunteer Laureat,” 
not without some reprehensions from Cibber, who in- 
formed him that the title of “Laureat” was a mark of 
honour conferred by the King, from whom all honour 
is derived, and which therefore no man has a right to 
bestow upon himself; and added, that he might, with 
equal propriety, style himself a Volunteer Lord, or Vol- 
unteer Baronet. It cannot be denied that the remark 
was just; but Savage did not think any title which was 
conferred upon Mr. Cibber so honourable as that the 
usurpation of it could be imputed to him as an instance 
of very exorbitant vanity, and therefore continued to 
write under the same title, and received every year the 
same reward. 

He did not appear to consider these encomiums as 
tests of his abilities, or as anything more than annual 
hints to the Queen of her promise, or acts of ceremony, 
by the performance of which he was entitled to his 
pension, and therefore did not labour them with great 
diligence, or print more than fifty each year, except that 
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for some of the last years he regularly inserted them in 
The Gentlemans Magazine , by which they were dis- 
pensed over the kingdom. 

Of some of them he had himself so low an opinion, 
that he intended to omit them in the collection of poems 
for which he printed proposals, and solicited subscrip- 
tions; nor can it seem stiange that, being confined to 
the same subject, he should be at some times indolent, 
and at others unsuccessful, that he should sometimes de- 
lay a disagreeable task till it was too late to perform it 
well; or that he should sometimes repeat the same senti- 
ment on the same occasion, or at others be misled bv 
an attempt after novelty to forced conceptions and far- 
fetched images. 

He wrote indeed with a double intention, which sup- 
plied him with some variety; for his business w’as to 
praise the Queen for the favours wdiich he had received, 
and to complain to her of the delay of those which she 
had promised: in some of his pieces, therefore, gratitude 
is predominant, and in some discontent; in some, he rep- 
resents himself as happy in her patronage; and in others, 
as disconsolate to find himself neglected. 

Her promise, like other promises made to this unfor- 
tunate man, was never performed, though he took suffi- 
cient care that it should not be forgotten. The publica- 
tion of his Volunteer Laureat procured him no other 
reward than a regular remittance of 50Z. 

He was not so depressed by his disappointments as 
to neglect any opportunity that w T as offered of advanc- 
ing his interest. When [14th March, 1734] the Princess 
Anne w^as married, he wrote a poem upon her departure, 
only, as he declared, '"because it was expected from 
him,” and he was not willing to bar his own prospects 
by any appearance of neglect. 

He never mentioned any advantage gained by tiffs 
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poem, or any regard that was paid to it; and therefore 
it is likely that it was considered at court as an act of 
duty, to which he was obliged by his dependence, and 
which it was therefore not necessary to reward bv any 
new favour: or perhaps the Queen really intended his 
advancement, and theiefore thought it superfluous to 
lavish presents upon a man whom she intended to estab- 
lish for life. 

About this time [1735] not only his hopes were in 
danger of being frustrated, but his pension likewise of 
being obstructed, by an accidental calumny. The writer 
of The Daily Courant , a paper then published under the 
direction of the ministry, charged him with a crime, 
which, though very gieat in itself, would have been re- 
markably invidious in him, and might very justly have 
incensed the Queen against him. He was accused by 
name of influencing elections against the court, by ap- 
pearing at the head of a Tory mob; nor did the accuser 
fail to aggravate his crime, by representing it as the ef- 
fect of the most atrocious ingratitude, and a kind of re- 
bellion against the Queen, who had first preserved him 
from an infamous death, and afterwards distinguished 
him by her favour, and supported him by her charity. 
The charge, as it was open and confident, was likewise 
by good fortune very particular. The place of the trans- 
action was mentioned, and the whole series of the rioters 
conduct related. This exactness made Mr. Savage's vin- 
dication easy; for he never had in his life seen the place 
which was declared to be the scene of his wickedness, 
nor ever had been present in any town w T hen its repre- 
sentatives were chosen. This answer he therefore made 
haste to publish, with all the circumstances necessary to 
make it credible; and very reasonably demanded that 
the accusation should be retracted in the same paper, 
that he might no longer suffer the imputation of sedition 
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and ingratitude. This demand was likewise pressed by 
him in a private letter to the author of the paper, who, 
either trusting to the protection of those whose defence 
he had undertaken, or having entertained some personal 
malice against Mr. Savage, or fearing lest, by retracting 
so confident an assertion, he should impair the credit of 
his paper, refused to give him that satisfaction. 

Mr. Savage therefore thought it necessary, to his own 
vindication, to prosecute him in the King’s Bench, but 
as he did not find any ill effects from the accusation, 
having sufficiently cleared his innocence, he thought any 
further procedure would have the appearance of re- 
venge, and therefore willingly dropped it. 

He was still in his usual exigences, having no certain 
support but the pension allowed him by the Queen, 
which, though it might have kept an exact economist 
from want, was very far from being sufficient for Mr. 
Savage, who had never been accustomed to dismiss any 
of his appetites without the gratification which they so- 
licited, and whom nothing but want of money withheld 
from partaking of every pleasure that fell within his 
view. 

His conduct with regard to his pension was very par- 
ticular. No sooner had he changed the bill, than he van- 
ished from the sight of all his acquaintance, and lay for 
some time out of the reach of all the inquiries that 
friendship or curiosity could make after him; at length 
he appeared again penniless as before, but never in- 
formed even those whom he seemed to regard most, 
where he had been; nor was his retreat ever discovered. 

This was his constant practice during the wffiole time 
that he received the pension from the Queen; he regu- 
larly disappeared and returned. He indeed affirmed that 
he retired to study, and that the money supported him 
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in solitude for mail) months; but his friends declared 
that the short time in which it was spent sufficiently con- 
futed his own account of his conduct. 

His politeness and his wit still raised him friends, who 
were desirous of setting him at length free from that 
indigence by which he had been hitherto oppressed; and 
therefore solicited Sir Robert Walpole in his favour with 
so much earnestness, that they obtained a promise of the 
next place that should become vacant, not exceeding 
200Z. a year. This promise was made with an uncommon 
declaration, “that it was not the promise of a minister 
to a petitioner, but of a fnend to his friend/’ 

Mr. Savage now concluded himself set at ease for 
ever, and, as he observes in a poem written on that in- 
cident of his life, trusted and was trusted, but soon 
found that his confidence was ill-grounded, and this 
friendly promise was not inviolable. He spent a long 
time in solicitations, and at last despaired and desisted. 

He did not indeed deny that he had given the minis- 
ter some reason to belie\ e that he should not strengthen 
his own interest by advancing him, for he had taken care 
to distinguish himself in coffee-houses as an advocate 
for the ministry of the last years of Queen Anne, and 
was ahvays ready to justify the conduct and exalt the 
character of Lord Bolingbioke, whom he mentions with 
great regard in an Epistle upon Authors, which he wrote 
about that time; but was too wise to publish, and of 
which only some fragments have appeared, inserted by 
him in the Magazine after his retirement. 

To despair was not, however, the character of Savage; 
when one patronage failed, he had leeourse to another. 
The Prince was now extremely popular, and had very 
liberally rewarded the merit of some writers whom Mr. 
Savage did not think superior to himself, and therefore 
he resolved to address a poem to him. 
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For this purpose he made choice of a subject which 
could regard only persons of the highest rank and great- 
est affluence, and which was therefore proper for a poem 
intended to procure the patronage of a prince; and hav- 
ing retired for some time to Richmond, that he might 
prosecute his design in full tranquillity*, without the 
temptations of pleasure, or the solicitations of creditors, 
by which his meditations were in equal danger of being 
disconcerted, he produced [June 1737] a poem “On 
Public Spirit, with regard to Public Works/' 

The plan of this poem is very extensive, and com- 
prises a multitude of topics, each of which might furnish 
matter sufficient for a long performance, and of which 
some have already employed more eminent writers; but 
as he was perhaps not fully acquainted with the whole 
extent of his own design, and was writing to obtain a 
supply of wants too pressing to admit of long or accurate 
inquiries, he passes negligently over many public works, 
which, even in his own opinion, deserved to be more 
elaborately treated. 

In describing villas and gardens, he did not omit to 
condemn that absurd custom which prevails among the 
English, of permitting servants to receive money from 
strangers foi the entertainment that they receive, and 
therefore inserted in his poem these lines: 

But what the flowering pride of gardens rare, 

Hovve\er royal, or however fair, 

If gates, which to access should still give way, 

Ope but, like Peter's paradise, for pay? 

If perquisited varlets frequent stand, 

And each new walk must a new tax demand? 

What foreign eye but with contempt surveys? 

What Muse shall from oblivion snatch their praise? 

But bcfoje the publication of his performance he rcc- 
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ollected that the Queen allowed her garden and cave at 
Richmond to be shown for money, and that she so 
openly countenanced the practice, that she had be- 
stowed the privilege of showing them as a place of profit 
on a man whose merit she valued herself upon reward- 
ing, though she gave him only the liberty of disgracing 
his country. 

He therefore thought, with more prudence than was 
often exerted by him, that the publication of these lines 
might be officiously represented as an insult upon the 
Queen, to whom he owed his life and his subsistence; 
and that the propriety of his observation would be no 
security against the censures which the unseasonable- 
ness of it might draw upon him; he therefore suppressed 
the passage in the first edition, but after the Queen’s 
death thought the same caution no longer necessary, and 
restored it to the proper place. 

The poem was, therefore, published without any po- 
litical faults, and inscribed to the Prince; but Mr. Sav- 
age, having no friend upon whom he could prevail to 
present it to him, had no other method of attracting his 
observation than the publication of frequent advertise- 
ments, and therefore received no reward from his patron, 
however generous on other occasions. 

This disappointment he never mentioned without in- 
dignation, being by some means or other confident that 
the Prince was not ignorant of his address to him; and 
insinuated that, if any advances in popularity could have 
been made by distinguishing him, he had not written 
without notice, or without reward. 

He was once inclined to have presented his poem in 
person, and sent to the printer for a copy with that de- 
sign; but either his opinion changed, or his resolution 
deserted him, and he continued to resent neglect with- 
out attempting to force himself into regard. 
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Nor was the public much more favourable than his 
patron, for only seventy-two were sold, though the per- 
formance was much commended by some whose judg- 
ment in that kind of writing is generally allowed. But 
Savage easily reconciled himself to mankind without im- 
puting any defect to his work, by observing that his 
poem was unluckily published two days after the proro- 
gation of the Parliament, and by consequence at a time 
when all those who could be expected to regard it were 
in the hurry of prepaiing for their departure, or engaged 
in taking leave of others upon their dismission from pub- 
lic affairs. 

It must be however allowed, in justification of the 
public, that this performance is not the most excellent 
of Mr. Savage's works; and that, though it cannot be 
denied to contain many striking sentiments, majestic 
lines, and just observations, it is in general not suffi- 
ciently polished in the language, or enlivened in the 
imagery, or digested in the plan. 

Thus his poem contributed nothing to the alleviation 
of his poverty, which was such as very few could have 
supported with equal patience; but to which, it must 
likewise be confessed, that few would have been ex- 
posed who received punctually 50 1 . a year: a salary 
which, though by no means equal to the demands of 
vanity and luxury, is yet found sufficient to support fam- 
ilies above want, and was undoubtedly more than the 
necessities of life require. 

But no sooner had he received his pension than he 
withdrew to his darling privacy, from which he returned 
in a short time to his former distress, and for some part 
of the year generally lived by chance, eating only when 
he was invited to the tables of his acquaintances, from 
which the meanness of his dress often excluded him, 
when the politeness and variety of his conversation 
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would have been thought a sufficient recompense for his 
entertainment. 

He lodged as much by accident as he dined, and 
passed the night sometimes in mean houses, which are 
set open at night to any casual wanderers, sometimes in 
cellars, among the riot and filth of the meanest and most 
profligate of the rabble; and sometimes, when he had 
not money to support even the expenses of these recep- 
tacles, walked about the streets till he was weary, and 
lay down in the summer upon a bulk, or in the winter, 
with his associates in poverty, among the ashes of a 
glass-house. 

In this manner were passed those days and those 
nights which nature had enabled him to have employed 
in elevated speculations, useful studies, or pleasing con- 
versations. On a bulk, in a cellar, or in a glass-house, 
among thieves and beggars, was to be found the author 
of “The Wanderer,” the man of exalted sentiments, ex- 
tensive views, and curious observations; the man whose 
remarks on life might have assisted the statesman, whose 
ideas of virtue might have enlightened the moralist, 
whose eloquence might have influenced senates, and 
whose delicacy might have polished courts. 

It cannot but be imagined that such necessities might 
sometimes force him upon disreputable practices; and it 
is probable that these lines in “The Wanderer” were oc- 
casioned by his reflections on his own conduct: 

Though misery leads to happiness, and truth. 

Unequal to the load, this languid youth, 

( O, let none censure, if, untried by grief, 

If, amidst woes, untempted by relief,) 

He stoop’d reluctant to mean acts of shame. 

Which men, ev’n then, he scorn’d, and blush’d to name. 

Whoever was acquainted with him was certain to be 
solicited for small sums, which the frequency of the re- 



498 SAMUEL JOHNSON 

quest made in time considerable, and he was therefore 
quickly shunned by those who were become familiar 
enough to be trusted with his necessities; but his ram- 
bling manner of life, and constant appearance at houses 
of public resort, always procured him a new succession 
of friends, whose kindness had not been exhausted by 
repeated requests; so that he was seldom absolutely 
without resources, but had in his utmost exigences this 
comfort, that he always imagined himself sure of speedy 
relief. 

It was obseived, that he always asked favours of this 
kind without the least submission or apparent conscious- 
ness of dependence, and that he did not seem to look 
upon a compliance with his request as an obligation that 
deserved any extraordinary acknowledgments; but a re- 
fusal was resented by him as an affront, or complained 
of as an injury; nor did he readily reconcile himself to 
those who either denied to lend, or gave him afterwards 
any intimation that they expected to be repaid. 

He was sometimes so far compassionated by those 
who knew both his merit and distresses that they re- 
ceived him into their families, but they soon discovered 
him to be a very incommodious inmate; for, being al- 
ways accustomed to an irregular manner of life, he could 
not confine himself to any stated hours, or pay any re- 
gard to the rules of a family, but would prolong his 
conversation till midnight, without considering that busi- 
ness might require his friend's application in the morn- 
ing; and, when he had persuaded himself to retire to 
bed, was not, without equal difficulty, called up to din- 
ner: it was therefore impossible to pay him any distinc- 
tion without the entire subversion of all economy, a kind 
of establishment which, wherever he went, he always 
appeared ambitious to overthrow. 

It must therefore be acknowledged, in justification of 
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mankind, that it was not always by the negligence or 
coldness of his friends that Savage was distressed, but 
because it was in reality very difficult to preserve him 
long in a state of ease. To supply him with money was a 
hopeless attempt; for no sooner did he see himself mas- 
ter of a sum sufficient to set him free from care for a day 
than he became profuse and luxurious. When once he 
had entered a tavern, or engaged in a scheme of pleas- 
ure, he never retired till want of money obliged him to 
some new expedient. If he was entertained in a family, 
nothing was any longer to be regarded there but amuse- 
ments and jollity; wherever Savage entered he immedi- 
ately expected that order and business should fly before 
him, that all should thenceforward be left to hazard, and 
that no dull principle of domestic management should 
be opposed to his inclination or intrude upon his gaiety. 

His distresses, however afflictive, never dejected him; 
in his lowest state he wanted not spirit to assert the nat- 
ural dignity of wit, and was always ready to repress that 
insolence which the superiority of fortune incited, and to 
trample on that reputation which rose upon any other 
basis than that of merit: he never admitted any gross 
familiarities, or submitted to be treated otherwise than 
as an equal. Once, when he was without lodging, meat, 
or clothes, one of his friends, a man indeed not remark- 
able for moderation in his prosperity, left a message that 
he desired to see him about nine in the morning. Savage 
knew that his intention was to assist him; but was very 
much disgusted that he should presume to prescribe the 
hour of his attendance, and, I believe, refused to visit 
him, and rejected his kindness. 

The same invincible temper, whether firmness or ob- 
stinacy, appeared in his conduct to the Lord Tyrconnel, 
from whom he very frequently demanded that the al- 
lowance which was once paid him should be restored; 
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but with whom he never appeared to entertain for a 
moment the thought of soliciting a reconciliation, and 
whom he treated at once with all the haughtiness of su- 
periority and all the bitterness of resentment. He wrote 
to him not in a style of supplication or respect, but of 
reproach, menace, and contempt; and appeared deter- 
mined, if he ever regained his allowance, to hold it only 
by the right of conquest. 

As many more can discover that a man is richer than 
that he is wiser than themselves, superiority of under- 
standing is not so readily acknowledged as that of for- 
tune; nor is that haughtiness which the consciousness of 
great abilities incites borne with the same submission as 
the tyranny of affluence; and therefore Savage, by as- 
serting his claim to deference and regard, and by treat- 
ing those with contempt whom better fortune animated 
to rebel against him, did not fail to raise a great number 
of enemies in the different classes of mankind. Those 
who thought themselves raised above him by the ad- 
vantages of riches hated him because they found no pro- 
tection from the petulance of his wit. Those who were 
esteemed for their writings feared him as a critic and 
maligned him as a rival; and almost all the smaller wits 
w f ere his professed enemies. 

Among these Mr. Miller so far indulged his resent- 
ment as to introduce him in a farce, and direct him to be 
personated on the stage in a dress -like that which he 
then wore; a mean insult, which only insinuated that 
Savage had but one coat, and which was therefore de- 
spised by him rather than resented; for though he wrote 
a lampoon against Miller, he never printed it: and as 
no other person ought to prosecute that revenge from 
which the person who was injured desisted, I shall not 
preserve what Mr. Savage suppressed; of which the pub- 
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Jication would indeed have been a punishment too se- 
vere for so impotent an assault. 

The great hardships oi poverty were to Savage not 
the want of lodging or of food, but the neglect and con- 
tempt which it drew upon him. He complained that as 
his affairs grew desperate, he found his reputation for 
capacity visibly decline; that his opinion in questions of 
criticism was no longer regarded when his coat was out 
of fashion; and that those who, in the interval of his 
prosperity, were always encouraging him to great under- 
takings by encomiums on his genius and assurances of 
success, now received any mention of his designs with 
coldness — thought that the subjects on which he pro- 
posed to write were very difficult; and were ready to in- 
form him that the event of a poem was uncertain; that 
an author ought to employ much time in the consider- 
ation of his plan, and not presume to sit down to write 
in consequence of a few cursory ideas and a superficial 
knowledge: difficulties were started on all sides, and 
he was no longer qualified for any performance but 
'“The Volunteer Laureat ” 

Yet even this kind of contempt never depressed him; 
for he always preserved a steady confidence in his own 
capacity, and believed nothing above his reach which 
he should at any time earnestly endeavour to attain. He 
formed schemes of the same kind with regard to knowl- 
edge and to fortune, and flattered himself with advances 
to be made in science, as with riches, to be enjoyed in 
some distant period of his life. For the acquisition of 
knowledge he was indeed far better qualified than for 
that of riches; for he was naturally inquisitive and de- 
sirous of the conversation of those from whom any in- 
formation was to be obtained, but by no means solicit- 
ous to improve those opportunities that were sometimes 
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offered of raising his fortune; and he was remarkably 
retentive of his ideas, which, when once he was in pos- 
session of them, rarely forsook him; a quality which 
could never be communicated to his money. 

While he was thus wearing out his life in expectation 
that the Queen would some time recollect her promise, 
he had recourse to the usual practice of writers, and 
published proposals for printing his works by subscrip- 
tion, to which he was encouraged by the success of 
many who had not a better right to the favour of the 
public; but, whatever was the reason, he did not find the 
world equally inclined to favour him; and he observed, 
with some discontent, that though he offered his works 
at half a guinea, he was able to procure but a small num- 
ber in comparison with those who subscribed twice as 
much to Duck. 

Nor was it without indignation that he saw his pro- 
posals neglected by the Queen, who patronised Mr. 
Duck s with uncommon ardour, and incited a competi- 
tion among those who attended the court who should 
most promote his interest, and who should first offer a 
subscription. This was a distinction to which Mr. Savage 
made no scruple of asserting that his birth, his misfor- 
tunes, and his genius gave a fairer title than could be 
pleaded by him on whom it was conferred. 

Savages applications were, however, not universally 
unsuccessful; for some of the nobility countenanced his 
design, encouraged his proposals, and subscribed with 
great liberality. He related of the Duke of Chandos par- 
ticularly, that upon receiving his proposals he sent him 
ten guineas. 

But the money which his subscriptions afforded him 
was not less volatile than that which he received from 
his other schemes; whenever a subscription was paid 
him he went to a tavern; and, as money so collected is 
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necessarily received in small sums, he never was able t< > 
send his poems to the press, but for many yeais con- 
tinued his solicitation and squandered whatever he ob- 
tained. 

This project of printing his works was frequently re- 
vived; and, as his proposals grew obsolete, new ones 
were printed with fresher dates. To form schemes for 
the publication was one of his favourite amusements; 
nor was he ever more at ease than when, with any friend 
who readily fell in with his schemes, he w r as adjusting 
the print, forming the advertisements, and regulating 
the dispersion of his new edition, which he really in- 
tended some time to publish, and which, as long as ex- 
perience had shown him the impossibility of printing the 
volume together, he at last determined to divide into 
weekly or monthly numbers, that the profits of the first 
might supply the expenses of the next. 

Thus he spent his time in mean expedients and tor- 
menting suspense, living for the greatest part in fear of 
prosecutions from his creditors, and consequently skulk- 
ing in obscure parts of the town, of which he was no 
stranger to the remotest corners. But, wherever he came, 
his address secured him friends, whom his necessities 
soon alienated; so that he had, perhaps, a more numer- 
ous acquaintance than any man ever before attained, 
there being scarcely any person eminent on any account 
to whom he was not known, or whose character he was 
not in some degree able to delineate. 

To the acquisition of this extensive acquaintance 
every circumstance of his life contributed. He excelled 
in the arts of conversation, and therefore willingly prac- 
tised them. He had seldom any home, or even a lodging 
in which he could be private; and therefore was driven 
into public-houses for the common conveniences of life 
and supports of nature. He was always ready to comply 
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with every invitation, having no employment to with- 
hold him, and often no money to provide for himself; 
and by dining with one company he never failed of ob- 
taining an introduction into another. 

Thus dissipated was his life, and thus casual his sub- 
sistence; yet did not the distraction of his views hinder 
him from reflection, nor the uncertainty of his condition 
depress his gaiety. When he had wandered about with- 
out any fortunate adventure by which he was led into 
a tavern, he sometimes retired into the fields, and was 
able to employ his mind in study, to amuse it with pleas- 
ing imaginations; and seldom appeared to be melan- 
choly but when some sudden misfortune had just fallen 
upon him, and even then in a few moments he would 
disentangle himself from his perplexity, adopt the sub- 
ject of conversation, and apply his mind wholly to the 
objects that others presented to it. 

This life, unhappy as it may be already imagined, was 
yet embittered, in 1738, with new calamities. The death 
of the Queen [20th Nov. 1737] deprived him of all the 
prospects of preferment with which he so long enter- 
tained his imagination; and, as Sir Robert Walpole had 
before given him reason to believe that he never in- 
tended the performance of his promise, he was now 
abandoned again to fortune. 

He was, however, at that time supported by a friend; 
and as it was not his custom to look out for distant ca- 
lamities, or to feel any other pain than that which forced 
itself upon his senses, he was not much afflicted at his 
loss, and perhaps comforted himself that his pension 
would be now continued without the annual tribute of a 
panegyric. 

Another expectation contributed likewise to support 
him: he had taken a resolution to write a second tragedy 
upon the story of Sir Thomas Overbury, in which he 
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preserved a few lines of his former play, but made a 
total alteration of the plan, added new incidents, and 
introduced new characters; so that it was a new tragedy, 
not a revival of the former. 

Many of his friends blamed him for not making choice 
of another subject; but, in vindication of himself, he 
asserted that it was not easy to find a better; and that he 
thought it his interest to extinguish the memory of the 
first tragedy, which he could only do by writing one less 
defective upon the same story; by which he should en- 
tirely defeat the artifice of the booksellers, who, after the 
death of any author of reputation, are always industrious 
to swell his works by uniting his worst productions with 
his best. 

In the execution of this scheme, however, he pro- 
ceeded but slowly, and probably only employed himself 
upon it when he could find no other amusement, but 
he pleased himself with counting the profits, and per- 
haps imagined that the theatrical reputation which he 
was about to acquire would be equivalent to all that he 
had lost by the death of his patroness. 

He did not, in confidence of his approaching riches, 
neglect the measures proper to secure the continuance 
of his pension, though some of his favourers thought 
him culpable for omitting to write on her death; but on 
her birthday next year [1st March, 1737-8] he gave a 
proof of the solidity 7 of his judgment and the power of 
his genius. He knew that the track of elegy had been so 
long beaten that it was impossible to travel in it without 
treading in the footsteps of those who had gone before 
him; and that therefore it was necessary, that he might 
distinguish himself from the herd of encomiasts, to find 
out some new walk of funeral panegyric. 

/ffhis difficult task he performed in such a manner that 
his poem may be justly ranked among the best pieces 
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that the death of princes has produced. By transferring 
the mention of her death to her birthday he has formed 
a happy combination of topics, which any other man 
would have thought it very difficult to connect in one 
view, but which he has united in such a manner that the 
relation between them appears natural, and it mav be 
justly said, that what no other man would have thought 
on, it now appears scarcely possible for any man to miss. 

The beauty of this peculiai combination of images is 
so masterly that it is sufficient to set this poem above 
censure; and therefore it is not necessary to mention 
many othei delicate touches which may be found in it, 
and which would deservedly be admired in any other 
performance. 

To these proofs of his genius may be added, from the 
same poem, an instance of his prudence, an excellence 
for which he w r as not so often distinguished; he does not 
forget to 1 emind the King, in the most delicate and artful 
manner, of continuing his pension. 

With regard to the success of this address he was for 
some time in suspense, but was in no great degree so- 
licitous about it, and continued his labour upon his new 
tragedy with gieat tranquillity, till the friend who had 
for a considerable time supported him, removing his 
family to another place, took occasion to dismiss him. 
It then became necessary to inquire more diligently 
what was determined in his affair, having reason to sus- 
pect that no great favour was intended him, because he 
had not received his pension at the usual time. 

It is said that he did not take those methods of le- 
trieving his interest which were most likely to succeed; 
and some of those who were employed in the Exchequer 
cautioned him against too much violence in his pro- 
ceedings: but Mr. Savage, who seldom regulated his 
conduct by the advice of others, gave way to his pas- 
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sion, and demanded of Sir Robert Walpole, at his levee, 
the reason of the distinction that was made between him 
and the other pensioners of the Queen, with a degree of 
roughness which perhaps determined him to withdraw 
what had been only delayed. 

Whatever w r as the crime of which he w T as accused or 
suspected, and whatever influence was employed against 
him, he received soon after an account that took from 
him all hopes of regaining his pension; and he had now 
no prospect of subsistence but from his play, and he 
knew no way of living for the time required to finish it. 

So peculiar were the misfortunes of this man, de- 
prived of an estate and title by a particular law, exposed 
and abandoned by a mother, defrauded by a mother 
of a fortune which his father had allotted him, he en- 
tered the world without a friend; and though his abilities 
forced themselves into esteem and reputation, he w*as 
never able to obtain any real advantage, and whatever 
prospects arose were always intercepted as he began to 
approach them. The King’s intentions in his favour w r ere 
frustrated; his Dedication to the Prince, whose generos- 
ity on every other occasion was eminent, procured him 
no reward; Sir Robert Walpole, who valued himself 
upon keeping his promise to others, broke it to him with- 
out regret; and the bounty of the Queen was, after her 
death, withdrawn from him, and from him only. 

Such were his misfortunes, which yet he bore not only 
with decency, but with cheerfulness; nor was his gaiety 
clouded even by his last disappointments, though he was 
in a short time reduced to the lowest degree of distress, 
and often w anted both lodging and food. At this time he 
gave another instance of the insurmountable obstinacy 
of his spirit: his clothes w'ere worn out, and he received 
notice that at a coffee-house some clothes and linen were 
left for him, the person who sent them did not, I believe, 
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inform him to whom he was to be obliged, that he might 
spare the perplexity of acknowledging the benefit; but 
though the offer was so far generous, it was made with 
some neglect of ceremonies, which Mr. Savage so much 
resented that he refused the present, and declined to 
enter the house till the clothes that had been designed 
for him were taken away. 

His distress was now publicly known, and his friends, 
therefore, thought it proper to concert some measures 
for his relief; and one of them [Pope] wrote a letter to 
him, in which he expressed his concern “for the miser- 
able withdrawing of his pension,” and gave him hopes 
that in a short time he should find himself supplied with 
a competence, "without any dependence on those little 
creatures which we are pleased to call the great/' 

The scheme proposed for this happy and independent 
subsistence w'as, that he should retire into Wales, and 
receive an allowance of 50 1 . a year, to be raised by a 
subscription, on which he was to live privately in a 
cheap place, without aspiring any more to affluence, or 
having any further care of reputation. 

This offer Mr. Savage gladly accepted, though with 
intentions veiy different from those of his friends; for 
they proposed that he should continue an exile from 
London for ever, and spend all the remaining part of his 
life at Swansea; but he designed only to take the oppor- 
tunity which their scheme offered him of retreating for 
a short time that he might prepare his play for the stage, 
and his other works for the press, and then to return to 
London to exhibit his tragedy, and live upon the profits 
of his own labour. 

With regard to his works, he proposed very great im- 
provements, which would have required much time or 
great application; and when he had finished them, he 
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designed to do justice to his subscribers by publishing 
them according to his proposals. 

As he was ready to entertain himself with future 
pleasures, he had planned out a scheme of life for the 
country, of which he had no knowledge but from pas- 
torals and songs. He imagined that he should be trans- 
ported to scenes of flower)' felicity, like those which one 
poet has reflected to another; and had projected a per- 
petual round of innocent pleasures, of which he sus- 
pected no interruption from pride, or ignorance, or 
brutality. 

With these expectations he was so enchanted, that 
when he was once gently reproached by a friend for 
submitting to live upon a subscription, and advised 
rather by a resolute exertion of his abilities to support 
himself, he could not bear to debar himself from the 
happiness which was to be found m the calm of a cot- 
tage, or lose the opportunity of listening without inter- 
mission to the melody of the nightingale, which he 
believed was to be heard from every bramble, and which 
he did not fail to mention as a very important part of the 
happiness of a country life. 

While this scheme was ripening, his friends directed 
him to take a lodging in the liberties of the Fleet, that 
he might be secure from his creditors, and sent him 
every Monday a guinea, which he commonly spent be- 
fore the next morning, and trusted, after his usual man- 
ner, the remaining part of the week to the bounty of 
fortune. 

He now began very sensibly to feel the miseries of 
dependence. Those by whom he was to be supported 
began to prescribe to him with an air of authority, which 
he knew not how decently to resent, nor patiently to 
bear; and he soon discovered, from the conduct of most 
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of his subscribers, that he was yet in the hands of "little 

creatures.” 

Of the insolence that he was obliged to suffer he gave 
many instances, of which none appeared to raise his in- 
dignation to a greater height than the method which 
was taken of furnishing him with clothes. Instead of con- 
sulting him, and allowing him to send a tailor his orders 
for what they thought proper to allow him, they pro- 
posed to send for a tailor to take his measure, and then 
to consult how they should equip him. 

This treatment was not very delicate, nor was it such 
as Savage’s humanity’ would have suggested to him on 
a like occasion, but it had scarcely deserved mention 
had it not, bv affecting him in an uncommon degree, 
shown the peculiarity of his character. Upon hearing the 
design that was formed, he came to the lodging of a 
friend with the most violent agonies of rage; and, being 
asked what it could be that gave him such disturbance, 
he replied with the utmost vehemence of indignation, 
“That they had sent for a tailor to measure him.” 

How the affair ended was never inquired, for fear of 
renewing his uneasiness. It is probable that, upon rec- 
ollection, he submitted with a good grace to what he 
could not avoid, and that he discovered no resentment 
where he had no power. 

He was, however, not hjambled to implicit and uni- 
versal compliance; for when the gentleman who had first 
informed him of the design to support him by a sub- 
scription attempted to procure a reconciliation with the 
Lord Tyrconnel, he could by no means be prevailed 
upon to comply with the measures that were proposed. 

A letter was written for him to Sir William Leman, 
to prevail upon him to interpose his good offices with 
Lord Tyrconnel, in which he solicited Sir William’s as- 
sistance “for a man who really needed it as much as 
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any man could well do”; and informed him that he was 
retiring “for ever to a place where he should no more 
trouble his relations, friends, or enemies”; he confessed 
that his passion had betrayed him to some conduct with 
regard to Lord Tyrconnel for which he could not but 
heartily ask his pardon; and as he imagined Lord Tyr- 
connels passion might be yet so high that he would not 
“receive a letter from him,” begged that Sir William 
would endeavour to soften him; and expressed his hopes 
that he would comply with his request, and that “so 
small a relation would not harden his heart against him.” 

That any man should presume to dictate a letter to 
him was not very agreeable to Mr. Savage; and there- 
fore he was, before he had opened it, not much inclined 
to approve it. But when he read it, he found it contained 
sentiments entirely opposite to his own, and, as he as- 
serted, to the truth; and, therefore, instead of copying 
it, wrote his friend a letter full of masculine resent- 
ment and warm expostulations. He very justly observed, 
that the style was too supplicatory, and the representa- 
tion too abject, and that he ought at least to have made 
him complain with “the dignity of a gentleman in dis- 
tress.” He declared that he would not w ? rite the para- 
graph in which he w ? as to ask Lord TyrconneFs pardon, 
for “he despised Iris pardon, and therefore could not 
heartily, and would not hypocritically, ask it.” He re- 
marked that his friend made a very unreasonable dis- 
tinction between himself and him, for, says he, “when 
you mention men of high rank in your own character,” 
they are “those little creatures whom we are pleased to 
call the great”; but when you address them “in mine,” 
no servility is sufficiently humble. He then with great 
propriety explained the ill consequences which might be 
expected from such a letter, which his relations would 
print in their own defence, and which would for ever 
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he produced as a full answer to all that he should allege 
against them; for he always intended to publish a mi- 
nute account of the tieatment which he had received. 
It is to be remembered, to the honour of the gentleman 
by whom this letter was drawn up, that he yielded to 
Mr. Savages reasons, and agreed that it ought to be 
suppressed. 

After many alterations and delays a subscription was 
at length raised, which did not amount to 50Z. a year, 
though twenty w'eie paid by one gentleman: such was 
the generosity of mankind, that w hat had been done by 
a player without solicitation could not now be effected 
by application and interest; and Savage had a great 
number to court and to obey for a pension less than 
that which Mrs. Oldfield paid him without exacting any 
servilities. 

Mr. Savage, however, was satisfied, and willing to 
retire, and was convinced that the allowance, though 
scanty, would be more than sufficient for him, being now 
determined to commence a rigid economist, and to live 
according to the exact rules of frugality; for nothing was 
in his opinion more contemptible than a man wiio, when 
he knew his income, exceeded it; and yet he confessed 
that instances of such folly were too common, and la- 
mented that some men were not to be trusted with their 
own money. 

Full of these salutary lesolutions, he left London in 
July 1739, having taken leave with great tenderness of 
his friends, and parted from the author of this narrative 
with tears in his eyes. He w T as furnished with fifteen 
guineas, and informed that they w'ould be sufficient, not 
only for the expense of his journey, but for his support 
in Wales for some time; and that there remained but 
little more of the first collection. He promised a strict 
adherence to his maxims of parsimony, and went away 
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in the stage-coach; nor did his friends expect to hear 
from him till he informed them of his arrival at Swansea. 

But when they least expected, arrived a letter dated 
the fourteenth day after his departure, in which he sent 
them word that he was yet upon die road, and without 
money, and that he therefore could not proceed without 
a remittance. They then sent him the money that was in 
their hands, with which he was enabled to reach Bristol, 
from whence he was to go to Swansea by water. 

At Bristol he found an embargo laid upon the ship- 
ping, so that he could not immediately obtain a passage; 
and being therefore obliged to stay there some time, he 
with his usual felicity ingratiated himself with many of 
the principal inhabitants, was invited to their houses, 
distinguished at their public feasts, and treated with a 
regai-d that gratified his vanity, and therefore easily en- 
gaged his affection. 

He began very early after his retirement to complain 
of the conduct of his friends in London, and irritated 
many of them so much by his letters that they withdrew’, 
however honourably, their contributions; and it is be- 
lieved that little more was paid him than the 20 1. a year 
which were allowed him by the gentleman who pro- 
posed the subscription. 

After some stay at Bristol he retired [Sept. 1742] to 
Swansea, the place originally proposed for his residence, 
where he lived about a year, very 7 much dissatisfied with 
the diminution of his salary- ; but contracted, as in other 
places, acquaintance with those who were most distin- 
guished in that country, among whom he has celebrated 
Mr. Powell and Mrs. Jones, by some verses which he 
inserted in The Gentlemans Magazine. 

Here he completed his tragedy, of which two acts 
were wanting when he left London; and was desirous of 
coming to town to bring it upon the stage. This design 



514 SAMUEL JOHNSON 

was very warmly opposed; and he was advised, by his 
chief benefactor [Pope], to put it into the hands of Mr. 
Thomson and Mr. Mallet that it might be fitted for the 
stage, and to allow his friends to receive the profits, out 
of which an annual pension should be paid him. 

This proposal he rejected with the utmost contempt. 
He was by no means convinced that the judgment of 
those to whom he was required to submit was superior 
to his own. He was now determined, as he expressed it, 
to be “no longer kept in leading-strings,” and had no 
elevated idea of “his bounty who proposed to pension 
him out of the profits of Ins own labours.” 

He attempted in Wales to promote a subscription for 
his works, and had once hopes of success; but in a short 
time afterwards formed a resolution of leaving that part 
of the country, to wiiich he thought it not reasonable to 
be confined for the gratification of those who, having 
promised him a liberal income, had no sooner banished 
him to a remote corner than they reduced his allowance 
to a salary scarcely equal to the necessities of life. 

His resentment of this treatment, which, in his own 
opinion at least, he had not deserved, was such that he 
broke off all correspondence with most of his contribu- 
tors, and appeared to consider them as persecutors and 
oppressors; and in the latter part of his life declared that 
their conduct towards him since his departure from 
London “had been perfidiousness improving on perfid- 
iousness, and inhumanity on inhumanity.” 

It is not to be supposed that the necessities of Mr. 
Savage did not sometimes incite him to satirical exag- 
gerations of the behaviour of those by whom he thought 
himself reduced to them. But it must be granted that the 
diminution of his allowance was a great hardship, and 
that those who withdrew their subscription from a man 
who, upon the faith of their promise, had gone into a 
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kind of banishment, and abandoned all those by whom 
he had been before relieved in his distresses, will find it 
no easy task to vindicate their conduct. 

It may be alleged, and perhaps justly, that he was 
petulant and contemptuous — that he more frequently 
reproached his subscribers for not giving him more, than 
thanked them for what he received; but it is to be 
remembered that his conduct — and this is the worst 
charge that can be drawn up against him — did them no 
real injury; and that it therefore ought rather to have 
been pitied than resented — at least the resentment it 
might provoke ought to have been generous and manly; 
epithets which his conduct will hardly deserve that 
starves a man whom he has persuaded to put himself 
into his power. 

It might have been reasonably demanded by Savage 
that they should, before they had taken away what they 
promised, have replaced him in his former state — that 
they should have taken no advantages from the situa- 
tion to which the appearance of their kindness had re- 
duced him — and that he should have been recalled to 
London before he was abandoned. He might justly rep- 
resent that he ought to have been considered as a lion 
in the toils, and demand to be released before the dogs 
should be loosed upon him. 

He endeavoured, indeed, to release himself, and, with 
an intent to return to London, went to Bristol, wiiere a 
repetition of the kindness which he had formerly found, 
invited him to stay. He was not only caressed and 
treated, but had a collection made for him of about SQL, 
with which it had been happy if he had immediately de- 
parted for London; but his negligence did not suffer him 
to consider that such proofs of kindness were not often 
to be expected, and that this ardour of benevolence was 
in a great degree the effect of novelty, and might, prob- 
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ably, be every day less; and therefore he took no care to 
improve the happy time, but was encouraged by one 
favour to hope for another, till at length generosity was 
exhausted, and officiousness wearied. 

Another part of his misconduct was the practice of 
prolonging his visits to unseasonable hours, and discon- 
certing all the families into which he was admitted. This 
was an error in a place of commerce, which all the 
charms of his conversation could not compensate: for 
what trader would purchase such airy satisfaction by the 
loss of solid gain? — -which must be the consequence of 
midnight merriment, as those hours which were gained 
at night were generally lost in the morning. 

Thus Mr. Savage, after the curiosity of the inhabitants 
was gratified, found the number of his friends daily de- 
creasing, perhaps without suspecting for what reason 
their conduct was altered; for he still continued to har- 
ass, with his nocturnal intrusions, those that yet coun- 
tenanced him, and admitted him to their houses. 

But he did not spend all the time of his residence at 
Bristol in visits or at taverns, for he sometimes returned 
to his studies, and began several considerable designs. 
When he felt an inclination to write, he always -retired 
from the knowledge of his friends, and lay hid in an ob- 
scure part of the suburbs, till he found himself again 
desirous of company, to which it is likely that intervals 
of absence made him more welcome. 

He was always full of his design of returning to Lon- 
don to bring his tragedy upon the stage; but having 
neglected to depart with the money that was raised for 
him, he could not afterwards procure a sum sufficient to 
defray the expenses of his journey; nor perhaps would a 
fresh supply have had any other effect than, by putting 
immediate pleasures into his power, to have driven the 
thoughts of his journey out of his mind. 
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While he was thus spending the day in contriving a 
scheme for the morrow, distress stole upon him by im- 
perceptible degrees. His conduct had already wearied 
some of those who were at first enamoured of his con- 
versation; but he might, perhaps, still have devolved to 
others, whom he might have entertained with equal suc- 
cess, had not the decay of his clothes made it no longer 
consistent with their vanity to admit him to their tables, 
or to associate with him in public places. He now began 
to find every man from home at whose house he called, 
and was therefore no longer able to procure the neces- 
saries of life, but wandered about the town, slighted and 
neglected, in quest of a dinner, which he did not always 
obtain. 

To complete his misery, he was pursued by the offi- 
cers for small debts which he had contracted, and was 
therefore obliged to withdraw from the small number 
of friends from whom he had still reason to hope for 
favours. His custom was to lie in bed the greatest part 
of the day, and to go out in the dark with the utmost 
privacy, and, after having paid his visit, return again be- 
fore morning to his lodging, which was in the garret of 
an obscure inn. 

Being thus excluded on one hand, and confined on the 
other, he suffered the utmost extremities of poverty, and 
often fasted so long that he was seized with faintness, 
and had lost his appetite, not being able to bear the 
smell of meat till the action of his stomach was restored 
by a cordial. 

In this distress he leceived a remittance of 5L from 
London, with which he provided himself a decent coat, 
and determined to go to London, but unhappily spent 
his money at a favourite tavern. Thus was he again con- 
fined to Bristol, where he was every day hunted by bail- 
iffs. In this exigence he once more found a friend, who 
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sheltered him in his house, though at the usual incon- 
veniences with which his company was attended, for he 
could neither be persuaded to go to bed in the night, nor 
to rise in the day. 

It is observable that in these various scenes of misery 
he was always disengaged and cheerful: he at some 
times pursued his studies, and at others continued or 
enlarged his epistolary correspondence; nor was he cvei 
so far dejected as to endeavour to procure an increase of 
his allowance by any other methods than accusations 
and reproaches. 

He had now* no longer any hopes of assistance from 
his friends at Bristol, who as merchants, and by conse- 
quence sufficiently studious of profit, cannot be sup- 
posed to ha\e looked with much compassion upon neg- 
ligence and extravagance, or to think any excellence 
equivalent to a fault of such consequence as neglect of 
economy. It is natural to imagine that many of those who 
w r ould have relieved his real wants were discouraged 
from the exertion of their benevolence by observation of 
the use which was made of their favours, and conviction 
that relief w*ould only be momentary 7 , and that the same 
necessity w’ould quickly return. 

At last he quitted the house of his friend, and re- 
turned to his lodging at the inn, still intending to set out 
in a few days for London; but on the 10th of January, 
1742-3, having been at supper with two of his friends, 
he was at his return to his lodgings arrested for a debt 
of about 8/., which he owed at a coffee-house, and con- 
ducted to the house of a sheriff s officer. The account 
which he gives of this misfortune, in a letter to one of 
the gentlemen with w’hom he had supped, is too remark- 
able to be omitted. 

w It was not a little unfortunate for me that I spent 
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yesterday’s evening with you, because the hour hindered 
me from entering on my new lodging; however, I have 
now got one, but such an one as I believe nobody would 
choose. 

“I was arrested, at the suit of Mrs. Read, just as I was 
going upstairs to bed at Mr. Bowyer’s, but taken in so 
private a manner, that I believe nobody at the White 
Lion is apprised of it: though I let the officers know the 
strength (or rather weakness) of my pocket, yet they 
treated me with the utmost civility; and even when they 
conducted me to confinement, it was in such a manner 
that I verily believe I could have escaped, which I 
would rather be ruined than have done, notwithstanding 
the whole amount of my finances was but threepence- 
halfpenny. 

“In the first place I must insist that you will indus- 
triously conceal this from Mrs. S s, because I would 

not have her good-nature suffer that pain which, I know, 
she would be apt to feel on this occasion. 

“Next, I conjure you, dear Sir, by all the ties of friend- 
ship, by no means to have one uneasy thought on my 
account, but to have the same pleasantry of countenance 
and unruffled serenity of mind which (God be praised!) 
I have in this, and have had in a much severer calamity. 
Furthermore, I charge you, if you value my friendship 
as truly as I do yours, not to utter, or even harbour, the 
least resentment against Mrs. Read. I believe she has 
ruined me, but I freely forgive her; and (though I will 
never more have any intimacy with her) I would, at a 
due distance, rather do her an act of good than ill will. 
Lastly (pardon the expression), I absolutely command 
you not to offer me any pecuniary assistance, nor to at- 
tempt getting me any from any one of your friends. At 
another time, or on any other occasion, you may, dear 
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friend, be well assured, I would rather write to you in 
the submissive style of a request, than that of a peremp- 
tory command. 

“However, that my truly valuable friend may not 
think I am too proud to ask a favour, let me entreat you 
to let me have your boy to attend me for this day, not 
only for the sake of saving me the expense of porters, 
but for the delivery of some letters to people whose 
names I would not have known to strangers. 

“The civil treatment I have thus far met from those 
whose prisoner I am makes me thankful to the Almighty, 
that though he has thought fit to visit me (on my birth- 
night) with affliction, yet (such is His great goodness!) 
my affliction is not without alleviating circumstances. 
I murmur not, but am all resignation to the Divine will. 
As to the world, I hope that I shall be endued by 
Heaven with that presence of mind, that serene dignity 
in misfortune, that constitutes the character of a true no- 
bleman; a dignity far beyond that of coronets; a nobility 
arising from the just principles of philosophy, refined 
and exalted by those of Christianity.” 

He continued five days at the officer s, in hopes that 
he should be able to procure bail, and avoid the neces- 
sity of going to prison. The state in which he passed his 
time, and the treatment which he received, are very 
justly expressed by him in a letter which he wrote to a 
friend: “The whole day," says he, 'has been employed 
in various people's filling my head with their foolish, 
chimerical systems, which has obliged me coolly (as far 
as nature will admit) to digest, and accommodate my- 
self to every different person's way of thinking; hurried 
from one wild system to another, till it has quite made a 
chaos of my imagination, and nothing done — promised 
— disappointed — ordered to send every hour from one 
part of the town to the other." 
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When his friends, who had hitherto caressed and ap- 
plauded, found that to give bail and pay the debt was 
the same, they all refused to preserve him from a prison 
at the expense of SI.; and therefore, after having been 
for some time at the officer’s house, “at an immense ex- 
pense,” as he observes in his letter, he was at length re- 
moved to Newgate. 

This expense he was enabled to support by the gen- 
erosity of Mr. Nash, at Bath, who, upon receiving from 
him an account of his condition, immediately sent him 
five guineas, and promised to promote his subscription 
at Bath with all his interest. 

By his removal to Newgate he obtained at least a 
freedom from suspense, and rest from the disturbing 
vicissitudes of hope and disappointment; he now found 
that his friends were only companions who were willing 
to share his gaiety, but not to partake of his misfortunes; 
and therefore he no longer expected any assistance from 
them. 

It must, however, be observed of one gentleman that 
he offered to release him by paying the debt, but that 
Mr. Savage would not consent, I suppose, because he 
thought he had before been too burthensome to him. 

He was offered by some of his friends that a collec- 
tion should be made for his enlargement, but he “treated 
the proposal,” and declared “he should again treat it, 
with disdain. As to writing any mendicant letters, he had 
too high a spirit, and determined only to write to some 
ministers of State to try to regain his pension.” 

He continued to complain of those that had sent him 
into the country, and objected to them that he had “lost 
the profits of his play, which had been finished three 
years”; and in another letter declares his resolution to 
publish a pamphlet, that the world might know how 'lie 
had been used.” 
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This pamphlet was never written, foi he in a very 
short time recovered his usual tranquillity, and cheei fully 
applied himself to more inoffensive studies. He indeed 
steadily declared that he was promised a yearly allow- 
ance of 50?., and never received half the sum; but he 
seemed to resign himself to that as well as to other mis- 
fortunes, and lose the remembrance of it in his amuse- 
ments and employments. 

The cheerfulness with which he bore his confinement 
appears from the following letter which he wrote, Janu- 
ary the 80th [1742-8], to one of his friends in London: 

"I now write to you from my confinement in Newgate, 
where I have been ever since Monday last was sennight, 
and where I enjoy myself with much more tranquillity 
than I have known for upwards of a twelvemonth past, 
having a room entirely to myself, and pursuing the 
amusement of my poetical studies uninterrupted and 
agreeable to my mind. I thank the Almighty I am now 
all collected in myself, and though my person is in con- 
finement, my mind can expatiate on ample and useful 
subjects with all the freedom imaginable. I am now 
more conversant with the Nine than ever, and if, in- 
stead of a Newgate bird, I may be allowed to be a bird 
of the Muses, I assure you. Sir, I sing very freely in my 
cage; sometimes indeed in the plaintive notes of the 
nightingale, but, at others, in the cheerful strains of the 
lark.” 

In another letter he observes that he ranges from one 
subject to another without confining himself to any par- 
ticular task, and that he was employed one week upon 
one attempt, and the next upon another. 

Surely the fortitude of this man deserves at least to 
be mentioned with applause; and whatever faults may be 
imputed to him, the virtue of suffering well cannot be 
denied him. The two powers which, in the opinion of 
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Epictetus, constituted a wise man, are those of bearing 
and forbearing, which it cannot indeed be affirmed to 
have been equally possessed by Savage; and indeed the 
want of one obliged him very frequently to practise the 
other. 

He was treated by Mr. Dagge, the keeper of the 
prison, with great humanity; was supported by him at 
his own table without any certainty of recompense; had 
a room to himself to which he could at any time retire 
from all disturbance; was allowed to stand at the door of 
the prison, and sometimes taken out into the fields; so 
that he suffered fewer hardships in prison than he had 
been accustomed to undergo in the greatest part of his 
life. 

The keeper did not confine his benevolence to a 
gentle execution of his office, but made some overtures 
to the creditor for his release, though without effect; and 
continued, during the whole time of his imprisonment, 
to treat him with the utmost tenderness and civility. 

Virtue is undoubtedly most laudable in that state 
which makes it most difficult, and therefore the hu- 
manity of a gaoler certainly deserves this public attesta- 
tion; and the man whose heart has not been hardened 
by such an employment, may be justly proposed as a 
pattern of benevolence. If an inscription was once en- 
graved “to the honest toll-gatherer,” less honours ought 
not to be paid “to the tender gaoler.” 

Mr. Savage very frequently received visits, and some- 
times presents, from his acquaintances, but they did not 
amount to a subsistence, for the greater part of which 
he was indebted to the generosity of this keeper; but 
these favours, however they might endear to him the 
particular persons from whom he received them, were 
very far from impressing upon his mind any advan- 
tageous ideas of the people of Bristol, and therefore 
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he thought he could not more properly employ himself 
in prison than in writing a poem called London and 
Bristol delineated. 

When he had brought this poem to its present state, 
which, without considering the chasm, is not perfect, he 
wrote to London an account of his design, and informed 
his friend that he was determined to print it with his 
name, but enjoined him not to communicate his inten- 
tion to his Bristol acquaintance. The gentleman, sur- 
prised at his resolution, endeavoured to dissuade him 
from publishing it, at least from prefixing his name; and 
declared that he could not reconcile the injunction of 
secrecy with his resolution to own it at its first appear- 
ance. To this Mr. Savage returned an answer agreeable 
to his character in the following terms: 

*1 received yours this morning, and not without a 
little surprise at the contents. To answer a question with 
a question, you ask me concerning London and Bristol, 
Why will I add delineated? Why did Mr. Woolaston add 
the same word to his Religion of Nature? I suppose that 
it was his will and pleasure to add it in his case; and 
it is mine to do so in my own. You are pleased to tell 
me that you understand not why secrecy is enjoined, 
and yet I intend to set my name to it. My answer is, I 
have my private reasons, which I am not obliged to ex- 
plain to anyone. You doubt my friend Mr. S would 

not approve of it. And what is it to me whether he does 

or not? Do you imagine that Mr. S is to dictate to 

me? If any man who calls himself my friend should as- 
sume such an air, I would spurn at his friendship with 
contempt. You say I seem to think so by not letting him 
know it. And suppose I do, what then? Perhaps I can 
give reasons for that disapprobation, very foreign from 
what you would imagine. You go on in saying, Suppose 
I should not put my name to it. My answer is, that I 
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will not suppose any such thing, being determined to 
the contrary: neither, Sir, would I have you suppose 
that I applied to you for want of another press; nor 
would I have you imagine that I owe Mr. S obliga- 

tions which I do not” 

Such was his imprudence, and such his obstinate ad- 
herence to his own resolutions, however absurd! A pris- 
oner! supported by charity! and, whatever insults he 
might have received during the latter part of his stay at 
Bristol, once caressed, esteemed, and presented with a 
liberal collection, he could forget on a sudden his danger 
and his obligations to gratify the petulance of his wit 
or the eagerness of his resentment, and publish a satire, 
by which he might reasonably expect that he should 
alienate those who then supported him, and provoke 
those whom he could neither resist nor escape. 

This resolution, from the execution of which it is 
probable that only his death could have hindered him, 
is sufficient to show how much he disregarded all con- 
siderations that opposed his present passions, and how 
readily he hazarded all future advantages for any im- 
mediate gratifications. Whatever was his predominant 
inclination, neither hope nor fear hindered him from 
complying with it; nor had opposition any other effect 
than to heighten his ardour and irritate his vehemence. 

This performance was however laid aside while he 
was employed in soliciting assistance from several great 
persons; and one interruption succeeding another hin- 
dered him from supplying the chasm, and perhaps from 
retouching the other parts, which he can hardly be 
imagined to have finished in his own opinion, for it is 
very unequal, and some of the lines are rather inserted 
to rhyme to others than to support or improve the sense; 
but the first and last parts are worked up with great 
spirit and elegance. 
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His time was spent in the prison for the most part in 
study, or in receiving visits; but sometimes he descended 
to lower amusements, and diverted himself in the kitchen 
with the conversation of the criminals; for it was not 
pleasing to him to be much without company; and 
though he was very capable of a judicious choice, he 
was often contented with the first that offered; for this 
he was sometimes reproved by his friends, who found 
him surrounded with felons; but the reproof was on that, 
as on other occasions, thrown away; he continued to 
gratify himself, and to set very little value on the opin- 
ion of others. 

But here, as in every other scene of his life, he made 
use of such opportunities as occurred of benefiting those 
who were more miserable than himself, and was always 
ready to perform any office of humanity to his fellow- 
prisoners. 

He had now ceased from corresponding with any of 
his subscribers except one [Pope], who yet continued to 
remit him the 20 1 . a year which he had promised him , 
and by whom it was expected that he would have been 
in a very short time enlarged, because he had directed 
the keeper to inquire after the state of his debts. 

However, he took care to enter his name according to 
the forms of the court, that the creditor might be obliged 
to make him some allowance if he was continued a pris- 
oner, and when on that occasion he appeared in the hall, 
was treated with very unusual respect. 

But the resentment of the city was afterwards raised 
by some accounts that had been spread of the satire; 
and he was informed that some of the merchants in- 
tended to pay the allowance which the law required, 
and to detain him a prisoner at their own expense. This 
he treated as an empty menace, and perhaps might have 
hastened the publication, only to show how much he 
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was superior to their insults, had not all his schemes 

been suddenly destioved. 

* ✓ 

When he had been six months in prison he received 
from one of his fiiends [Pope], in whose kindness he had 
the greatest confidence, and on whose assistance he 
chiefly depended, a letter that contained a charge of 
very atrocious ingratitude, drawn up in such terms as 
sudden resentment dictated. Henley, in one of his ad- 
vertisements, had mentioned “Pope's treatment of Sav- 
age/’ This was supposed by Pope to be the consequence 
of a complaint made by Savage to Henley, and w*as 
therefore mentioned by him with much lesentment. Mr. 
Savage returned a very solemn protestation of his in- 
nocence, but, however, appeared much disturbed at the 
accusation. Some days afterwards he w as seized with a 
pain in his back and side, which, as it was not violent, 
was not suspected to be dangerous, but growing daily 
more languid and dejected, on the 25th of July he con- 
fined himself to his room and a fever seized his spirits. 
The symptoms grew every day more formidable, but his 
condition did not enable him to procure any assistance. 
The last time that the keeper saw him was on July the 
31st, 1743, when Savage, seeing him at his bedside, 
said with an uncommon earnestness, “I have something 
to say to you. Sir/’ but, after a pause, moved his hand in 
a melancholy manner, and finding himself unable to 
recollect what he was going to communicate, said, “ 'Tis 
gone!” The keeper soon after left him, and the next 
morning he died. He was buried in the chuichyard of 
St. Peter [at Bristol], at the expense of the keeper. 

/Such were the life and death of Richard Savage, a 
man equally distinguished by his virtues and vices, and 
at once remarkable for his weaknesses and abilities./ 

He was of a middle stature, of a thin habit of body, a 
long \isage, coarse features, and melancholy aspect, of 
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a grave and manly deportment, a solemn dignity of 
mien, but which, upon a nearer acquaintance, softened 
into an engaging easiness of manners. His walk was 
slow, and his voice tremulous and mournful. He was 
easily excited to smiles, but very seldom provoked to 
laughter. 

His mind was in an uncommon degree vigorous and 
active. His judgment was accurate, his apprehension 
quick, and his memory so tenacious that he was fre- 
quently observed to know what he had learned from 
others in a short time, better than those by whom he 
was informed, and could frequently recollect incidents, 
with all their combination of circumstances, which few 
would have regarded at the present time, but which the 
quickness of his apprehension impressed upon him. He 
had the art of escaping from his own reflections, and ac-‘ 
commodating himself to every new scene. 

To this quality is to be imputed the extent of his 
knowledge, compared with the small time which he 
spent in visible endeavours to acquire it. He mingled in 
cursory conversation with the same steadiness of atten- 
tion as others apply to a lecture; and, amidst the ap- 
pearance of thoughtless gaiety, lost no new idea that 
was started, nor any hint that could be improved. He 
had therefore made in coffee-houses the same profi- 
ciency as others in their closets; and it is remarkable 
that the writings of a man of little education and little 
reading have an air of learning scarcely to be found in 
any other performances, but which perhaps as often ob- 
scures as embellishes them. 

His judgment was eminently exact both with regard 
to writings and to men. The knowledge of life was in- 
deed his chief attainment; and it is not without some 
satisfaction that I can produce the suffrage of Savage in 
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favour of human nature, of which he never appeared to 
entertain such odious ideas as some, who perhaps had 
neither his judgment nor experience, have published 
either in ostentation of their sagacity, vindication of 
their crimes, or gratification of their malice. 

His method of life particularly qualified him for con- 
versation, of which he knew how to practise all the 
graces. He was never vehement or loud, but at once 
modest and easy, open and respectful; his language wa<s 
vivacious or elegant, and equally happy upon grave and 
humorous subjects. He was generally censured for not 
knowing when to retire; but that was not the defect of 
his judgment, but of his fortune; when he left his com- 
pany, he was frequently to spend the remaining part of 
the night in the street, or at least was abandoned to 
gloomy reflections, which it is not strange that he de- 
layed as long as he could; and sometimes forgot that he 
gave others pain to avoid it himself. 

It cannot be said that he made use of his abilities for 
the direction of his own conduct: an irregular and dis- 
sipated manner of life had made him the slave of every 
passion that happened to be excited by the presence of 
its object, and that slavery to his passions reciprocally 
produced a life irregular and dissipated. He was not 
master of his own motions, nor could promise anything 
for the next day. 

With regard to his economy, nothing can be added to 
the relation of his life. He appeared to think himself 
bom to be supported by others, and dispensed from all 
necessity of providing for himself; he therefore never 
prosecuted any scheme of advantage, nor endeavoured 
even to secure the profits which his writings might have 
afforded him. His temper was, in consequence of the 
dominion of his passions, uncertain and capricious; he 
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was easily engaged, and easily disgusted; but he is ac- 
cused of retaining his hatred more tenaciously than his 
benevolence. 

He was compassionate both by nature and principle, 
and always ready to perform offices of humanity; but 
when he w T as provoked (and very small offences were 
sufficient to provoke him), he would prosecute his re- 
venge with the utmost acrimony till his passion had 
subsided. 

His friendship was therefore of little value; for though 
he was zealous in the support or vindication of those 
whom he loved, yet it was always dangerous to trust 
him, because he considered himself as discharged by the 
first quanel from all ties of honour or gratitude, and 
would betray those secrets which in the warmth of con- 
fidence had been imparted to him. This practice drew 
upon him an universal accusation of ingratitude: nor 
can it be denied that he was very ready to set himself 
free from the load of an obligation; for he could not bear 
to conceive himself in a state of dependence, his pride 
being equally powerful with his other passions, and ap- 
pearing in the form of insolence at one time, and of 
vanity at another. Vanity, the most innocent species of 
pride, was most frequently predominant: he could not 
easily leave off when he had once begun to mention 
himself or his works; nor ever read his verses without 
stealing his eyes from the page, to discover in the faces 
of his audience how they were affected with any favour- 
ite passage. 

A kinder name than that of vanity ought to be given 
to the delicacy with which he was always careful to 
separate his own merit from every other man’s, and to 
reject that praise to which he had no claim. He did not 
forget, in mentioning his performances, to mark every 
line that had been suggested or amended; and was so 
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accurate as to relate that he owed three icords in “The 
Wanderer” to the advice of his friends. 

His veracity was questioned, but with little reason; 
his accounts, though not indeed always the same, were 
generally consistent. When he loved any man, he sup- 
pressed all his faults; and, when he had been offended 
by him, concealed all his virtues: but his characters 
were generally true, so far as he proceeded; though it 
cannot be denied that his partiality might have some- 
times the effect of falsehood. 

In cases indifferent, he was zealous for virtue, truth, 
and justice: he knew very well the necessity of goodness 
to the present and future happiness of mankind; nor is 
there perhaps any writer who has less endeavoured to 
please by flattering the appetites, or perverting the judg- 
ment. 

As an author, therefore (and he now ceases to in- 
fluence mankind in any other character), if one piece 
which he had resolved to suppress be excepted, he has 
very little to fear from the strictest moral or religious 
censure.^ And though he may not be altogether secure 
against the objections of the critic, it must however be 
acknowledged that his works are the productions of a 
genius truly poetical; and, what many writers who have 
been more lavishly applauded cannot boast, that they 
have an original air, which has no resemblance of any 
foregoing writer; that the versification and sentiments 
have a cast peculiar to themselves, which no man can 
imitate with success, because what was nature in Sav- 
age, would in another be affectation. It must be con- 
fessed, that his descriptions are striking, his images ani- 
mated, his fictions justly imagined, and his allegories 
artfully pursued; that his diction is elevated, though 
sometimes forced, and his numbers sonorous and ma- 
jestic, though frequently sluggish and encumbered. Of 
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his style, the general fault is harshness, and its general 
excellence is dignity; of his sentiments, the prevailing 
beauty Js simplicity, and uniformity the prevailing de- 
fect. 

For his life, or for his writings, none, who candidly 
consider his fortune, will think an apology either neces- 
sary or difficult. If he was not always sufficiently in- 
structed in his subject, his knowledge was at least 
greater than could have been attained by others in the 
same state. If his works were sometimes unfinished, ac- 
curacy cannot reasonably be exacted from a man op- 
pressed with want, which he has no hope of relieving 
but by a speedy publication. The insolence and resent-, 
ment of which he is accused were not easily to be 
avoided by a great mind, irritated by perpetual hard- 
ships, and constrained hourly to return the spurns of 
contempt, and repress the insolence of prosperity; and 
vanity surely may be readily pardoned in him to whom 
life afforded no other comforts than barren praises, and 
the consciousness of deserving them. 

Those are no proper judges of his conduct who have 
slumbered away their time on the down of plenty; nor 
will any wise man easily presume to say, “Had I been 
in Savage’s condition, I should have lived or written 
better than Savage.” 

This relation will not be wholly without its use, if 
those who languish under any part of his sufferings shall 
be enabled to fortify their patience by reflecting that 
they feel only those afflictions from which the abilities 
of Savage did not exempt him; or those who, in con- 
fidence of superior capacities or attainments, disregard 
the common maxims of life, shall be reminded that noth- 
ing will supply the want of prudence; and that negli- 
gence and irregularity, long continued, will make knowl- 
edge useless, wit ridiculous, and genius contemptible. 
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A LEXANDER POPE was bom in London, May 
h 22, 1688, of parents whose rank or station was 
never ascertained: we are informed that they were of 
‘gentle blood”; that his father was of a family of which 
the Earl of Downe was the head; and that his mother 
was the daughter of William Turner, Esq., of York, who 
had likewise three sons, one of whom had the honour 
of being killed, and the other of dying, in the service 
of Charles the First; the third [the eldest] was made 
a general officer in Spain, from whom the sister inherited 
what sequestrations and forfeitures had left in the fam- 
ily. 

This, and this only, is told by Pope, who is more will- 
ing, as I have heard observed, to show what his father 
was not, than what he was. It is allowed that he grew 
rich by trade, but whether in a shop or on the Exchange 
was never discovered till Mr. Tyers told, on the au- 
thority of Mrs. Rackett, that he was a linen-draper in the 
Strand. Both parents were Papists. 

Pope was from his birth of a constitution tender and 
delicate, but is said to have shown remarkable gentle- 
ness and sweetness of disposition. The weakness of his 
body continued through his life; but the mildness of his 
mind perhaps ended with his childhood. His voice, 
when he was young, was so pleasing, that he was called 
in fondness the ‘little Nightingale.” 

Being not sent early to school, he was taught to read 
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by an aunt; and when he was seven or eight yeais old 
became a lover of books. He first learned to write In 
imitating printed books; a species of penmanship in 
which he retained great excellence through his whole 
life, though his ordinary hand was not elegant. 

When he was about eight, he was placed in Hamp- 
shire under Taverner, a Romish priest, who, by a 
method very rarely practised, taught him the Greek and 
Latin rudiments together. He was now first regularlv 
initiated in poetry by the perusal of Ogilby’s Homer, 
and Sandvs s Ovid. Ogilbv s assistance he never repaid 
with any praise; but of Sandvs he declared in his notes 
to the Iliad, that English poetry owed much of its 
beauty to his translations. Sandvs very rarely attempted 
original composition. 

From the care of Taverner, under whom his profi- 
ciency was considerable, he was removed to a school at 
Tvvyford, near Winchester, and again to another school 
about Hyde Park Corner, from which he used sometimes 
to stroll to the playhouse, and was so delighted with 
theatrical exhibitions, that he formed a kind of pla\ 
from Ogilby's Iliad, with some verses of his own inter- 
mixed, which he persuaded his school-fellows to act, 
with the addition of his masters gardener, who per- 
sonated Ajax. 

At the two last schools he used to represent himself 
as having lost part of what Taverner had taught him; 
and on his master at Twyford he had already exercised 
his poetry in a lampoon. Yet under those masters he 
translated more than a fourth part of the Metamor- 
phoses. If he kept the same proportion in his other ex- 
ercises, it cannot be thought that his loss was great. 

He tells of himself, in his poems, that ‘lie lisp'd m 
numbers"; and used to say that he could not remembei 
the time when he began to make verses. In the style of 
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fiction it might ha\e been said of him as of Pindar, that 
when he lay in his eiadle, “the bees swarmed about 
his mouth.” 

About the time of the Revolution his father, who was 
undoubtedly disapp* anted by the sudden blast of Popish 
prosperity, quitted his trade, and retired to B infield, in 
Windsor Forest, with about twenty thousand pounds; 
for which, being conscientiously determined not to en- 
trust it to the Government, he found no better use than 
that of locking it up in a chest, and taking from it what 
his expenses required; and his life was long enough to 
consume a great part of it before his son came to the 
inheritance. 

To Binfield Pope was called by his father when he 
was about twelve yeais old; and there he had for a few 
months the assistance of one Deane, another priest, of 
whom he learned only to construe a little of Tally’s 
Offices. How Mr. Deane could spend, with a boy who 
had translated so much of Ovid, some months over a 
small part of Tully ’s Offices , it is now’ vain to inquire. 

Of a youth so successfully employed, and so conspicu- 
ously improved, a minute account must be naturally de- 
sired; but curiosity must be contented with confused, 
imperfect, and sometimes improbable intelligence. Pope, 
finding little advantage from external help, resolved 
thenceforward to direct himself, and at twelve formed 
a plan of study which he completed with little other 
incitement than the desire of excellence. 

His primary and principal purpose was to be a poet, 
with which his father accidentally concurred by pro- 
posing subjects, and obliging him to correct his perform- 
ances by many revisals; after which the old gentleman, 
when he was satisfied, would say, “These are good 
rhymes.” 

In his penisal of the English poets he soon distin- 
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guished the versification of Dryden, which he considered 
as the model to be studied, and was impiessed with such 
veneration for his instructor, that he persuaded some 
friends to take him to the coffee-house which Dryden 
frequented, and pleased himself with having seen him. 

Dryden died May 1, 1700, some days before Pope 
was twelve, so early must he therefore have felt the 
power of harmony and the zeal of genius. Who does not 
wish that Dryden could have known the value of the 
homage that was paid him, and foreseen the greatness 
of his young admirer? 

The earliest of Pope’s productions is his “Ode on 
Solitude,” written before he was twelve, in which there 
is nothing more than other forward boys have attained, 
and which is not equal to Cowley’s performances at the 
same age. 

His time was now wholly spent in reading and writ- 
ing. As he read the Classics, he amused himself with 
translating them; and at fourteen made a version of the 
first book of the Thebais, which, with some revision, he 
afterwards published. He must have been at this time, 
if he had no help, a considerable proficient in the Latin 
tongue. 

By Dryden’s Fables , which had then been not long 
published, and were much in the hands of poetical 
readers, he was tempted to try his own skill in giving 
Chaucer a more fashionable appearance, and put Janu- 
ary and May , and the Prologue of the Wife of Bath , 
into modern English. He translated likewise the Epistle 
of Sappho to Phaon from Ovid, to complete the version 
which was before imperfect; and wrote some other small 
pieces which he afterwards printed. 

He sometimes imitated the English poets, and pro- 
fessed to have written at fourteen his poem upon “Si- 
lence,” after Rochester’s “Nothing.” He had now formed 
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his versification, and the smoothness of his numbers sur- 
passed his original: but this is a small part of his praise; 
he discovers such acquaintance both with human and 
public affairs as is not easily conceived to have been 
attainable by a boy of fourteen in Windsor Forest. 

Next year he was desirous of opening to himself new 
sources of knowledge by making himself acquainted 
with modern languages, and removed for a time to Lon- 
don, that he might study French and Italian, which, as 
he desired nothing more than to read them, were by 
diligent application soon despatched. Of Italian learning 
he does not appear to have ever made much use in his 
subsequent studies. 

He then returned to Binfield, and delighted himself 
with his own poetry. He tried all styles and many sub- 
jects. He wrote a comedy, a tragedy, an epic poem, with 
panegyrics on all the princes of Europe; and as he con- 
fesses, “thought himself the greatest genius that ever 
was.” Self-confidence is the first requisite to great under- 
takings. He, indeed, who forms his opinion of himself 
in solitude, without knowing the powers of other men, 
is very liable to error; but it was the felicity of Pope to 
rate himself at his real value. 

Most of his puerile productions were, by his maturer 
judgment, afterwards destroyed: “Alcander,” the epic 
poem, was burned by the persuasion of Atterbury. The 
tragedy was founded on the legend of St. Genevieve. Of 
the comedy there is no account. 

Concerning his studies it is related that he translated 
Tully on Old Age ; and that, besides his books of poetry 
and criticism, he read Temples Essays and Locke on 
Human Understanding. His reading, though his favour- 
ite authors are not known, appears to have been suffi- 
ciently extensive and multifarious; for his early pieces 
show, with sufficient evidence, his knowledge of books. 
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He that is pleased with himself easily imagines that 
he shall please others. Sir William Trumbull, who had 
been ambassador at Constantinople, and Secretary of 
State when he retired from business, fixed his residence 
in the neighbourhood of Binfield. Pope, not yet sixteen, 
was introduced to the statesman of sixty, and so distin- 
guished himself, that their interviews ended i$ friend- 
ship and correspondence. Pope was, through his whole 
life, ambitious of splendid acquaintance; and he seems 
to have wanted neither diligence nor success in attract- 
ing the notice of the great; for from his first entrance 
into the world ( and his entrance was very early) he was 
admitted to familiarity with those whose rank or station 
made them most conspicuous. 

From the age of sixteen the life of Pope, as an author, 
may be properly computed. He now [1704] wrote his 
Pastorals , which were shown to the poets and critics of 
that time: as they w T ell deserved, they were read with 
admiration, and many praises were bestowed upon them 
and upon the Preface, which is both elegant and learned 
in a high degree: they were, however, not published till 
five years afterwards. 

Covvlev, Milton, and Pope are distinguished among 
the English poets by the early exertion of their powers; 
but the works of Cowley alone were published in his 
childhood, and therefore of him only can it be certain 
that his puerile performances received no improvement 
from his maturer studies. 

At this time began his acquaintance with Wycherley, 
a man who seems to have had among his contemporaries 
his full share of reputation, to have been esteemed with- 
out virtue, and caressed without good humour. Pope 
was proud of his notice; Wycherley wrote verses in his 
praise, which he was charged by Dennis with writing to 
himself; and they agreed for a while to flatter one an- 
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other. It is pleasant to remark how soon Pope learned 
the cant of an author, and began to treat critics with 
contempt, though he had yet suffered nothing from 
them. 

But the fondness of Wycherley was too violent to last. 
His esteem of Pope was such that he submitted some 
poems to his revision, and when Pope, perhaps proud 
of such confidence, was sufficiently bold in his criticisms, 
and liberal in his alterations, the old scribbler was angry 
to see his pages defaced, and felt more pain from the 
detection than content from the amendment of his faults. 
They parted, but Pope always considered him with kind- 
ness, and visited him a little time before he died. 

Another of his early correspondents was Mr. Crom- 
well, of whom I have learned nothing particular but that 
he used to ride a-hunting in a tye-wig. He was fond, and 
perhaps vain, of amusing himself with poetry and criti- 
cism; and sometimes sent his performances to Pope, who 
did not forbear such remarks as were now and then un- 
welcome. Pope, in his turn, put the juvenile version of 
Statius into his hands for correction. 

Their correspondence afforded the public its first 
knowledge of Pope's epistolary powers; for his letters 
were given by Cromwell to one Mrs. Thomas, and she 
many years afterwards sold them to Curll, w T ho inserted 
them [1727] in a volume of his Miscellanies. 

Walsh, a name yet preserved among the minor poets, 
was one of his first encouragers. His regard was gained 
by the Tost or ah, and from him Pope received the coun- 
sel from which he seems to have regulated his studies. 
Walsh advised him to correctness, which, as he told him, 
the English poets had hitherto neglected, and which 
therefore was left to him as a basis of fame; and being 
delighted with rural poems, recommended to him to 
write a pastoral comedy, like those which are read so 
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eagerly in Italy; a design which Pope probably did not 
approve, as he did not follow it. 

Pope had now declared himself a poet; and thinking 
himself entitled to poetical conversation, began at seven- 
teen to frequent Will’s, a coffee-house on the north side 
of Russell-street, in Co vent-garden where the wits of 
that time used to assemble, and where Dryden had, 
when he lived, been accustomed to preside. 

During this period of his life he was indefatigably 
diligent, and insatiably curious: wanting health for vio- 
lent, and money for expensive pleasures, and having ex- 
cited in himself very strong desires of intellectual emi- 
nence, he spent much of his time over his books; but he 
read only to store his mind with facts and images, seiz- 
ing all that his authors presented with undistinguishing 
voracity, and with an appetite for knowledge too eager 
to be nice. In a mind like his, however, all the faculties 
were at once involuntarily improving. Judgment is forced 
upon us by experience. He that reads many books must 
compare one opinion or one style with another, and 
when he compares, must necessarily distinguish, reject, 
and prefer. But the account given by himself of his 
studies was, that from fourteen to twenty he read only 
for amusement, from twenty to twenty-seven for im- 
provement and instruction; that in the first part of this 
time he desired only to know, and in the second he en- 
deavoured to judge. 

The Pastorals , which had been for some time handed 
about among poets and critics, were at last printed 
(1709) in Tonson’s .[Sixth] Miscellany , in a volume 
which began with the Pastorals of Philips, and ended 
with those of Pope. 

The same year [1709] was written the “Essay on 
Criticism’'; a work which displays such extent of com- 
prehension, such nicety of distinction, such acquaint- 
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ance with mankind, and such knowledge both of ancient 
and modern learning, as are not often attained by the 
maturest age and longest experience. It was published 
about two years afterwards; and being praised by Addi- 
son in The Spectator , with sufficient liberality, met with 
so much favour as enraged Dennis, “who,” he says, 
“found himself attacked without any manner of provoca- 
tion on his side, and attacked in his person, instead of 
his writings, by one who was wholly a stranger to him, 
at a time when all the world knew he was persecuted by 
fortune; and not only saw that this was attempted in a 
clandestine manner, with the utmost falsehood and cal- 
umny, but found that all this was done by a little af- 
fected hypocrite, who had nothing in his mouth at the 
same time but truth, candour, friendship, good nature, 
humanity, and magnanimity.” 

How the attack was clandestine is not easily per- 
ceived, nor how his person is depreciated; but he seems 
to have known something of Popes character, in whom 
may be discovered an appetite to talk too frequently of 
his own virtues. 

The pamphlet is such as rage might be expected to 
dictate. He supposes himself to be asked two questions: 
whether the “Essay” will succeed, and who or what is 
the author. 

Its success he admits to be secured by the false opin- 
ions then prevalent; the author he concludes to be 
“young and raw.” 

“First; because he discovers a sufficiency beyond his 
last ability, and hath rashly undertaken a task infinitely 
above his force. Secondly; while this little author struts 
and affects the dictatorian air, he plainly shows that at 
the same time he is under the rod; and while he pre- 
tends to give law to others, is a pedantic slave to au- 
thority and opinion. Thirdly; he hath, like schoolboys. 
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borrowed both from living and dead. Fourthly; he knows 
not his own mind, and frequently contradicts himself. 
Fifthly; he is almost perpetually in the wrong.” 

All these positions he attempts to prove by quotations 
and remarks; but his desire to do mischief is greater than 
his power. He has, however, justly criticised some pas- 
sages in these lines: 

There are whom Heav en has bless'd with store of wit, 

Yet want as much again to manage it; 

For wit and judgment ever are at strife — 

[First Edition, 4to., 17X1, p. 7.] 

It is apparent that wit has two meanings, and that what 
is wanted, though called wit, is truly judgment. So far 
Dennis is undoubtedly right; but not content with argu- 
ment he will have a little mirth, and triumphs over the 
first couplet in terms too elegant to be forgotten. ‘‘By the 
way, what rare numbers are here! Would not one swear 
that this youngster had espoused some antiquated muse, 
who had sued out a divorce on account of impotence 
from some superannuated sinner; and having been 
p-^-xed by her former spouse, has got the gout in her 
decrepit age, which makes her hobble so damnably.” 
This was the man who would reform a nation sinking 
into barbarity. 

In another place Pope himself allowed that Dennis 
had detected one of those blunders which are called 
“bulls.” The first edition had this line; 

What is this wit — 

Where wanted, scorned; and envied where acquir'd? 

“How,” says the critic, “can wit be scorn'd where it is 
not? Is not this a figure frequently employed in Hiber- 
nian land? The person that wants this wit may indeed 
be scorned, but the scorn shows the honour which the 
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contemner has for wit.” Of this remark Pope made the 
proper use by correcting the passage. 

I have preserved, I think, all that is reasonable in 
Dennis’s criticism; it remains that justice be done to his 
delicacy. “For his acquaintance ( says Dennis) he names 
Mr. Walsh, who had by no means the qualification 
which this author reckons absolutely necessary to a 
critic, it being very certain that he was, like this essayer, 
a very indifferent poet; he loved to be well dressed; and 
I remember a little young gentleman whom Mr. Walsh 
used to take into his company, as a double foil to his 
person and capacity. Inquire between Sunninghill and 
Oakingham for a young, short, squab gentleman, the 
very bow of the God of Love, and tell me whether he be 
a proper author to make personal reflections? He may 
extol the ancients, but he has reason to thank the gods 
that he was born a modern; for had he been bom of 
Grecian parents, and his father consequently had by law 
had the absolute disposal of him, his life had been no 
longer than that of one of his poems, the life of half 
a day. Let the person of a gentleman of his parts be 
never so contemptible, his inward man is ten times more 
ridiculous; it being impossible that his outward form, 
though it be that of downright monkey, should differ so 
much from human shape as his unthinking, immaterial 
part does from human understanding.” Thus began the 
hostility between Pope and Dennis, which, though it 
was suspended for a short time, never was appeased. 
Pope seems, at first, to have attacked him wantonly; but 
though he always professed to despise him, he discovers, 
by mentioning him very often, that he felt his force or 
his venom. 

Of this “Essay” Pope declared that he did not expect 
the sale to be quick, because “not one gentleman in 
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sixty, even of liberal education, could understand it.” 
The gentlemen and the education of that time seem to 
have been of a lower character than they are of this. 
He mentioned a thousand copies as a numerous impres- 
sion. 

Dennis was not his only censurer: the zealous Papists 
thought the monks treated with too much contempt, and 
Erasmus too studiously praised; but to these objections 
he had not much regard. 

The “Essay” has been translated into French by Ham- 
ilton, author of the Comte de Grammont, whose version 
was never printed; by Robotham, secretary to the King 
for Hanover, and by Resnel; and commented by Dr. 
Warburton, who has discovered in it such order and 
connection as was not perceived by Addison, nor, as is 
said, intended by the author. 

Almost every poem consisting of precepts is so far 
arbitrary and immethodical, that many of the para- 
graphs may change places with no apparent inconven- 
ience; for of two or more positions, depending upon 
some remote and general principle, there is seldom any 
cogent reason why one should precede the other. Rut for 
the order in which they stand, whatever it be, a little 
ingenuity may easily give a reason. “It is possible,” says 
Hooker, “that, by long circumduction from any one 
truth, all truth may be inferred.” Of all homogeneous 
truths, at least of all truths respecting the same general 
end, in whatever series they may be produced, a con- 
catenation by intermediate ideas may be formed, such 
as, when it is once shown, shall appear natural; but if 
this order be reversed, another mode of connection 
equally specious may be found or made. Aristotle is 
praised for naming Fortitude first of the cardinal virtues, 
as that without which no other virtue can steadily be 
practised; but he might, with equal propriety, have 
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placed Prudence and Justice before it, since without 
Prudence Fortitude is mad; without Justice it is mis- 
chievous. 

As the end of method is perspicuity, that series is 
sufficiently regular that avoids obscurity; and where 
there is no obscurity, it will not be difficult to discover 
method. 

In The Spectator was published the “Messiah,” which 
he first submitted to the perusal of Steele, and corrected 
in compliance with his criticisms. 

It is reasonable to infer from his Letters that the 
verses on the “Unfortunate Lady” were written about 
the time when his “Essay” was published. The lady’s 
name and adventures I have sought with fruitless in- 
quiry. 

I can therefore tell no more than I have learned from 
Mr. Ruffhead, who writes with the confidence of one 
who could trust his information. She was a woman of 
eminent rank and large fortune, the ward of an uncle, 
who, having given her a proper education, expected like 
other guardians that she should make at least an equal 
match; and such he proposed to her, but found it re- 
jected in favour of a young gentleman of inferior con- 
dition. 

Having discovered the correspondence between the 
two lovers, and finding the young lady determined to 
abide by her own choice, he supposed that separation 
might do what can rarely be done by arguments, and 
sent her into a foreign country, where she was obliged 
to converse only with those from whom her uncle had 
nothing to fear. 

Her lover took care to repeat his vows, but his letters 
were intercepted and carried to her guardian, who di- 
rected her to be watched with still greater vigilance, till 
of this restraint she grew so impatient, that she bribed 
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a woman servant to procure her a sword, which she di- 
rected to her heart. 

From this account, given with evident intention to 
raise the lady’s character, it does not appear that she 
had any claim to praise, nor much to compassion. She 
seems to have been impatient, violent, and ungovern- 
able. Her uncle’s power could not have lasted long; the 
hour of liberty and choice would have come in time. But 
her desires were too hot for delay, and she liked self- 
murder better than suspense. 

Nor is it discovered that the uncle, whoever he was, 
is with much justice delivered to posterity as "a false 
Guardian"; he seems to have done only that for which 
a guardian is appointed; he endeavoured to direct his 
niece till she should be able to direct herself. Poetry has 
not often been worse employed than in dignifying the 
amorous fury of a raving girl. 

Not long after he wrote “The Rape of the Lock,” the 
most airv, the most ingenious, and the most delightful of 
all his compositions, occasioned by a frolic of gallantry 
rather too familiar, in which Lord Petre cut off a lock 
of Mrs. Arabella Fermors hair. This, whether stealth or 
violence, was so much resented, that the commerce of 
the two families, before very friendly, was interrupted. 
Mr. Caryl, a gentleman who, being secretary to King 
James’s Queen, had followed his mistress into France, 
and who, being the author of Sir Solomon Single, a 
comedy, and some translations, was entitled to the no- 
tice of a wit, solicited Pope to endeavour a reconciliation 
by a ludicrous poem, which might bring both .the parties 
to a better temper. In compliance with Caryl’s request, 
though his name was for a long time marked only by 
the first and last letters, C — 1, a poem of two cantos was 
written (1711), as is said, in a fortnight, and sent to 
the offended lady, who liked it well enough to show it: 
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and, with the usual process of literary transactions, the 
author, dreading a surreptitious edition, was forced to 
publish it. 

The event is said to have been such as was desired; 
the pacification and diversion of all to whom it related, 
except Sir George Brown, who complained with some 
bitterness that, in the character of Sir Plume, he was 
made to talk nonsense. Whether all this be true I have 
some doubt, for at Paris, a few years ago, a niece of Mrs. 
Fermor, who presided in an English convent, mentioned 
Pope's work with very little gratitude, rather as an in- 
sult than an honour; and she may be supposed to have 
inherited the opinion of her family. 

At its first appearance it was termed by Addison 
“merum sal." Pope, however, saw' that it w r as capable of 
improvement; and having luckily contrived to borrow 
his machinery from the Rosicrucians, imparted the 
scheme with which his head w ? as teeming to Addison, 
who told him that his work, as it stood, was “a delicious 
little thing," and gave him no encouragement to retouch 
it. 

This has been too hastily considered as an instance of 
Addison's jealousy; for as he could not guess the conduct 
of the new design, or the possibilities of pleasure com- 
prised in a fiction of which there had been no examples, 
he might very reasonably and kindly persuade the au- 
thor to acquiesce in his own prosperity, and forbear an 
attempt w 7 hich he considered as an unnecessary hazard. 

Addisons counsel was happily rejected. Pope foresaw 
the future efflorescence of imagery then budding in his 
mind, and resolved to spare no art or industry of culti- 
vation. The soft luxuriance of his fancy was already 
shooting, and all the gay varieties of diction were ready 
at his hand to colour and embellish it. 

His attempt was justified by its success. ‘‘The Rape of 
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the Lock” stands forwaid, in the classes of literature, as 
the most exquisite example of ludicrous poetry. Berkeley 
congratulated him upon the display of powers more 
truly poetical than he had shown before: with elegance 
of description and justness of precepts he had now ex- 
hibited boundless fertility of invention. 

He always considered the intermixture of the ma- 
chinery with the action as his most successful exertion 
of poetical art. He indeed could never afterwards pro- 
duce anything of such unexampled excellence. Those 
performances which strike with wonder, are combina- 
tions of skilful genius with happy casualty; and it is not 
likely that any felicity, like the discovery of a new race 
of preternatural agents, should happen twice to the 
same man. 

Of this poem the author was, I think, allowed to enjoy 
the praise for a long time without disturbance. Many 
years afterwards [1728] Dennis published some remarks 
upon it, with very little force and with no effect; for the 
opinion of the public was already settled, and it was no 
longer at the mercy of criticism. 

About this time he published “The Temple of Fame,” 
which, as he tells Steele in their correspondence, he had 
written two years before; that is, when he was only 
twenty-two years old, an early time of life for so much 
learning and so much observation as that work exhibits. 

On this poem Dennis afterwards published some re- 
marks, of which the most reasonable is, that some of the 
lines represent Motion as exhibited by Sculpture. 

Of the “Epistle from Eloisa to Abelard” I do not know 
the date. His first inclination to attempt a composition of 
that tender kind arose, as Mr. Savage told me, from his 
perusal of Prior s “Nut-brown Maid.” How much he has 
surpassed Priors work it is not necessary to mention, 
when perhaps it may be said with justice that he has 
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excelled every composition of the same kind. The mix- 
ture of religious hope and resignation gives an elevation 
and dignity to disappointed love, which images merely 
natural cannot bestow. The gloom of a convent strikes 
the imagination with far greater force than the solitude 
of a grove. 

This piece was, however, not much his favourite in his 
latter years, though I never heard upon what principle 
he slighted it. 

In the next year (1713) he published “Windsor For- 
est”; of which part was, as he relates, written at sixteen, 
about the same time as his Pastorals; and the latter part 
was added afterwards: where the addition begins we are 
not told. The lines relating to the Peace confess their 
own date. It is dedicated to Lord Lansdown, who was 
then high in reputation and influence among the Tories; 
and it is said that the conclusion of the poem gave great 
pain to Addison, both as a poet and a politician. Reports 
like this are often spread with boldness very dispropor- 
tionate to their evidence. Why should Addison receive 
any particular disturbance from the last lines of “Wind- 
sor Forest”? If contrariety of opinion could poison a poli- 
tician, he would not live a day; and, as a poet, he must 
have felt Pope’s force of genius much more from many 
other parts of his works. 

The pain that Addison might feel, it is not likely that 
he would confess; and it is certain that he so well sup- 
pressed his discontent that Pope now thought himself 
his favourite; for, having been consulted in the revisal 
of Cato , he introduced it [14th April, 1713} by a Pro- 
logue; and, when Dennis published his Remarks , under- 
took not indeed to vindicate but to revenge his friend, 
by “Dr, Norris’s” Narrative of the Frenzy of Mr. John 
Dennis . 

There is reason to believe that Addison gave no en- 
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couragement to this disingenuous hostility; for, says 
Pope, in a letter to him, “indeed your opinion, that ’tis 
entirely to be neglected, would have been my own had 
it been my own case; but I felt more warmth here than 
I did when I first saw his book against myself (though 
indeed in two minutes it made me heartily merry).” 
Addison was not a man on whom such cant of sensi- 
bility could make much impression. He left the pam- 
phlet to itself, having disowned it to Dennis, and per- 
haps did not think Pope to have deserved much by his 
officiousness. 

This year [1713] was printed in The Guardian the 
ironical comparison between the Pastorals of Philips and 
Pope; a composition of artifice, criticism, and literature, 
to which nothing equal will easily be found. The superi- 
ority of Pope is so ingeniously dissembled, and the fee- 
ble lines of Philips so skilfully preferred, that Steele, 
being deceived, was unwilling to print the paper lest 
Pope should be offended. Addison immediately saw the 
writer's design; and, as it seems, had malice enough to 
conceal his discovery and to permit a publication which, 
by making his friend Philips ridiculous, made him for 
ever an enemy to Pope. 

It appears that about this time Pope had a strong in- 
clination to unite the art of Painting with that of Poetry, 
and put himself under the tuition of Jervas. He was 
near-sighted, and therefore not formed by nature for 
a painter: he tried, however, how far he could advance, 
and sometimes persuaded his friends to sit. A picture 
of Betterton, supposed to be drawn by him, was in the 
possession of Lord Mansfield: if this was taken from life, 
he must have begun to paint earlier; for Betterton was 
now dead. Pope s ambition of this new art produced 
some encomiastic verses to Jervas, which certainly show 
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his power as a poet; but I have been told that they be- 
tray his ignorance of painting. 

He appears to have regarded Betterton with kindness 
and esteem; and after his death published, under his 
name, a version into modern English of Chaucers Pro- 
logues, and one of his Tales, which, as was related by 
Mr. Harte, were believed to have been the performance 
of Pope himself by Fenton, who made him a gay offer of 
51. if he would show them in the hand of Betterton. 

The next year (1713) produced a bolder attempt, by 
which profit was sought as well as praise. The poems 
which he had hitherto written, however they might have 
diffused his name, had made very little addition to his 
fortune. The allowance which his father made him, 
though, proportioned to what he had, it might be liberal, 
could not be large; his religion hindered him from the 
occupation of any civil employment; and he complained 
that he wanted even money to buy books. 

He therefore resolved [October 1713] to try how far 
the favour of the public extended, by soliciting a sub- 
scription to a version of the Iliad, with large notes. 

To print by subscription was, for some time, a prac- 
tice peculiar to the English. The first considerable work 
for which this expedient was employed is said to have 
been Dry den's Virgil; and it had been tried again with 
great success when The Tellers were collected into vol- 
umes. 

There was reason to believe that Pope’s attempt 
would be successful. He was in the full bloom of repu- 
tation, and was personally known to almost all whom 
dignity of employment or splendour of reputation had 
made eminent; he conversed indifferently with both par- 
ties, and never disturbed the public with his political 
opinions; and it might be naturally expected, as each 
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faction then boasted its literary zeal, that the great men, 
who on other occasions practised all the violence of op- 
position, would emulate each other in their encourage- 
ment of a poet who delighted all, and by whom none 
had been offended. 

With those hopes he offered an English Iliad to sub- 
scribers, in six volumes in quarto, for six guineas; a sum, 
according to the value of money at that time, by no 
means inconsiderable, and greater than I believe to have 
been ever asked before. His proposal, however, was very 
favourably received; and the patrons of literature were 
busy to recommend his undertaking and promote his 
interest. Lord Oxford, indeed, lamented that such a 
genius should be wasted upon a work not original; but 
proposed no means by which he might live without it. 
Addison recommended caution and moderation, and ad- 
vised him not to be content with the praise of half the 
nation, when he might be universally favoured. 

The greatness of the design, the popularity of the 
author, and the attention of the literary world, naturally 
raised such expectations of the future sale, that the 
booksellers made their offers with great eagerness; but 
the highest bidder was Bernard Lintot, who became 
proprietor on condition of supplying, at his own ex- 
pense, all the copies which were to be delivered to sub- 
scribers, or presented to friends, and paying 200Z. for 
every volume. 

Of the quartos it was, I believe, stipulated that none 
should be printed but for the author, that the subscrip- 
tion might not be depreciated; but Lintot impressed the 
same pages upon a small folio, and paper perhaps a little 
thinner; and sold exactly at half the price, for half a 
guinea each volume, books so little inferior to the quar- 
tos, that by a fraud of trade those folios, being after- 
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wards shortened by cutting away the top and bottom, 
were sold as copies printed for the subscribers, 

Lintot printed 250 on royal paper in folio, for two 
guineas a volume; of the small folio, having printed 
1750 copies of the first volume, he reduced the number 
in the other volumes to 1000. 

It is unpleasant to relate that the bookseller, after all 
his hopes and all his liberality, was, by a very unjust and 
illegal action, defrauded of his profit. An edition of the 
English Iliad was printed in Holland in duodecimo, and 
imported clandestinely for the gratification of those who 
were impatient to read what they could not yet afford to 
buy. This fraud could only be counteracted by an edi- 
tion equally cheap and more commodious; and Lintot 
was compelled to contract his folio at once into a duo- 
decimo, and lose the advantage of an intermediate gra- 
dation. The notes, which in the Dutch copies were placed 
at the end of each book, as they had been in the large 
volumes, were now subjoined to the text in the same 
page and are therefore more easily consulted. Of this 
edition 2500 were first printed, and 5000 a few weeks 
afterwards; but indeed great numbers were necessary 
to produce considerable profit. 

Pope, having now emitted his proposals, and engaged 
not only his own reputation, but in some degree that of 
his friends who patronised his subscription, began to 
be frightened at his own undertaking; and finding him- 
self at first embarrassed with difficulties which retarded 
and oppressed him, he was for a time timorous and un- 
easy; had his nights disturbed by dreams of long jour- 
neys through unknown ways, and wished, as he said, 
“that somebody w'ould hang him/’ 

This misery, however, was not of long continuance; 
he grew by degrees more acquainted with Homer's 
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images and expressions, and practice increased his fa- 
cility of versification. In a short time he represents him- 
self as despatching regularly fifty \erses a day, which 
would show him by an easy computation the termination 
of his labour. 

His own diffidence was not his only vexation. He that 
asks a subscription soon finds that he has enemies. All 
who do not encourage him defame him. He that wants 
money will rather be thought angry than poor; and he 
that wishes to save his money conceals his avarice by his 
malice. Addison had hinted his suspicion that Pope was 
too much a Tory; and some of the Tories suspected his 
principles because he had contributed to The Guardian, 
which was carried on by Steele. 

To those who censured his politics were added ene- 
mies yet more dangerous, who called in question his 
knowledge of Greek and his qualifications for a trans- 
lator of Homer. To these he made no public opposition; 
but in one of his letters escapes from them as well as he 
can. At an age like his (for he was not more than twenty- 
five), with an irregular education and a course of life of 
which much seems to have passed in conversation, it is 
not very likely that he overflowed with Greek. But when 
he felt himself deficient, he sought assistance; and what 
man of learning would refuse to help him? Minute in- 
quiries into the force' of words are less necessary in 
translating Homer than other poets, because his positions 
are general and his representations natural, with very 
little dependence on local or temporary customs, on 
those changeable scenes of artificial life which, by min- 
gling original with accidental notions, and crowding the 
mind with images which time effaces, produces am- 
biguity in diction and obscurity in books. To this open 
display of unadulterated nature it must be ascribed that 
Homer has fewer passages of doubtful meaning than 
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any other poet either in the learned or in modern lan- 
guages. I have read of a man, who being, by his igno- 
rance of Greek, compelled to gratify his curiosity with 
the Latin printed on the opposite page, declared that 
from the rude simplicity of the lines literally rendered, 
he formed nobler ideas of the Homeric majesty than 
from the laboured elegance of polished versions. 

Those literal translations were always at hand, and 
from them he could easily obtain his author s sense with 
sufficient certainty; and among the readers of Homer 
the number is very small of those who find much in the 
Greek more than in the Latin, except the music of the 
numbers. 

If more help was wanting, he had the poetical trans- 
lation of Eobanus Hessus, an unwearied writer of Latin 
verses; he had the French Homers of La Valterie and 
Dacier, and the English of Chapman, Hobbes, and 
Ogilby. With Chapman, whose work, though now totally 
neglected, seems to have been popular almost to the end 
of the last century, he had very frequent consultations, 
and perhaps never translated any passage till he had 
read his version, which indeed he has been sometimes 
suspected of using instead of the original. 

Notes were likewise to be provided; for the six vol- 
umes would have been very little more than six pam- 
phlets without them. What the mere perusal of the text 
could suggest. Pope wanted no assistance to collect or 
methodise; but more was necessary; many pages were to 
be filled, and learning must supply materials to wit and 
judgment. Something might be gathered from Dacier; 
but no man loves to be indebted to his contemporaries, 
and Dacier was accessible to common readers, Eusta- 
thius was therefore necessarily consulted. To read Eu- 
stathius, of whose work there was then no Latin version, 
I suspect Pope, if he had been willing, not to have been 
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able; some other was therefore to be found who had 

leisure as well as abilities; and he was doubtless most 

readily employed who would do much work for little 

money. 

The history of the notes has never been traced. 
Broome, in his Preface to his Poems, declares himself the 
commentator “in part upon the Iliad”; and it appears 
from Fenton's letter, preserved in the Museum, that 
Broome was at first engaged in consulting Eustathius; 
but that after a time, whatever was the reason, he de- 
sisted; another man of Cambridge was then employed, 
who soon grew weary of the work; and a third, that was 
recommended by Thirlby, is now discovered to have 
been Jortin, a man since well known to the learned 
world, who complained that Pope, having accepted and 
approved his performance, never testified any curiosity 
to see him, and who professed to have forgotten the 
terms on which he worked. The terms which Fenton 
uses are very mercantile: “I think at first sight that his 
performance is commendable enough, and have sent 
word for him to finish the 17th book, and to send it with 
his demands for his trouble. ... I have here enclosed 
the specimen; if the rest come before you return, I will 
keep them till I receive your orders.” 

Broome then offered his service a second time, which 
was probably accepted, as they had afterwards a closer 
correspondence. Parnell contributed the Life of Homer, 
which Pope found so harsh that he took great pains in 
correcting it; and by his own diligence, with such help 
as kindness or money could procure him, in somewhat 
more than five years he completed his version of the 
Iliad, with the notes. He began it in 1712, his twenty- 
fifth year; and concluded it in 1718, his thirtieth year. 

When we find him translating fifty lines a day, it is 
natural to suppose that he would have brought his work 
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to a more speedy conclusion. The Iliad, containing less 
than sixteen thousand verses, might have been des- 
patched in less than three hundred and twenty days by 
fifty verses in a day. The notes, compiled with the as- 
sistance of his mercenaries, could not be supposed to re- 
quire more time than the text. According to this calcula- 
tion the progress of Pope may seem to have been slow; 
but the distance is commonly very great between actual 
performances and speculative possibility. It is natural to 
suppose that as much as has been done today may be 
done tomorrow; but on the morrow some difficulty 
emerges, or some external impediment obstructs. In- 
dolence, interruption, business, and pleasure, all take 
their turns of retardation; and every long work is length- 
ened by a thousand causes that can, and ten thousand 
that cannot, be recounted. Perhaps no extensive and 
multifarious performance was ever effected within the 
term originally fixed in the undertaker s mind. He that 
runs against Time has an antagonist not subject to cas- 
ualties. 

The encouragement given to this translation, though 
report seems to have overrated it, was such as the world 
has not often seen. The subscribers were 575. The copies 
for which subscriptions were given were 654; and only 
660 were printed. For those copies Pope had nothing to 
pay; he therefore received, including the 2001. a vol- 
ume, 5320 1. 4s. without deduction, as the books were 
supplied by Lintot. 

By the success of his subscription Pope was relieved 
from those pecuniary distresses with which, notwith- 
standing his popularity, he had hitherto struggled. Lord 
Oxford had often lamented his disqualification for 'pub- 
lic employment, but never proposed a pension. While 
the translation of Homer was in its progress, Mr. Craggs, 
then Secretary of State, offered to procure him a pen- 
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sion, which, at least during his ministry, might be en- 
joyed with secrecy. This was not accepted by Pope, who 
told him, however, that if he should be pressed with 
want of money he would send to him for occasional sup- 
plies. Craggs was not long in power, and was never so- 
licited for money by Pope, who disdained to beg what 
he did not want. 

With the product of this subscription, which he had 
too much discretion to squander, he secured his future 
life from want by considerable annuities. The estate 
of the Duke of Buckingham was found to have been 
charged with 5001 a year, payable to Pope, which 
doubtless his translation enabled him to purchase. 

It cannot be unwelcome to literary curiosity that I de- 
duce thus minutely the history of the English Iliad. It is 
certainly the noblest version of poetry which the world 
has ever seen; and its publication must therefore be con- 
sidered as one of the great events in the annals of learn- 
ing. .. . 

The Iliad was published volume by volume, as the 
translation proceeded; the four first books appeared in 
[June] 1715. The expectation of this work was un- 
doubtedly high, and every man who had connected his 
name with criticism or poetry was desirous of such in- 
telligence as might enable him to talk upon the popular 
topic. Halifax, who, by having been first a poet and then 
a patron of poetry, had acquired the right of being a 
judge, was willing to hear some books while they were 
yet unpublished. Of this rehearsal Pope afterwards gave 
the following account: 

'The famous Lord Halifax was rather a pretender to 
taste than really possessed of it. — When I had finished 
the two or three first books of my translation of the 
IMad, that Lord desired to have the pleasure of hearing 
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them read at his house. Addison, Congreve, and Garth 
were there at the reading. In four or five places Lord 
Halifax stopt me very civilly, and with a speech each 
time much of the same kind, 1 beg your pardon, Mr. 
Pope, but there is something in that passage that does 
not quite please me. Be so good as to mark the place, 
and consider it a little at your leisure. I am sure you can 
give it a better turn/ 1 returned from Lord Halifax's with 
Dr. Garth, in his chariot; and, as we were going along, 
was saying to the Doctor, that my Lord had laid me 
under a good deal of difficulty by such loose and general 
observations; that I had been thinking over the passages 
almost ever since, and could not guess at what it was 
that offended his Lordship in either of them. Garth 
laughed heartily at my embarrassment; said I had not 
been long enough acquainted with Lord Halifax to know 
his way yet; that I need not puzzle myself about look- 
ing those places over and over when I got home. ‘All you 
need do (said he) is to leave them just as they are; call 
on Lord Halifax two or three months hence, thank him 
for his kind observations on those passages, and then 
read them to him as altered. I have known him much 
longer than you have, and will be answerable for the 
event/ I followed his advice; waited on Lord Halifax 
some time after; said, I hoped he would find his objec- 
tions to those passages removed; read them to him 
exactly as they were at first: and his Lordship was ex- 
tremely pleased with them, and cried out, ‘Ay, now, Mr. 
Pope, they are perfectly right; nothing can be better/ " 
It is seldom that the great or the wise suspect that 
they are despised or cheated. Halifax, thinking this a 
lucky opportunity of securing immortality, made some 
advances of favour and some overtures of advantage to 
Pope, which he seems to have received with sullen cold- 
ness. All our knowledge of this transaction is derived 
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from a single letter (Dec. 1, 1714), in which Pope says 
“I am obliged to you, both for the favours you have done 
me, and for those you intend me. I distrust neither your 
will nor your memory when it is to do good; and if I 
ever become troublesome or solicitous, it must not be 
out of expectation, but out of gratitude. Your Lordship 
may either cause me to live agreeably in the town, or 
contentedly in the country, which is really all the dif- 
ference I set between an easy fortune and a small one. It 
is, indeed, a high strain of generosity in you to think of 
making me easy all my life, only because I have been so 
happy as to divert you some few hours: but, if I may 
have leave to add it is because you think me no enemy 
to my native Country, there will appear a better reason; 
for I must of consequence be very much ( as I sincerely 
am) yours,” etc. 

These voluntary offers, and this faint acceptance, 
ended without effect. The patron was not accustomed to 
such frigid gratitude, and the poet fed his own pride 
with the dignity of independence. They probably were 
suspicious of each other. Pope would not dedicate till 
he saw at what rate his praise was valued; he would be 
“troublesome out of gratitude, not expectation.” Halifax 
thought himself entitled to confidence; and would give 
nothing, unless he knew what he should receive. Their 
commerce had its beginning in hope of praise on one 
side, and of money on the other, and ended because 
Pope was less eager of money than Halifax of praise. It 
is not likely that Halifax had any personal benevolence 
to Pope; it is evident that Pope looked on Halifax with 
scorn and hatred. 

The reputation of this great work failed of gaining 
him a patron; but it deprived him of a friend. Addison 
and he were now [1715] at the head of poetry and 
csrftMsm; and both in such a state of elevation, that, 
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like the two rivals in the Roman state, one could no 
longer bear an equal, nor the other a superior. Of the 
gradual abatement of kindness between friends the be- 
ginning is often scarcely discernible by themselves, and 
the process is continued by petty provocations, and in- 
civilities sometimes peevishly returned, and sometimes 
contemptuously neglected, which would escape all at- 
tention but that of pride, and drop from any memory 
but that of resentment. That the quarrel of these two 
wits should be minutely deduced is not to be expected 
from a writer to whom, as Homer says, “nothing but 
rumour has reached, and who has no personal knowl- 
edge.” 

Pope doubtless approached Addison, when the repu- 
tation of their wit first brought them together, with the 
respect due to a man whose abilities were acknowl- 
edged, and who having attained that eminence to which 
he was himself aspiring, had in his hands the distribu- 
tion of literary fame. He paid court [1713] with suffi- 
cient diligence by his Prologue to Cato , by his abuse of 
Dennis [1713], and with praise yet more direct by his 
poem on the “Dialogues on Medals,” of which the im- 
mediate publication was then intended. In all this there 
was no hypocrisy; for he confessed that he found in Ad- 
dison something more pleasing than in any other man. 

It may be supposed that as Pope saw himself favoured 
by the world, and more frequently compared his own 
powers with those of others, his confidence increased 
and his submission lessened; and that Addison felt no 
delight from the advances of a young wit, who might 
soon contend with him for the highest place. Every great 
man, of whatever kind be his greatness, has among his 
friends those who officiously or insidiously quicken his 
attention to offences, heighten his disgust, and stimulate 
his resentment. Of such adherents Addison doubtless 
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had many; and Pope was now too high to be without 

them. 

From the emission and reception of the proposals for 
the Iliad, the kindness of Addison seems to have abated. 
Jervas the painter once pleased himself (Aug. 20, 1714) 
with imagining that he had re-established their friend- 
ship; and wrote to Pope that Addison once suspected 
him of too close a confederacy with Swift, but was now 
satisfied with his conduct. To this Pope answered, a 
week after, that his engagements to Swift were such as 
his services in regard to the subscription demanded, and 
that the Tories never put him under the necessity of ask- 
ing leave to be grateful. “But/' says he, “as Mr. Addison 
must be the judge in what regards himself, and has 
seemed to be no very just one to me, so I must own to 
you I expect nothing but civility from him.” In the same 
letter he mentions Philips as having been busy to kindle 
animosity between them; but in a letter to Addison he 
expresses some consciousness of behaviour inattentively 
deficient in respect. 

Of Swifts industry in promoting the subscription 
there remains the testimony of Kennet, no friend to 
either him or Pope: 

“Nov. 2, 1713, Dr. Swift came into the coffee-house 
and had a bow from everybody but me, who, I confess, 
could not but despise him. When I came to the ante* 
chamber to wait, before prayers, Dr. Swift was the prin- 
cipal man of talk and business, and acted as master of 
requests. Then he instructed a young nobleman that the 
best Poet in England was Mr. Pope (a Papist), who had 
begun a translation of Homer into English verse, for 
which he must have them all subscribe; for, says he, the 
author shall not begin to print till I have a thousand 
guineas for him.” 

About this time it is likely that Steele, who was, with 
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all his political fury, good-natured and officious, pro- 
cured an interview between these angry rivals, which 
ended in aggravated malevolence. On this occasion, if 
the reports be true. Pope made his complaint with frank- 
ness and spirit, as a man undeservedly neglected or op- 
posed; and Addison affected a contemptuous unconcern, 
and, in a calm, even voice, reproached Pope with his 
vanity, and telling him of the improvements which his 
early works had received from his own remarks and 
those of Steele, said that he, being now engaged in pub- 
lic business, had no longer any care for his poetical repu- 
tation; nor had any other desire with regard to Pope 
than that he should not, by too much arrogance, alien- 
ate the public. 

To this Pope is said to have replied with great keen- 
ness and severity, upbraiding Addison with perpetual 
dependence, and with the abuse of those qualifications 
which he had obtained at the public cost, and charging 
him with mean endeavours to obstruct the progress of 
rising merit. The contest rose so high, that they parted 
at last without any interchange of civility. 

The first volume of Homer was (1715) in time pub- 
lished; and a rival version of the first Iliad, for rivals the 
time of their appearance inevitably made them, was im- 
mediately printed, with the name of Tickell. It was soon 
perceived that, among the followers of Addison, Tickell 
had the preference, and the critics and poets divided 
into factions. “I, like the Tories,” says Pope, "have the 
town in general, that is, the mob, on my side; but 'tis 
usual with the smaller party to make up in industry what 
they want in numbers. ... I appeal to the people as 
my rightful judges, and while they are not inclined to 
condemn me, I fear no arbitrary, high-flying proceedings 
from the small court faction at Button s.” This opposition 
he immediately imputed to Addison, and complained of 
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it in terms sufficiently resentful to Craggs, their common 
friend. 

When Addison s opinion was asked, he declared the 
versions to be both good, but TickelTs the best that had 
ever been written; and sometimes said that they were 
both good, but that Tickell had more of Homer. 

Pope was now sufficiently irritated; his reputation and 
his interest were at hazard. He once intended to print 
together the four versions of Dryden, Maynwaring, 
Pope, and Tickell, that they might be readily compared 
and fairly estimated. This design seems to have been de- 
feated by the refusal of Tonson, who was the proprietor 
of the other three versions. 

Pope intended at another time a rigorous criticism of 
Tickells translation, and had marked a copy, which I 
have seen, in all places that appeared defective. But 
while he was thus meditating defence or revenge, his 
adversary sunk before him without a blow; the voice of 
the public was not long divided, and the preference was 
universally given to Popes performance. 

He was convinced, by adding one circumstance to an- 
other, that the other translation was the work of Addison 
himself; but if he knew it in Addisons lifetime, it does 
not appear that he told it. He left his illustrious antag- 
onist to be punished by what has been considered as the 
most painful of all reflections, the remembrance of a 
crime perpetrated in vain. 

The other circumstances of their quarrel were thus 
related by Pope: 

“Philips seemed to have been encouraged to abuse me 
in coffee-houses and conversations: Gildon wrote a thing 
about Wycherley, in which he had abused both me and 
my relations very grossly. Lord Warwick himself told 
me one day, that it was in vain for me to endeavour to 
be well with Mr. Addison; that his jealous temper would 
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never admit of a settled friendship between us: and, to 
convince me of w hat he had said, assured me that Addi- 
son had encouraged Gildon to publish those scandals, 
and had given him ten guineas after they were pub- 
lished. The next day, while I was heated with what I 
had heard, I wrote a letter to Mr. Addison, to let him 
know that I was not unacquainted with this behaviour 
of his; that if I was to speak severely of him in return for 
it, it should be not in such a dirty way; that I should 
rather tell him, himself, fairly of his faults, and allow his 
good qualities; and that it should be something in the 
following manner: — I then subjoined the first sketch of 
what has been since called my Satire on Addison. He 
used me very civilly ever after, and never did me any 
injustice that I know of, from that time to his death, 
which was about three years after.” 

The verses on Addison, when they were sent to Atter- 
bury, were considered by him as the most excellent of 
Popes performances; and the writer was advised, since 
he knew where his strength lay, not to suffer it to re- 
main unemployed. 

This year (1715) being, by the subscription, enabled 
to live more by choice, having persuaded his father to 
sell their estate at Binfield, he purchased, I think only 
for his life, that house at Twickenham to which his resi- 
dence afterwards procured so much celebration, and re- 
moved thither with his father and mother. 

Here he planted the vines and the quincunx which his 
verses mention; and being under the necessity of making 
a subterraneous passage to a garden on the other side 
of the road, he adorned it with fossil bodies, and digni- 
fied it with the title of a grotto; a place of silence and 
retreat, from which he endeavoured to persuade his 
friends and himself that cares and passions could be ex- 
cluded. 
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A grotto is not often the wish or pleasure of an Eng- 
lishman, who has more frequent need to solicit than ex- 
clude the sun; but Pope's excavation was requisite as an 
entrance to his garden, and, as some men try to be proud 
of their defects, he extracted an ornament from an in- 
convenience, and vanity produced a grotto where neces- 
sity enforced a passage. It may be frequently remarked 
of the studious and speculative, that they are proud of 
trifles, and that their amusements seem frivolous and 
childish; whether it be that men conscious of great repu- 
tation think themselves above the reach of censure, and 
safe in the admission of negligent indulgences, or that 
mankind expect from elevated genius an uniformity of 
greatness, and watch its degradation with malicious 
wonder; like him who, having followed with his eye an 
eagle into the clouds, should lament that she ever de- 
scended to a perch. 

While the volumes of his Homer were annually pub- 
lished, he collected his former works (1717) into one 
quarto volume, to which he prefixed a Preface, written 
with great sprightliness and elegance, which was after- 
wards reprinted, with some passages subjoined that he 
at first omitted; other marginal additions of the same 
kind he made in the later editions of his poems. Waller 
remarks, that poets lose half their praise, because the 
reader knows not what they have blotted. Pope's vorac- 
ity of fame taught him the art of obtaining the accumu- 
lated honour both of what he had published, and of 
what he had suppressed. 

In this year (1717) his father died suddenly, in his 
seventy-fifth year, having passed twenty-nine years in 
privacy. He is not known but by the character which his 
son has given him. If the money with which he retired 
was all gotten by himself, he had traded very success- 
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fully in times when sudden riches were rarely attainable. 

The publication of the Iliad was at last completed in 
1720. The splendour and success of this work raised 
Pope many enemies, that endeavoured to depreciate his 
abilities. Burnet, who was afterwards a judge of no mean 
reputation, censured him in a piece called “Homerides” 
before it was published. Ducket likewise endeavoured to 
make him ridiculous. Dennis was the perpetual persecu- 
tor of all his studies. But, whoever his critics were, their 
writings are lost; and the names which are preserved, 
are preserved in “The Dunciad.” 

In this disastrous year (1720) of national infatuation, 
when more riches than Peru can boast were expected 
from the South Sea, when the contagion of avarice 
tainted every mind, and even poets panted after wealth, 
Pope was seized with the universal passion, and ven- 
tured some of his money. The stock rose in its price; and 
for a while he thought himself the lord of thousands. But 
this dream of happiness did not last long; and he seems 
to have waked soon enough to get clear with the loss of 
what he once thought himself to have won, and perhaps 
not wholly of that. 

Next year he published some select poems of his 
friend Dr. Parnell, with a very elegant Dedication to the 
Earl of Oxford; who, after all his struggles and dangers, 
then lived in retirement, still under the frown of a vic- 
torious faction, who could take no pleasure in hearing 
his praise. 

He gave the same year (1721) an edition of Shake- 
speare. His name was now of so much authority, that 
Tonson thought himself entitled, by annexing it, to de- 
mand a subscription of six guineas for Shakespeare’s 
Plays in six quarto volumes; nor did his expectation 
much deceive him; for of 750 which he printed, he dis- 
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persed a great number at the price proposed. The repu- 
tation of that edition indeed sunk afterwards so low, that 
140 copies were sold at 16s. each. 

On this undertaking, to which Pope was induced by 
a reward of 217 1. 12s., he seems never to have reflected 
afterwards without vexation; for Theobald, a man of 
heavy diligence, with very slender powers, first [1726] 
in a book called Shakespeare Restored, and then [1733] 
in a formal edition, detected his deficiencies with all the 
insolence of victory; and as he was now high enough to 
be feared and hated, Theobald had from others all the 
help that could be supplied by the desire of humbling 
a haughty character. 

From this time Pope became an enemy to editors, col- 
lators, commentators, and verbal critics; and hoped to 
persuade the world that he miscarried in this undertak- 
ing only by having a mind too great for such minute 
employment. 

Pope in his edition undoubtedly did many things 
wrong, and left many things undone; but let him not be 
defrauded of his due praise. He was the first that knew, 
at least the first that told, by what helps the text might 
be improved. If he inspected the early editions negli- 
gently, he taught others to be more accurate. In his Pref- 
ace he expanded with great skill and elegance the char- 
acter which had been given of Shakespeare by Dry den; 
and he drew the public attention upon his works, which, 
though often mentioned, had been little read. 

Soon after the appearance of the Iliad, resolving not 
to let the general kindness cool, he published proposals 
for a translation of the Odyssey, in five volumes, for five 
guineas. He was willing, however, now to have associ- 
ates in his labour, being either weary with toiling upon 
another s thoughts, or having heard, as Ruffhead relates, 
that Fenton and Broome had already begun the work, 
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and liking better to have them confederates than rivals. 

In the patent, instead of saying that he had “trans- 
lated” the Odyssey, as he had said of the Iliad, he says 
that he had “undertaken” a translation; and in the pro- 
posals, the subscription is said to be not solely for his 
own use, but for that of “two of his friends who have 
assisted him in this work.” 

In 1723, while he was engaged in this new version, he 
appeared before the Lords at the memorable trial of 
Bishop Atterbury, with whom he had lived in great fa- 
miliarity, and frequent correspondence. Atterbury had 
honestly recommended to him the study of the Popish 
controversy, in hope of his conversion; to which Pope 
answered in a manner that cannot much recommend his 
principles or his judgment. In questions and projects of 
learning they agreed better. He was called at the trial 
to give an account of Atterbury’s domestic life, and 
private employment, that it might appear how little time 
he had left for plots. Pope had but few words to utter, 
and in those few he made several blunders. 

His Letters to Atterbury express the utmost esteem, 
tenderness, and gratitude: “perhaps,” says he, “it is not 
only in this world that I may have cause to remember 
the Bishop of Rochester.” At their last interview in the 
Tower, Atterbury presented him with a Bible. 

Of the Odyssey Pope translated only twelve books; 
the rest were the work of Broome and Fenton: the notes 
were written wholly by Broome, who was not over- 
liberally rewarded. The public was carefully kept igno- 
rant of the several shares; and an account was subjoined 
at the conclusion, which is now known not to be true. 

The first copy of Pope's books, with those of Fenton, 
are to be seen in the Museum. The parts of Pope are less 
interlined than the Iliad; and the latter books of the 
Iliad less than the former. He grew dexterous by prac- 



570 SAMUEL JOHNSON 

tice, and every sheet enabled him to write the next with 
more facility. The books of Fenton have very few altera- 
tions by the hand of Pope. Those of Broome have not 
been found; but Pope complained, as it is reported, that 
he had much trouble in correcting them. 

His contract with Lintot was the same as for the Iliad, 
except that only 1007 were to be paid him for each vol- 
ume. The number of subscribers were 574, and of copies 
819; so that his profit, when he paid his assistants, was 
still very considerable. The work was finished in 1725; 
and from that time he resolved to make no more trans- 
lations. 

The sale did not answer Lintot's expectation; and he 
then pretended to discover something of fraud in Pope, 
and commenced or threatened a suit in Chancery. 

On the English Odyssey a criticism was published 
[1727] by Spence, at that time Prelector of Poetry at 
Oxford; a man whose learning was not very great, and 
whose mind was not very powerful. His criticism, how- 
ever, was commonly just; what he thought, he thought 
rightly; and his remarks were recommended by his cool- 
ness and candour. In him Pope had the first experience 
of a critic without malevolence, who thought it as much 
his duty to display beauties as expose faults, who cen- 
sured with respect, and praised with alacrity. 

With this criticism Pope was so little offended that he 
sought the acquaintance of the writer, who lived with 
him from that time in great familiarity, attended him in 
his last hours, and compiled memorials of his conversa- 
tion. The regard of Pope recommended him to the great 
and powerful; and he obtained very valuable prefer* 
ments in the Church. 

Not long after [Sept. 1726] Pope was returning home 
from a visit in a friend's coach, which, in passing a 
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bridge, was overturned into the water; the windows 
were closed, and being unable to force them open, he 
was in danger of immediate death, when the postilion 
snatched him out by breaking the glass, of which the 
fragments cut two of his fingers in such a manner that he 
lost their use. 

Voltaire, who was then in England, sent him a letter 
of consolation. He had been entertained by Pope at his 
table, where he talked with so much grossness that Mrs. 
Pope was driven from the room. Pope discovered by a 
trick that he was a spy for the Court, and never con- 
sidered him as a man worthy of confidence. 

He soon afterwards (1727) joined with Swift, who 
was then in England, to publish three volumes of Mis- 
cellanies, in which amongst other things he inserted the 
“Memoirs of a Parish Clerk,” in ridicule of Burnet’s im- 
portance in his own History, and a “Debate upon Black 
and White Horses,” written in all the formalities of a 
legal process by the assistance, as is said, of Mr. For- 
tescue, afterwards Master of the Rolls. Before these Mis- 
cellanies is a Preface signed by Swift and Pope, but 
apparently written by Pope; in which he makes a ridicu- 
lous and romantic complaint of the robberies committed 
upon authors by the clandestine seizure and sale of their 
papers. He tells in tragic strains how “the cabinets of the 
sick and the closets of the dead have been broken open 
and ransacked”; as if those violences were often com- 
mitted for papers of uncertain and accidental value, 
which are rarely provoked by real treasures; as if epi- 
grams and essays were in danger where gold and dia- 
monds are safe. A cat hunted for his musk is, according 
to Pope's account, but the emblem of a wit winded by 
booksellers. 

His complaint, however, received some attestation; 
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for the same year the letters written by him to Mr. 
Cromwell, in his youth, were sold by Mrs. Thomas to 
Curll, who printed them. 

In these Miscellanies was first published the “Art of 
Sinking in Poetry,” which, by such a train of conse- 
quences as usually passes in literary quarrels, gave in a 
short time, according to Popes account, occasion to 
“The Dunciad.” 

In the following year (1728) he began to put Atter- 
bury s advice in practice, and showed his satirical powers 
by publishing “The Dunciad,” one of his greatest and 
most elaborate performances, in which he endeavoured 
to sink into contempt all the writers by whom he had 
been attacked, and some others whom he thought un- 
able to defend themselves. 

At the head of the Dunces he placed poor Theobald, 
whorr he accused of ingratitude, but whose real crime 
was supposed to be that of having revised Shakespeare 
mor. happily than himself. This satire had the effect 
which he intended, by blasting the characters which it 
touched. Ralph, who, unnecessarily interposing in the 
quarrel, got a place in a subsequent edition, complained 
that for a time he was in danger of starving, as the book- 
sellers had no longer any confidence in his capacity. 

The prevalence of this poem was gradual and slow: 
the plan, if not wholly new, was little understood by 
common readers. Many of the allusions required illustra- 
tion; the names were often expressed only by the initial 
and final letters, and, if they had been printed at length, 
were such as few had known or recollected. The subject 
itself had nothing generally interesting, for whom did 
it concern to know that one or another scribbler was a 
dunce? If therefore it had been possible for those who 
were attacked to conceal their pain and their resent- 
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ment, “The DunciacT might have made its way very 
slowly in the world. 

This, however, was not to be expected: every man is 
of importance to himself, and, therefore, in his own opin- 
ion, to others; and, supposing the world already ac- 
quainted with all his pleasures and his pains, is perhaps 
the first to publish injuries or misfortunes which had 
lever been known unless related by himself, and at 
which those that hear them will only laugh, for no man 
sympathises with the sorrows of vanity. 

The history of “The Dunciad” is very minutely related 
by Pope himself, in a Dedication which he wrote to Lord 
Middlesex in the name of Savage: 

“I will relate the war of the ‘Dunces’ (for so it has 
been commonly called), which began in the year 1727, 
and ended in 1730. 

“When Dr. Swift and Mr. Pope thought it proper^ for 
reasons specified in the Preface to their Miscellanie, n to 
publish such little pieces of theirs as had casually j*ot 
abroad, there was added to them the ‘Treatise of tlje 
Bathos/ or the ‘Ant of Sinking in Poetry/ It happened 
that in one chapter of this piece the several species of 
bad poets w r ere ranged in classes, to which were prefixed 
almost all the letters of the alphabet (the greatest part 
of them at random) ; but such was the number of poets 
eminent in that art, that some one or other took every 
letter to himself: all fell into so violent a fury, that, for 
half a year or more, the common newspapers (in most 
of which they had some property, as being hired writers) 
were filled with the most abusive falsehoods and scur- 
rilities they could possibly devise; a liberty no way to 
be wondered at in those people, and in those papers, 
that for many years, during the uncontrolled licence of 
the press, had aspersed almost all the great characters of 
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the age; and this with impunity, their own persons and 

names being utterly secret and obscure. 

‘This gave Mr. Pope the thought that he had now 
some opportunity of doing good, by detecting and drag- 
ging into light these common enemies of mankind; 
since, to invalidate this universal slander, it sufficed to 
show what contemptible men were the authors of it. He 
was not without hopes, that by manifesting the dullness 
of those who had only malice to recommend them, either 
the booksellers would not find their account in employ- 
ing them, or the men themselves, when discovered, want 
courage to proceed in so unlawful an occupation. This it 
was that gave birth to The Dunciad'; and he thought it 
an happiness, that, by the late flood of slander on him- 
self, he had acquired such a peculiar right over their 
names as was necessary to this design. 

‘‘On the 12th of March, 1728-9, at St. James's, that 
poem was presented to the King and Queen (who had 
before been pleased to read it) by the Right Honourable 
Sir Robert Walpole; and some days after the whole im- 
pression was taken and dispersed by several noblemen 
and persons of the first distinction. 

“It is certainly a true observation, that no people are 
so impatient of censure as those who are the greatest 
slanderers, which was wonderfully exemplified on this 
occasion. On the day the book was first vended, a crowd 
of authors besieged the shop; entreaties, advices, threats 
of law and battery, nay cries of treason, were all em- 
ployed to hinder the coming out of The Dunciad’; on 
the other side the booksellers and hawkers made as great 
efforts to procure it. What could a few poor authors do 
against so great a majority as the public? There was no 
stopping a torrent with a finger; so out it came. 

“Many ludicrous circumstances attended it. The 
‘Dunces' (for by this name they were called) held 
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weekly clubs to consult of hostilities against the author: 
one wrote a letter to a great minister, assuring him Mr. 
Pope was the greatest enemy the Government had; and 
another brought his image in clay to execute him in 
effigy; with which sad sort of satisfaction the gentlemen 
were a little comforted. 

“Some false editions of the book having an owl in 
their frontispiece, the true one, to distinguish it, fixed in 
his stead an ass laden with authors. Then another sur- 
reptitious one being printed with the same ass, the new 
edition in octavo returned for distinction to the owl 
again. Hence arose a great contest of booksellers against 
booksellers, and advertisements against advertisements; 
some recommending the edition of the owl, and others 
the edition of the ass; by which names they came to be 
distinguished, to the great honour also of the gentlemen 
of ‘The Dunciad/ ” 

Pope appears by this narrative to have contemplated 
his victory over the “Dunces” with great exultation; and 
such was his delight in the tumult which he had raised, 
that for a while his natural sensibility was suspended, 
and he read reproaches and invectives without emotion, 
considering them only as the necessary effects of that 
pain which he rejoiced in having given. 

It cannot, however, be concealed that, by his own 
confession, he was the aggressor; for nobody believes 
that the letters in the “Bathos” were placed at random; 
and it may be discovered that, when he thinks himself 
concealed, he indulges the common vanity of common 
men, and triumphs in those distinctions which he had 
affected to despise. He is proud that his book was pre- 
sented to the King and Queen by the Right Honourable 
Sir Robert Walpole; he is proud that they had read it 
before; he is proud that the edition was taken off by the 
nobility and persons of the first distinction. 
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The edition of which he speaks was, I believe, that 
which, by telling in the text the names, and in the notes 
the characters of those whom he had satirised, was made 
intelligible and diverting. The critics had now declared 
their approbation of the plan, and the common reader 
began to like it without fear; those who were strangers 
to petty literature, and therefore unable to decipher ini- 
tials and blanks, had now names and persons brought 
within their view'; and delighted in the visible effect of 
those shafts of malice which they had hitherto contem- 
plated as shot into the air. 

Dennis, upon the fresh provocation now given him, 
renewed the enmity w hich had for a time been appeased 
by mutual civilities; and published [1728] remarks, 
which he had till then suppressed, upon “The Rape of 
the Lock.” Many more grumbled in secret, or vented 
their resentment in the newspapers by epigrams or in- 
vectives. 

Ducket, indeed, being mentioned as loving Burnet 
with “pious passion,” pretended that his moral character 
was injured, and for some time declared his resolution to 
take vengeance with a cudgel. But Pope appeased him 
by changing “pious passion” to “cordial friendship,” and 
by a note, in which he vehemently disclaims the malig- 
nity of meaning imputed to the first expression. 

Aaron Hill, who was represented as diving for the 
prize, expostulated with Pope, in a manner so much 
superior to all mean solicitation, that Pope was reduced 
to sneak and shuffle, sometimes to deny, and sometimes 
to apologise; he first endeavours to wound, and then is 
afraid to own that he meant a blow. 

“The Dunciad,” in the complete edition, is addressed 
to Dr. Swift: of the notes, part were written by Dr. 
Arbuthnot, and an apologetical letter was prefixed, 
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signed by Cleland, but supposed to have been written 
by Pope. 

After this general war upon Dullness, he seems to 
have indulged himself awhile in tranquillity; but his 
subsequent productions prove that he was not idle. He 
published (1731) a poem on “Taste/’ in which he very 
particularly and severely criticises the house, the furni- 
ture, the gardens, and the entertainments of Timon, a 
man of great wealth and little taste. By Timon he was 
universally supposed, and by the Earl of Burlington, to 
whom the poem is addressed, was privately said, to 
mean the Duke of Chandos; a man perhaps too much 
delighted with pomp and show, but of a temper kind 
and beneficent, and who had consequently the voice of 
the public in his favour. 

A violent outcry was therefore raised against the in- 
gratitude and treachery of Pope, who was said to have 
been indebted to the patronage of Chandos for a present 
of a thousand pounds, and who gained the opportunity 
of insulting him by the kindness of his invitation. 

The receipt of a thousand pounds Pope publicly de- 
nied; but from the reproach which the attack on a char- 
acter so amiable brought upon him, he tried all means 
of escaping. The name of Cleland was again employed 
in an apology, by which no man was satisfied; and he 
was at last reduced to shelter his temerity behind dis- 
simulation, and endeavour to make that disbelieved 
which he never had confidence openly to deny. He 
wrote an exculpatory letter to the Duke, which was an- 
swered with great magnanimity, as by a man who ac- 
cepted his excuse without believing his professions. He 
said, that to have ridiculed his taste, or his buildings, 
had been an indifferent action in another man; but that 
in Pope, after the reciprocal kindness that had been 
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exchanged between them, it had been less easily 

excused. 

Pope, in one of his letters, complaining of the treat- 
ment which his poem had found, “owns that such critics 
can intimidate him, nay, almost persuade him to write 
no more, which is a compliment this age deserves.” The 
man who threatens the world is always ridiculous; for 
the world can easily go on without him, and in a short 
time will cease to miss him. I have heard of an idiot who 
used to revenge his vexations by lying all night upon the 
bridge. “There is nothing,” says Juvenal, “that a man will 
not believe in his own favour.” Pope had been flattered 
till he thought himself one of the moving powers in the 
system of life. When he talked of laying down his pen, 
those who sat round him intreated and implored; and 
self-love did not suffer him to suspect that they went 
away and laughed. * 

The following year [4th Dec., 1732] deprived him of 
Gay, a man whom he had known early, and whom he 
seemed to love with more tenderness than any other of 
his literary friends. Pope was now forty-four years old; 
an age at which the mind begins less easily to admit new 
confidence, and the will to grow less flexible, and when, 
therefore, the departure of an old friend is very acutely 
felt. 

In the next year [7th June, 1733] he lost his mother, 
not by an unexpected death, for she had lasted to the 
age of ninety-three; but she did not die unlamented. The 
filial piety of Pope was in the highest degree amiable 
and exemplary; his parents had the happiness of living 
till he was at the summit of poetical reputation, till he 
was at ease in his fortune, and without a rival in his 
fame, and found no diminution of his respect or tender- 
ness. Whatever was his pride, to them he was obedient; 
and whatever was his irritability, to them he was gentle. 
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Life has, among its soothing and quiet comforts, few 
things better to give than such a son. 

One of the passages of Pope's life which seems to de- 
serve some inquiry was a publication of Letters between 
him and many of his friends, which falling into the 
hands of Curll, a rapacious bookseller of no good fame, 
were by him [May 1735] printed and sold. This volume 
containing some letters from noblemen. Pope incited a 
prosecution against him in the House of Lords for 
breach of privilege, and attended himself to stimulate 
the resentment of his friends. Curll appeared at the bar, 
and, knowing himself in no great danger, spoke of Pope 
with very little reverence. “He has/' said Curll, “a knack 
at versifying, but in prose I think myself a match for 
him.” When the orders of the House were examined, 
none of them appeared to have been infringed; Curll 
went away triumphant; and Pope was left to seek some 
other remedy. 

CurlFs account was, that one evening a man in a 
clergyman's gown, but with a lawyer’s band, brought 
and offered for sale a number of printed volumes, which 
he found to be Pope’s epistolary correspondence; that he 
asked no name, and was told none, but gave the price 
demanded, and thought himself authorised to use his 
purchase to his own advantage. 

That Curll gave a true account of the transaction, it is 
reasonable to believe, because no falsehood was ever 
detected; and when some years afterwards I mentioned 
it to Lintot, the son of Bernard, he declared his opinion 
to be, that Pope knew ? better than anybody else how 
Curll obtained the copies, because another parcel was 
at the same time sent to himself, for which no price had 
ever been demanded, and he made known his resolution 
not to pay a porter, and consequently not to deal with a 
nameless agent. 
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Such care had been taken to make them public, that 
they were sent at once to two booksellers: to Curll, who 
was likely to seize them as prey; and to Lintot, who 
might be expected to give Pope information of the seem- 
ing injury. Lintot, I believe, did nothing, and Curll did 
what was expected. That to make them public was the 
only purpose may be reasonably supposed, because the 
numbers offered to sale by the private messengers 
showed that hope of gain could not have been the mo- 
tive of the impression. 

It seems that Pope, being desirous of printing his let- 
ters, and not knowing how’ to do, without imputation of 
vanity, w’hat has in this country been done very rarely, 
contrived an appearance of compulsion; that when he 
could complain drat his letters w’ere surreptitiously pub- 
lished, he might decently and defensively publish them 
himself. 

Pope's private correspondence, thus promulgated, 
filled the nation with praises of his candour, tenderness, 
and benevolence, the purity of his purposes, and the 
fidelity of his friendship. There were some letters winch 
a very good or a very wise man would wish suppressed, 
but, as they had been already exposed, it was imprac- 
ticable now to retract them. 

From the perusal of those Letters, Mr. Allen first con- 
ceived the desire of knowing him; and with so much zeal 
did he cultivate the friendship w’hich he had newly 
formed, that when Pope told his purpose of vindicating 
his own property by a genuine edition, he offered to pay 
the cost. 

This, however, Pope did not accept; but in time so- 
licited a subscription for a quarto volume, which ap- 
peared (1737), I believe, with sufficient profit. In the 
Preface he tells that his Letters were reposited in a 
friend's library, said to be the Earl of Oxford's, and that 
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the copy thence stolen was sent to the press. The story 
was doubtless received with different degrees of credit. 
It may be suspected that the Preface to the Miscellanies 
was written to prepare the public for such an incident; 
and, to strengthen this opinion, James Worsdale, a 
painter, who was employed in clandestine negotiations, 
but whose veracity was very doubtful, declared that he 
was the messenger who carried, by Popes direction, the 
books to Curll. 

When they were thus published and avowed, as they 
had relation to recent facts and persons either then liv- 
ing or not yet forgotten, they may be supposed to have 
found readers; but, as the facts were minute, and the 
characters, being either private or literary, were little 
known or little regarded, they awaked no popular kind- 
ness or resentment; the book never became much the 
subject of conversation; some read it as a contemporary 
history, and some perhaps as a model of epistolary lan- 
guage; but those who read it did not talk of it. Not much 
therefore was added by it to fame or envy; nor do I re- 
member that it produced either public praise or public 
censure. 

It had, however, in some degree the recommendation 
of novelty. Our language has few Letters, except those 
of statesmen. Howel, indeed, about a century ago, pub- 
lished his Letters, which are commended by Morhoff, 
and which alone of his hundred volumes continue his 
memory. Loveday’s Letters were printed only once; those 
of Herbert and Suckling are hardly known. Mrs. Phil- 
lips’s [Orinda’s] are equally neglected; and those of 
Walsh seem written as exercises, and were never sent 
to any living mistress or friend. Pope’s epistolary excel- 
lence had an open field; he had no English rival, living 
or dead. 

Pope is seen in this collection as connected with the 
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other contemporary wits, and ceitainly suffers no dis- 
grace in the comparison: but it must be remembered 
that he had the power of favouring himself; he might 
have originally had publication in his mind, and have 
written with care, or have afterwards selected those 
which he had most happily conceived, or most diligently 
laboured: and I know not whether there does not ap- 
pear something more studied and artificial in his pio- 
ductions than the rest, except one long letter by Boling- 
broke, composed with all the skill and industry of a 
professed author. It is indeed not easy to distinguish 
affectation from habit; he that has once studiously 
formed a style, rarely writes afterwards with complete 
ease. Pope may be said to write always with his reputa- 
tion in his head; Swift perhaps like a man who remem- 
bered that he was writing to Pope; but Arbuthnot like 
one who lets thoughts drop from his pen as they rise into 
his mind. 

Before these Letters appeared, he published the first 
part of what he persuaded himself to think a system of 
ethics, under the title of an “Essay on Man”; which, if 
his Letter to Swift (of Sept. 14, 1725) be rightly ex- 
plained by the commentator, had been eight years under 
his consideration, and of which he seems to have desired 
the success with great solicitude. He had now many 
open and doubtless many secret enemies. The “Dunces” 
were yet smarting with the war; and the superiority 
which he publicly arrogated disposed the world to wish 
his humiliation. 

All this he knew, and against all this he provided. His 
own name, and that of his friend to whom the work is 
inscribed [Lord Bolingbroke], were in the first editions 
carefully suppressed; and the poem, being of a new kind, 
was ascribed .to one or another, as favour determined or 
conjecture wandered: it was given, says Warburton, to 
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every man except him only who could write it. Those 
who like only when they like the author, and who are 
under the dominion of a name, condemned it; and those 
admired it who are willing to scatter praise at random, 
which while it is unappropriated excites no envy. Those 
friends of Pope that were trusted with the secret went 
about lavishing honours on the new-born poet, and hint- 
ing that Pope was never so much in danger from any 
former rival. 

To those authors whom he had personally offended, 
and to those whose opinion the world considered as 
decisive, and whom he suspected of envy or malevo- 
lence, he sent his Essay as a present before publication, 
that they might defeat their own enmity ” by praises 
which they could not afterwards decently retract. 

With these precautions, in 1732 was published the 
first part of the “Essay on Man.” There had been for 
some time a report that Pope was busy upon a System 
of Morality; but this design was not discovered in the 
new poem, which had a form and a title with which its 
readers were unacquainted. Its reception was not uni- 
form: some thought it a very imperfect piece, though 
not without good lines. While the author was unknowm, 
some, as will always happen, favoured him as an ad- 
venturer, and some censured him as an intruder; but all 
thought him above neglect; the sale increased, and edi- 
tions were multiplied. 

The subsequent editions of the first Epistle exhibited 
two memorable corrections. At first, the poet and his 
friend 

Expatiate freely o'er this scene of man, 

A mighty maze of walks without a plan. 

For which he wrote afterwards: 

A mighty maze, hut not without a plan: 
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for, if there was no plan, it was in vain to describe or to 

trace the maze. 

The other alteration was of these lines: 

And spite of pride, and in thtj reasons spite , 

One truth is clear, \vhate\er is, is right: 

but having afterwards disco veied, or been shown, that 
the “truth” which subsisted “m spite of reason” could 
not be very “clear,” he substituted: 

And spite of pride, in erring reasons spite. 

To such ovei sights will the most vigorous mind be 
liable when it is employed at once upon argument and 
poetry. 

The second and third Epistles were published; and 
Pope was, I believe, more and more suspected of writing 
them: at last, in 1734, he avowed the fourth, and 
claimed the honour of a moral poet. 

In the conclusion it is sufficiently acknowledged that 
the doctrine of the “Essay on Man” was received from 
Bolingbroke, who is said to have ridiculed Pope, among 
those who enjoyed his confidence, as having adopted 
and advanced principles of which he did not perceive 
the consequence, and as blindly propagating opinions 
contrary to his own. That those communications had 
been consolidated into a scheme regularly drawn, and 
delivered to Pope, from whom it returned only trans- 
formed from prose to verse, has been reported, but 
hardly can be true. The “Essay” plainly appears the fab- 
ric of a poet: what Bolingbroke supplied could be only 
the first principles; the order, illustration, and embellish- 
ments must all be Pope's. 

These principles it is not my business to clear from 
obscurity, dogmatism, or falsehood; but they were not 
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immediately examined; philosophy and poetry have not 
often the same readers; and the “Essay” abounded in 
splendid amplifications and sparkling sentences, which 
were read and admired with no great attention to their 
ultimate purpose; its flowers caught the eye which did 
not see what the gay foliage concealed, and for a time 
flourished in the sunshine of universal approbation. So 
little was any evil tendency discovered, that, as inno- 
cence is unsuspicious, many read it for a manual of 
piety. 

Its reputation soon invited a translator. It was first 
turned into French prose, and afterwards by Resnel into 
verse. Both translations fell into the hands of Crousaz, 
who first, when he had the version in prose, wrote a 
general censure, and afterwards reprinted ResneFs ver- 
sion, with particular remarks upon every paragraph. 

Crousaz was a professor of Switzerland, eminent for 
his treatise of Logic, and his Examen de Pyrrhonisme , 
and, however little known or regarded here, was no 
mean antagonist. His mind was one of those in which 
philosophy and piety are happily united. He was ac- 
customed to argument and disquisition, and perhaps was 
grown too desirous of detecting faults; but his intentions 
were always right, his opinions were solid, and his re- 
ligion pure. 

His incessant vigilance for the promotion of piety dis- 
posed him to look with distrust upon all metaphysical 
systems of theology, and all schemes of virtue and hap- 
piness purely rational; and therefore it was not long be- 
fore he was persuaded that the positions of Pope, as 
they terminated for the most part in natural religion, 
were intended to draw mankind away from revelation, 
and to represent the whole course of things as a neces- 
sary concatenation of indissoluble fatality: and it is un- 
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deniable that, in many passages, a religious eye may 
easily discover expressions not very favourable to morals 
or to liberty. 

About this time Warburton began to make his appear- 
ance in the first ranks of learning. He was a man of 
vigorous faculties, a mind fervid and vehement, sup- 
plied by incessant and unlimited inquiry, with wonder- 
ful extent and variety of knowledge, which yet had not 
oppressed his imagination nor clouded his perspicacity. 
To every work he brought a memory full fraught, to- 
gether with a fancy fertile of original combinations, and 
at once exerted the powers of the scholar, the reasoner, 
and the wit. But his knowledge was too multifarious to 
be always exact, and his pursuits too eager to be always 
cautious. His abilities gave him a haughty confidence, 
which he disdained to conceal or mollify; and his im- 
patience of opposition disposed him to treat his adver- 
saries with such contemptuous superiority as made his 
readers commonly his enemies, and excited against the 
advocate the wishes of some who favoured die cause. 
He seems to have adopted the Roman emperors deter- 
mination, oderint dinu Tnetuant ; he used no allurements 
of gentle language, but wished to compel rather than 
persuade. 

His style is copious without selection, and forcible 
without neatness; he took the words that presented them- 
selves; his diction is coarse and impure, and his sen- 
tences are unmeasured. 

He had in the early part of his life pleased himself 
with the notice of inferior wits, and corresponded with 
the enemies of Pope. A letter was produced, when he 
had perhaps himself forgotten it, in which he tells Con- 
canen, “Dryden, I observe, borrows for want of leisure, 
and Pope for want of genius; Milton out of pride, and 
Addison out of modesty.” And when [1733] Theobald 
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published Shakespeare, in opposition to Pope, the best 
notes were supplied by Warburton. 

But the time was now come when Warburton was to 
change his opinion; and Pope was to find a defender in 
him who had contributed so much to the exaltation of 
his rival. 

The arrogance of Warburton excited against him 
every artifice of offence, and therefore it may be sup- 
posed that his union with Pope was censured as hypo- 
critical inconstancy; but surely to think differently at 
different times of poetical merit may be easily allowed. 
Such opinions are often admitted, and dismissed, with- 
out nice examination. Who is there that has not found 
reason for changing his mind about questions of greater 
importance? 

Warburton, whatever was his motive, undertook, 
without solicitation, to rescue Pope from the talons of 
Crousaz, by freeing him from the imputation of favour- 
ing fatality, or rejecting revelation; and from month to 
month continued a vindication of the “Essay on Man” 
in the literary journal of that time called The Republic 
of Letters. 

Pope, who probably began to doubt the tendency of 
his own work, was glad that the positions, of which he 
perceived himself not to know the full meaning, could 
by any mode of interpretation be made to mean well. 
How much he was pleased with his gratuitous defender 
the following letter evidently shows: 

April 11, 1739. 

Sir, 

I have just received from Mr. R. two more of your letters. 
It is in the greatest hurry imaginable that I write this; but 
I cannot help thanking you in particular for your third letter, 
which is so extremely clear, short, and full, that I think Mr. 
Crousaz ought never to have another answerer, and deserved 
not so good an one. I can only say, you do him too much 
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honour, and me too much right, so odd as the expression 
seems; for you have made my system as clear as I ought to 
have done, and could not. It is indeed the same system as 
mine, but illustrated with a ray of your own, as they say our 
natural body is the same still when it is glorified. I am sure 
I like it better than I did before, and so will every man else. 
I know I meant just what you explain; but I did not explain 
my own meaning so well as you. You understand me as well 
as I do myself; but you express me better than I could ex- 
press myself. Prav accept the sincerest acknowledgments. 
I cannot but wish these letters were put together in one 
book, and intend (with your leave) to procure a translation 
of part, at least, or of all of them into French; but I shall 
not proceed a step without your consent and opinion, &c. 

By this fond and eager acceptance of an exculpatory 
comment, Pope testified that, whatever might be the 
seeming or real import of the principles which he had 
received from Bolingbroke, he had not intentionally at- 
tacked religion; and Bolingbioke, if he meant to make 
him, without his own consent, an instrument of mischief, 
found him now engaged, with his eyes open, on the side 
of truth. 

It is known that Bolingbroke concealed from Pope his 
real opinions. He once discovered them to Mr. Hooke, 
who related them again to Pope, and was told by him 
that he must have mistaken the meaning of what he 
heard; and Bolingbroke, when Pope’s uneasiness incited 
him to desire an explanation, declared that Hooke had 
misunderstood him. 

Bolingbroke hated Warburton, who had drawn his 
pupil from him; and a little before Popes death they 
had a dispute, from which they parted with mutual 
aversion. 

From this time Pope lived in the closest intimacy with 
his commentator, and amply rewarded his kindness and 
his zeal; for he introduced him to Mr. Murray, by whose 
interest he became preacher at Lincoln s Inn, and to Mr. 
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Allen, who gave him his niece and his estate, and by 
consequence a bishopric. When he died, he left him the 
property of his works, a legacy which may be reasonably 
estimated at 4000Z. 

Pope's fondness for the “Essay on Man” appeared by 
his desire of its propagation. Dobson, who had gained 
reputation by his version of Prior's “Solomon,” was em- 
ployed by him to translate it into Latin verse, and was 
for that purpose some time at Twickenham; but he left 
his work, whatever was the reason, unfinished, and, by 
Benson's invitation, undertook the longer task of Para- 
dise Lost. Pope then desired his friend to find a scholar 
who should turn his Essay into Latin prose, but no such 
performance has ever appeared. 

Pope lived at this time among the great , with that 
reception and respect to which his works entitled him, 
and which he had not impaired by any private miscon- 
duct or factitious partiality. Though Bolingbroke was his 
friend, Walpole was not his enemy, but treated him with 
so much consideration as, at his request, to solicit and 
obtain [1728] from the French Minister an abbey for 
Mr. Southcott, whom he considered himself as obliged 
to reward, by this exertion of his interest, for the benefit 
which he had received from his attendance in a long 
illness. 

It was said that, when the Court was at Richmond, 
Queen Caroline had declared her intention to visit him. 
This may have been only a careless effusion, thought on 
no more: the report of such notice, however, was soon 
in many mouths; and if I do not forget or misapprehend 
Savage's account, Pope, pretending to decline what was 
not yet offered, left his house for a time, not, I suppose, 
for any other reason than lest he should be thought to 
stay at home in expectation of an honour which would 
not be conferred. He was therefore angry at Swift, who 
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represents him as “refusing the visits of a Queen,” be- 
cause he knew that what had never been offered had 
never been refused. 

Beside the general system of morality, supposed to 
be contained in the “Essay on Man,” it was his intention 
to write distinct poems upon the different duties or con- 
ditions of life; one of which is the Epistle to Lord 
Bathurst (1732) on the “Use of Riches,” a piece on 
which he declared great labour to have been bestowed. 

Into this poem some hints are historically thrown, and 
some known characters are introduced, with others of 
which it is difficult to say how far they are real or ficti- 
tious: but the praise of Kyrle, the Man of Ross, deserves 
particular examination, who, after a long and pompous 
enumeration of his public works and private charities, 
is said to have diffused all those blessings from five 
hundred a year. Wonders are willingly told, and will- 
ingly heard. The truth is, that Kyrle was a man of 
known integrity and active benevolence, by whose so- 
licitation the wealthy were persuaded to pay contribu- 
tions to his charitable schemes; this influence he ob- 
tained by an example of liberality exerted to the utmost 
extent of his power, and was thus enabled to give 
more than he had. This account Mr. Victor received 
from the minister of the place, and I have preserved it, 
that the praise of a good man, being made more credi- 
ble, may be more solid. Narrations of romantic and im- 
practicable virtue will be read with wonder, , but that 
which is unattainable is recommended in vain: that 
good may be endeavoured, it must be shown to be pos- 
sible. 

This is the only piece in which the author has given a 
hint of his religion by ridiculing the ceremony of burn- 
ing the Pope, and by mentioning with some indignation 
the inscription on the Monument. 
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When this poem was first published, the dialogue, 
having no letters of direction, was perplexed and ob- 
scure. Pope seems to have written with no very distinct 
idea, for he calls that an ‘‘Epistle to Bathurst,” in which 
Bathurst is introduced as speaking. 

He afterwards (1733) inscribed to Lord Cobham his 
“Characters of Men,” written with close attention to the 
operations of the mind and modifications of life. In this 
poem he has endeavoured to establish and exemplify his 
favourite theory of the ruling passion , by which he 
means an original direction of desire to some particular 
object, an innate affection which gives all action a de- 
terminate and invariable tendency, and operates upon 
the whole system of life, either openly, or more secredy 
by the intervention of some accidental or subordinate 
propension. 

Of any passion, thus innate and irresistible, the ex- 
istence may reasonably be doubted. Human characters 
are by no means constant; men change by change of 
place, of fortune, of acquaintance; he who is at one time 
a lover of pleasure, is at another a lover of money. Those 
indeed who attain any excellence commonly spend life 
in one pursuit; for excellence is not often gained upon 
easier terms. But to the particular species of excellence 
men are directed, not by an ascendant planet or pre- 
dominating humour, but by the first book which they 
read, some early conversation which they heard, or some 
accident which excited ardour and emulation. 

It must be at least allowed that this ruling passion , 
antecedent to reason and observation, must have an ob- 
ject independent of human contrivance, for there can be 
no natural desire of artificial good. No man therefore 
can be bom, in the strict acceptation, a lover of money, 
for he may be born where money does not exist: nor 
can he be born, in a moral sense, a lover of his country; 
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for society, politically regulated, is a state contradistin- 
guished from a state of nature, and any attention to that 
coalition of interests which makes the happiness of a 
country, is possible only to those whom inquiry and re- 
flection have enabled to comprehend it. 

This doctrine is in itself pernicious as well as false: its 
tendency is to produce the belief of a kind of moral 
predestination, or overruling piinciple which cannot be 
resisted; he that admits it, is prepared to comply with 
every desire that caprice or opportunity shall excite, and 
to flatter himself that he submits only to the lawful 
dominion of Nature, in obeying the resistless authority 
of his ruling passion. 

Pope has formed his theory with so little skill, that, in 
the examples by which he illustrates and confirms it, he 
has confounded passions, appetites, and habits. 

To the “Characters of Men” he added soon after 
[1735], in an Epistle supposed to have been addressed 
to Martha Blount, but which the last edition has taken 
from her, the “Characters of Women.” This poem, which 
was laboured with great diligence, and in the authors 
opinion with great success, was neglected at its first 
publication, as the commentator supposes, because the 
public was informed, by an advertisement, that it con- 
tained no character drawn from the life: an assertion 
which Pope probably did not expect or wish to have 
been believed, and which he soon gave his readers suffi- 
cient reason to distrust by telling them in a note that the 
work was imperfect, because part of his subject was 
vice too high to be yet exposed. 

The time, however, soon came in which it was safe to 
display the Duchess of Marlborough under the name of 
Atossa ; and her character was inserted with no great 
honour to the writer’s gratitude. 

He published from time to time (between 1733 and 
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1738) imitations of different poems of Horace, generally 
with his name, and once, as was suspected, without it. 
What he was upon moral principles ashamed to own, he 
ought to have suppressed. Of these pieces it is useless to 
settle the dates, as they had seldom much relation to the 
times, and perhaps had been long in his hands. 

This mode of imitation, in which the ancients are 
familiarised, by adapting their sentiments to modem 
topics, by making Horace say of Shakespeare what he 
originally said of Ennius, and accommodating his satires 
on Pantolabus and Nomentanus to the flatterers and 
prodigals of our own time, was first practised in the 
reign of Charles the Second by Oldham and Rochester; 
at least I remember no instances more ancient It is 
a kind of middle composition between translation and 
original design, which pleases when the thoughts are 
unexpectedly applicable, and the parallels lucky. It 
seems to have been Pope’s favourite amusement, for he 
has carried it farther than any former poet. 

He published likewise a revival, in smoother numbers, 
of Dr. Donne’s Satires , which was recommended to him 
by the Duke of Shrewsbury and the Earl of Oxford. 
They made no great impression on the pubjic. Pope 
seems to have known their imbecility, and therefore sup- 
pressed them while he was yet contending to rise in 
reputation, but ventured them when he thought their 
deficiencies more likely to be imputed to Donne than 
to himself. 

The “Epistle to Dr. Arbuthnot,” which seems to be 
derived in its first design from Boileau’s Address a son 
Esprit , was published in January 1734-5, about a month 
before the death of him to whom it is inscribed. It is to 
be regretted that either honour or pleasure should have 
been missed by Arbuthnot, — a man estimable for his 
learning, amiable for his life, and venerable for his piety. 
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Arbuthnot was a man of great comprehension, skilful 
in his profession, versed in the sciences, acquainted with 
ancient literature, and able to animate his mass of 
knowledge by a bright and active imagination; a scholar 
with great brilliance of wit; a wit who, in the crowd of 
life, retained and discovered a noble ardour of religious 
zeal. 

In this poem Pope seems to reckon with the public. 
He vindicates himself from censures, and with dignity, 
rather than arrogance, enforces his own claims to kind- 
ness and respect. 

Into this poem are interwoven several paragraphs 
which had been before printed as a fragment, and 
among them the satirical lines upon Addison, of which 
the last couplet has been twice corrected. It was at first: 

Who would not smile if such a man there be? 

Who would not laugh if Addison were he? 

Then: 


Who would not grieve if such a man there be? 

Who would not laugh if Addison were he? 

At last it is: 

Who but must laugh if such a man there be? 

Who would not weep if Atticus were he? 

He was at this time at open war with Lord Hervey, 
who had distinguished himself as a steady adherent to 
the Ministry, and being offended with a contemptuous 
answer to one of his pamphlets, had summoned Pulteney 
to a duel. Whether he or Pope made the first attack 
perhaps cannot now be easily known; he had written an 
invective against Pope, whom he calls, “Hard as thy 
heart, and as thy birth obscure,” and hints that his father 
was a hatter. To this Pope wrote a reply in verse and 
prose; the verses are in this poem, and the prose, though 
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it was never sent, is printed among Iris Letters, but to 
a cool reader of the present time exhibits nothing but 
tedious malignity. 

His last Satires, of the general kind, were two Dia- 
logues, named, from the year in which they were pub- 
lished, Seventeen Hundred and Thirty-eight . In these 
poems many are praised and many are reproached. Pope 
was then entangled in the Opposition; a follower of the 
Prince of Wales, who dined at his house, and the friend 
of many who obstructed and censured the conduct of 
the Ministers. His political partiality was too plainly 
shown; he forgot the prudence with which he passed, in 
his earlier years, uninjured and unoffending, through 
much more violent conflicts of faction. 

In the first Dialogue, having an opportunity of prais- 
ing Allen of Bath, he asked his leave to mention him as 
a man not illustrious by any merit of his ancestors, and 
called him in his verses “low-born Allen.” Men are sel- 
dom satisfied with praise introduced or followed by any 
mention of defect. Allen seems not to have taken any 
pleasure in his epithet, which was afterwards softened 
into ‘liumble Allen.” 

In the second Dialogue he took some liberty with one 
of the Foxes, among others; which Fox, in a reply to 
Lyttelton, took an opportunity of repaying, by reproach- 
ing him with the friendship of a lampooner, who scat- 
tered his ink without fear or decency, and against whom 
he hoped the resentment of the Legislature would 
quickly be discharged. 

About this time [1739] Paul Whitehead, a small poet, 
was summoned before the Lords for a poem called Man- 
ners, together with Dodsley, his publisher. Whitehead, 
who hung loose upon society, sculked and escaped; but 
Dodsley’s shop and family made his appearance neces- 
sary. He was, however, soon^ dismissed; and the whole 



596 SAMUEL JOHNSON 

process was probably intended rather to intimidate Pope 

than to punish Whitehead. 

Pope never afterwards attempted to join the patriot 
with the poet, nor drew his pen upon statesmen. That 
he desisted from his attempts of reformation is imputed 
by his commentator to his despair of prevailing over the 
corruption of the time. He was not likely to have been 
ever of opinion that the dread of his satire would coun- 
tervail the love of power or of money; he pleased him- 
self with being important and formidable, and gratified 
sometimes his pride, and sometimes his resentment; till 
at last he began to think he should be more safe if he 
were less busy. 

The Memoirs of Scriblerus , published about this time, 
extend only to the first book of a work projected in con- 
cert by Pope, Swift, and Arbuthnot, who used to meet 
in the time of Queen Anne, and denominated them- 
selves the “Scriblerus Club.” Their purpose was to cen- 
sure the abuses of learning by a fictitious Life of an in- 
fatuated Scholar. They were dispersed; the design was 
never completed; and Warburton laments its miscar- 
riage as an event very disastrous to polite letters. 

If the whole may be estimated by this specimen, 
which seems to be the production of Arbuthnot, with a 
few touches perhaps by Pope, the want of more will not 
be much lamented; for the follies which the writer ridi- 
cules are so little practised, that they are not known: 
nor can the satire be understood but by the learned; he 
raises phantoms of absurdity, and then drives them 
away. He cures diseases that were never felt. 

For this reason this joint production of three great 
writers has never obtained any notice from mankind; it 
has been little read, or when read has been forgotten, as 
no man could be wiser, better, or merrier by remember- 
ing it. 



ALEXANDER POPE 597 

The design cannot boast of much originality; for be- 
sides its general resemblance to Don Quixote, there will 
be found in it particular imitations of the History of Mr. 
Ouffle. 

Swift carried so much of it into Ireland as supplied 
him with hints for his travels; and with those the world 
might have been contented, though the rest had been 
suppressed. 

Pope had sought for images and sentiments in a re- 
gion not known to have been explored by many other of 
the English writers; he had consulted the modern writers 
of Latin poetry, a class of authors whom Boileau en- 
deavoured to bring into contempt, and who are too 
generally neglected. Pope, however, was not ashamed of 
their acquaintance, nor ungrateful for the advantages 
which he might have derived from it. A small selection 
from the Italians who wrote in Latin had been published 
at London, about the latter end of the last century, by 
a man who concealed his name, but whom his Preface 
shows to have been well qualified for his undertaking. 
This collection Pope amplified by more than half, and 
(1740) published it in tw T o volumes, but injuriously 
omitted his predecessor’s Preface. To these books, which 
had nothing but the mere text, no regard was paid, the 
authors were still neglected, and the editor was neither 
praised nor censured. 

He did not sink into idleness; he had planned a work, 
which he considered as subsequent to his “Essay on Man,” 
of which he has given this account to Dr. Swift: 

March 25, 1736. 

If ever I write more Epistles in verse, one of them shall be 
addressed to you. I have long concerted it, and begun it; but 
I would make what bears your name as finished as my last 
work ought to be, that is to say, more finished than any of 
the rest. The subject is large, and will divide into four Epis- 
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ties, which naturally follow the Essay on Man , viz. — 1. Of 
the Extent and Limits of Human Reason and Science. 2. A 
View of the Useful and therefore Attainable, and of the Un- 
useful and therefore Unattainable Arts. 3. Of the Nature, 
Ends, Application, and Use of different Capacities. 4. Of the 
Use of Learning, of the Science, of the World, and of Wit. 
It will conclude with a Satire against the misapplication of 
all these, exemplified by Pictures, Characters, and Examples. 

This work, in its full extent, being now afflicted with 
an asthma, and finding the powers of life gradually de- 
clining, he had no longer courage to undertake; but, 
from the materials which he had provided, he added, 
at Warburton’s request, another book to “The Dunciad,” 
of which the design is to ridicule such studies as are 
either hopeless or useless, as either pursue what is un- 
attainable, or what, if it be attained, is of no use. 

When this book w r as printed (March 1742) the laurel 
had been for some time upon the head of Cibber; a man 
whom it cannot be supposed that Pope could regard 
with much kindness or esteem, though in one of the 
Imitations of Horace he has liberally enough praised 
“The Careless Husband.” In “The Dunciad,” among other 
worthless scribblers, he had mentioned Cibber; who, in 
his Apology , complains of the great poet’s unkindness 
as more injurious, “because, 1 ” says he, “I never have of- 
fended him.” 

It might have been expected that Pope should have 
been, in some degree, mollified by this submissive gen- 
tleness, but no such consequence appeared. Though he 
condescended to commend Cibber once, he mentioned 
him afterwards contemptuously in one of his satires, and 
again in his “Epistle to Arbuthnot”; and in the fourth 
book of “The Dunciad” attacked him with acrimony, to 
which the provocation is not easily discoverable. Per- 
haps he imagined that, in ridiculing the laureat, he 
satirised those by whom the laurel had been given, and 
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gratified that ambitious petulance with which he af- 
fected to insult the great. 

The severity of this satire left Cibber no longer any 
patience. He had confidence enough in his own powers 
to believe that he could disturb the quiet of his adver- 
sary, and doubtless did not want instigators, who, with- 
out any care about the victory, desired to amuse them- 
selves by looking on the contest. He therefore gave the 
town a pamphlet, in which he declares his resolution 
from that time never to bear another blow without re- 
turning it, and to tire out his adversary by perseverance, 
if he cannot conquer him by strength. 

The incessant and unappeasable malignity of Pope he 
imputes to a very distant cause. After the Three Hours 
after Marriage had been driven off the stage by the 
offence which the mummy and crocodile gave the audi- 
ence, while the exploded scene was yet fresh in memory, 
it happened that Cibber played Bayes in The Rehearsal; 
and, as it had been usual to enliven the part by the 
mention of any recent theatrical transactions, he said 
that he once thought to have introduced his lovers dis- 
guised in a mummy and a crocodile. “This,” says he, 
“was received with loud claps, which indicated con- 
tempt of the play.” Pope, who was behind the scenes, 
meeting him as he left the stage, attacked him, as he says, 
with all the virulence of a “wit out of his senses”; to 
which he replied, “that he would take no other notice 
of what was said by so particular a man, than to declare, 
that, as often as he played that part, he would repeat the 
same provocation.” 

He shows his opinion to be, that Pope was one of the 
authors of the play which he so zealously defended; and 
adds an idle story of Pope’s behaviour at a tavern. 

The pamphlet was written with little power of 
thought or language, and, if suffered to remain without 
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notice, would have been veiy soon forgotten. Pope had 
now been enough acquainted with human life to know, 
if his passion had not been too powerful for his under- 
standing, that, from a contention like his with Cibber, 
the world seeks nothing but diversion, which is given 
at the expense of the higher character. When Cibber 
lampooned Pope, curiosity was excited; what Pope 
would say of Cibber nobody inquired, but in hope that 
Pope's asperity might betray his pain and lessen his 
dignity. 

He should therefoie have suffered the pamphlet to 
flutter and die, without confessing that it stung him. 
The dishonour of being shown as Cibber’s antagonist 
could never be compensated by the victory. Cibber had 
nothing to lose: when Pope had exhausted all his malig- 
nity upon him, he would rise in the esteem both of his 
friends and his enemies. Silence only could have made 
him despicable; the blow which did not appear to be 
felt would have been struck in vain. 

But Pope’s irascibility prevailed, and he resolved to 
tell the whole English world that he was at war with 
Cibber; and to show that he thought him no common 
adversary, he prepared no common vengeance; he pub- 
lished [October 1743] a new edition of “The Dunciad,” 
in which he degraded Theobald from his painful pre- 
eminence, and enthroned Cibber in his stead. Unhap- 
pily the two heroes were of opposite characters, and 
Pope was unwilling to lose what he had already written; 
he has therefore depraved his poem by giving to Cibber 
the old books, the cold pedantry, and sluggish perti- 
nacity of Theobald. 

Pope was ignorant enough of his own interest to make 
another change, and introduced Osborne contending for 
the prize among the booksellers. Osborne was a man 
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entirely destitute of shame, without sense of any dis- 
grace but that of poverty’. He told me, when he was 
doing that which raised Pope's resentment, that he 
should be put into “The Dunciad”; but he had the fate 
of Cassandra. I gave no credit to his prediction, till in 
time I saw it accomplished. The shafts of satire were 
directed equally in vain against Cibber and Osborne; 
being repelled by the impenetrable impudence of one, 
and deadened by the impassive dullness of the other. 
Pope confessed his own pain by his anger; but he gave 
no pain to those who had piovoked him. He was able to 
hurt none but himself, by transferring the same ridicule 
from one to another he destroyed its efficacy; for by 
showing that what he had said of one he was ready to 
say of another, he reduced himself to the insignificance 
of his own magpie, who from his cage calls cuckold at 
a venture. 

Cibber, according to his engagement, repaid “The 
Dunciad” with another pamphlet, which. Pope said, 
“would be as good as a dose of hartshorn to him”; but 
his tongue and his heart were at variance. I have heard 
Mr. Richardson relate, that he attended his father the 
painter on a visit, when one of Cibber’s pamphlets came 
into the hands of Pope, who said, “These things are my 
diversion.” They sat by him while he perused it, and 
saw his features written with anguish; and young Rich- 
ardson said to his father, when they returned, that he 
hoped to be preserved from such diversion as had been 
that day the lot of Pope. 

From this time, finding his diseases more oppressive, 
and his vital powers gradually declining, he no longer 
strained his faculties with any original composition, nor 
proposed any other employment for his remaining life 
than the revisal and correction of his former works; in 
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which he received advice and assistance from Warbur- 
ton, whom he appears to ha\e trusted and honoured in 
the highest degree. 

He laid aside his epic poem, peihaps without much 
loss to mankind, for his hero was Brutus the Trojan, 
who, according to a ridiculous fiction, established a 
colony in Britain. The subject therefore was of the fabu- 
lous age; the actors were a race upon whom imagination 
has been exhausted and attention wearied, and to whom 
the mind will not easily be recalled when it is invited 
in blank verse, which Pope had adopted with great im- 
prudence, and I think without due considei ation of the 
nature of our language. The sketch is, at least in part, 
preserved bv Ruffhead, by winch it appeals that Pope 
was thoughtless enough to model the names of his 
heroes with terminations not consistent with the time or 
countrv in which he places them. 

He lingeied through the next year, but perceived 
himself, as he expresses it, “going down the hill." He had 
for at least five years been afflicted with an asthma, and 
other disorders, which his physicians were unable to 
relieve. Towards the end of his life he consulted Dr. 
Thomson, a man who had, by large promises and free 
censures of the common practice of physic, forced him- 
self up into sudden reputation. Thomson declared his 
distemper to be a dropsy, and evacuated part of the 
w^ater by tincture of jalap, but confessed that his belly 
did not subside. Thomson had many enemies, and Pope 
w ? as persuaded to dismiss him. 

While he w r as yet capable of amusement and con- 
versation, as he was one day sitting in the air with Lord 
Bolingbroke and Lord Marchmont, he saw his favourite 
Martha Blount at the bottom of the terrace, and asked 
Lord Bolingbroke to go and hand her up. Bolingbroke, 
not liking his errand, crossed his legs and sat still; but 
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Lord Marchmont, who was younger and less captious, 
waited on the lady; who, when he came to her, asked, 
“What, is he not dead yet?’ 5 She is said to have neglected 
him, with shameful unkindness, in the latter time of his 
decay; yet, of the little which he had to leave, she had 
a very great part. Their acquaintance began early; the 
life of each was pictured on the other’s mind; their con- 
versation therefore was endearing, for when they met, 
there was an immediate coalition of congenial notions. 
Perhaps he considered her unwillingness to approach 
the chamber of sickness as female weakness or human 
frailty; perhaps he was conscious to himself of peevish- 
ness and impatience, or, though he was offended by her 
inattention, might yet consider her merit as overbalanc- 
ing her fault; and if he had suffered his heart to be 
alienated from her, he could have found nothing that 
might fill her place; he could have only shrunk within 
himself; it was too late to transfer his confidence or 
fondness. 

In May 1744 his death was approaching; on the 6th, 
he was all day delirious, which he mentioned four days 
afterwards as a sufficient humiliation of the vanity of 
man; he afterwards complained of seeing things as 
through a curtain and in false colours, and one day, in 
the presence of Dodsley, asked what arm it was that 
came out from the wall. He said that his greatest incon- 
venience was inability to think. 

Bolingbroke sometimes wept over him in this state of 
helpless decay; and being told by Spence that Pope, at 
the intermission of his deliriousness, was always saying 
something kind either of his present or absent friends, 
and that his humanity seemed to have survived his un- 
derstanding, answered, “It has so.” And added, “I never 
in my life knew a man that had so tender a heart for 
his particular friends, or a more general friendship for 
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mankind.” At another time he said, “I have known Pope 
these thirty years, and value myself more in his friend- 
ship than” — his grief then suppressed his voice. 

Pope expressed undoubting confidence of a future 
state. Being asked by his friend Mr. Hooke, a Papist, 
whether he would not die like his father and mother, 
and whether a priest should not be called, he answered, 
“I do not think it essential, but it will be very right; and 
I thank you for putting me in mind of it.” 

In the morning, after the priest had given him the last 
sacraments, he said, “There is nothing that is meritorious 
but virtue and friendship; and indeed friendship itself 
is only a part of virtue.” 

He died in the evening of the 30th day of May, 1744, 
so placidly, that the attendants did not discern the exact 
time of his expiration. He was buried at Twickenham, 
near his father and mother, where a monument has been 
erected to him by his commentator, the Bishop of 
Gloucester. 

He left the care of his papers to his executors; first to 
Lord Bolingbroke, and if he should not be living, to the 
Earl of Marchmont; undoubtedly expecting them to be 
proud of the trust, and eager to extend his fame. But let 
no man dream of influence beyond his life. After a de- 
cent time, Dodsley the bookseller went to solicit prefer- 
ence as the publisher, and was told that the parcel had 
not been yet inspected; and whatever was the reason, 
the world has been disappointed of what was ‘reserved 
for the next age.” 

He lost, indeed, the favour of Bolingbroke by a kind 
of posthumous offence. The political pamphlet called 
The Patriot King had been put into his hands that he 
might procure the impression of a very few copies, to be 
distributed, according to die author’s direction, among 
his friends, and Pope assured him that no more had been 



ALEXANDER POPE 605 

printed than were allowed; but, soon after his death, 
the printer brought and resigned a complete edition of 
fifteen hundred copies, which Pope had ordered him to 
print, and to retain in secret. He kept, as was observed, 
his engagement to Pope better than Pope had kept it to 
his friend; and nothing was known of the transaction till, 
upon the death of his employer, he thought himself 
obliged to deliver the books to the right owner, who, 
with great indignation, made a fire in his yard, and de- 
livered the whole impression to the flames. 

Hitherto nothing had been done which Avas not natu- 
rally dictated by resentment of violated faith; resent- 
ment more acrimonious, as the violator had been more 
loved or more trusted. But here the anger might have 
stopped; the injury was private, and there was little 
danger from the example. 

Bolingbroke, however, was not yet satisfied; his thirst 
of vengeance excited him to blast the memory of the 
man over whom he had wept in his last struggles; and 
he employed Mallet, another friend of Pope, to tell the 
tale to the public, with all its aggravations. Warburton, 
whose heart was warm with his legacy, and tender by 
the recent separation, thought it proper for him to inter- 
pose; and undertook, not indeed to vindicate the action, 
for breach of trust has always something criminal, but 
to extenuate it by an apology. Having advanced what 
cannot be denied, that moral obliquity is made more or 
less excusable by the motives that produce it, he in- 
quires what evil purpose could have induced Pope to 
break his promise. He could not delight his vanity by 
usurping the work, which, though not sold in shops, had 
been shown to a number more than sufficient to pre- 
serve the author’s claim; he could not gratify his avarice, 
for he could not sell his plunder till Bolingbroke was 
dead; and even then, if the copy w T as left to another, his 
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fraud would be defeated, and if left to himself, would 
be useless. 

Warburton therefore supposes, with great appearance 
of reason, that the irregularity of his conduct proceeded 
wholly from his zeal for Bolingbroke, who might per- 
haps have destroyed the pamphlet, which Pope thought 
it his duty to preserve, even without its author's ap- 
probation. To this apology an answer was written in A 
Letter to the most impudent Man living . 

He brought some reproach upon his own memory by 
the petulant -and contemptuous mention made in his 
will of Mr. Allen, and an affected repayment of his 
benefactions. Mrs. Blount, as the known friend and fa- 
vourite of Pope, had been invited to the house of Allen, 
where she comported herself with such indecent arro- 
gance, that she parted from Mrs. Allen in a state of ir- 
reconcileable dislike, and the door was for ever barred 
against her. This exclusion she resented with so much 
bitterness as to refuse any legacy from Pope, unless he 
left the world with a disavowal of obligation to Allen. 
Having been long under her dominion, now tottering in 
the decline of life, and unable to resist the violence of 
her temper, or perhaps, with the prejudice of a lover, 
persuaded that she had suffered improper treatment, he 
complied with her demand, and polluted his will with 
female resentment. Allen accepted the legacy, which he 
gave to the hospital at Bath, observing that Pope was 
always a bad accountant, and that if to 150Z. he had put 
a cypher more, he had come nearer to the truth. 

The person of Pope is well known not to have been 
formed by the nicest model. He has, in his account of 
the “Little Club,” compared himself to a spider, and by 
another is described as protuberant behind and before. 
He is said to have been beautiful in his infancy; but he 
was of a constitution originally feeble and weak; and 
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as bodies of a tender frame are easily distorted, his de- 
formity was probably in part the effect of his applica- 
tion. His stature was so low, that, to bring him to a 
level with common tables, it was necessary to raise his 
seat. But his face was not displeasing, and his eyes were 
animated and vivid. 

By natural deformity, or accidental distortion, his vi- 
tal functions were so much disordered, that his life was 
a “long disease.’* His most frequent assailant was the 
headache, which he used to relieve by inhaling the 
steam of coffee, which he very frequently required. 

Most of what can be told concerning his petty peculi- 
arities was communicated by a female domestic of the 
Earl of Oxford, who knew him perhaps after the middle 
of life. He was then so weak as to stand in perpetual 
need of female attendance; extremely sensible of cold, 
so that he wore a kind of fur doublet under a shirt of a 
very coarse warm linen with fine sleeves. When he rose, 
he was invested in bodice made of stiff canvas, being 
scarce able to hold himself erect till they were laced, 
and he then put on a flannel waistcoat. One side was 
contracted. His legs were so slender, that he enlarged 
their bulk with three pair of stockings, which were 
drawn on and off by the maid; for he was not able to 
dress or undress himself, and neither went to bed nor 
rose without help. His weakness made it very difficult 
for him to be clean. 

His hair had fallen almost all away; and he used to 
dine sometimes with Lord Oxford, privately, in a velvet 
cap. His dress of ceremony was black, with a ty e-wig 
and a little sword. 

The indulgence and accommodation which his sick- 
ness required had taught him all the unpleasing and 
unsocial qualities of a valetudinary man. He expected 
that everything should give way to his ease or humour, 
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as a child whose parents will not hear her cry, has an 

unresisted dominion in the nursery. 

C’est que Fenfant toujours est homme, 

C’est que Vhomme est toujours enfaiit. 

When he wanted to sleep, he “nodded in company”; 
and once slumbered at his own table while the Prince 
of Wales was talking of poetry. 

The reputation which his friendship gave procured 
him many imitations; but he was a very troublesome 
inmate. He brought no servant, and had so many wants 
that a numerous attendance was scarcely able to supply 
them. Wherever he w r as, he left no room for another, 
because he exacted the attention and employed the ac- 
tivity of the whole family. His errands were so frequent 
and frivolous that the footmen in time avoided and 
neglected him; and the Earl of Oxford discharged some 
of the servants for their resolute refusal of his messages. 
The maids, when they had neglected their business, al- 
leged that they had been employed by Mr. Pope. One 
of his constant demands was of coffee in the night, and 
to the woman that waited on him in his chamber he 
was very burthensome: but he was careful to recom- 
pense her w'ant of sleep; and Lord Oxford’s servant de- 
clared, that in a house where her business was to answer 
his call she wxmld not ask for wages. 

He had another fault, easily incident to those who, 
suffering much pain, think themselves entitled to what 
pleasures they can snatch. He was too indulgent to his 
appetite; he loved meat highly seasoned and of strong 
taste; and, at the intervals of the table, amused himself 
with biscuits and dry conserves. If he sat down to a 
variety of dishes, he would oppress his stomach with 
repletion; and though he seemed angry when a dram 
was offered him, did not forbear to drink it. His friends, 
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who knew the avenues to his heart, pampered him with 
presents of luxury, which he did not suffer to stand 
neglected. The death of great men is not always pro- 
portioned to the lustre of their lives, Hannibal, says 
Juvenal, did not perish by a javelin or a sword; the 
slaughters of Cannae were revenged by a ring. The death 
of Pope was imputed by some of his friends to a silver 
saucepan, in which it was his delight to heat potted 
lampreys. 

That he loved too well to eat is certain; but that his 
sensuality shortened his life will not be hastily con- 
cluded, when it is remembered that a conformation so 
irregular lasted six and fifty years, notwithstanding such 
pertinacious diligence of study and meditation. 

In all his intercourse with mankind he had great de- 
light in artifice, and endeavoured to attain all his pur- 
poses by indirect and unsuspected methods. “He hardly 
drank tea without a stratagem/' If, at the house of his 
friends, he wanted any accommodation, he was not will- 
ing to ask for it in plain terms, but would mention it 
remotely as something convenient; though, when it was 
procured, he soon made it appear for whose sake it had 
been recommended. Thus he teased Lord Orrery till he 
obtained a screen. He practised his arts on such small 
occasions, that Lady Bolingbroke used to say, in a 
French phrase, that “he played the politician about cab- 
bages and turnips.” His unjustifiable impression of The 
Patriot King , as it can be imputed to no particular mo- 
tive, must have proceeded from his general habit of 
secrecy and cunning; he caught an opportunity of a sly 
trick, and pleased himself with the thought of outwitting 
Bolingbroke. 

In familiar or convivial conversation it does not ap- 
pear that he excelled. He may be said to have resembled 
Dryden as being not one that was distinguished by 
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vivacity in company. It is remarkable that, so near his 
time, so much should be known of what he has written 
and so little of what he has said: traditional memorv 
retains no sallies of raillery nor sentences of observation; 
nothing either pointed or solid, either wise or merry. 
One apophthegm only stands upon record. When an ob- 
jection raised against his inscription for Shakespeare was 
defended by the authority of Patrick, he replied — “hor- 
rcsco referens ” — that “he would allow the publisher of 
a Dictionary to know’ the meaning of a single word, but 
not of two words put together 

He was fretful and easily displeased, and allowed 
himself to be capriciously resentful. He would some- 
times leave Lord Oxford silently, no one could tell why, 
and was to be courted back by more letters and mes- 
sages than the footmen were willing to carry. The table 
was indeed infested by Lady Mary Wortley, who was 
the friend of Lady Oxford, and who, knowing his pee- 
vishness, could by no intreaties be restrained from con- 
tradicting him, till their disputes were sharpened to 
such asperity that one or the other quitted the house. 

He sometimes condescended to be jocular with serv- 
ants or inferiors; but by no merriment, either of others 
or his own, was he ever seen excited to laughter. 

Of his domestic character frugality was a part emi- 
nently remarkable. Having determined not to be de- 
pendent, he detei mined not to be in want, and therefore 
wisely and magnanimously rejected all temptations to 
expense unsuitable to his fortune. This general care 
must be universally approved; but it sometimes ap- 
peared in petty artifices of parsimony, such as the prac- 
tice of writing his compositions on the back of letters, 
as may be seen in the remaining copy of the Iliad, by 
which perhaps in five years five shillings were saved; or 
in a niggardly reception of his friends and scantiness of 
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entertainment, as, when he had two guests in his house, 
he would set at supper a single pint upon the table; and, 
having himself taken two small glasses, would retire and 
say, “Gentlemen, I leave you to your wine.” Yet he tells 
his friends that “he has a heart for all, a house for all, 
and, whatever they may think, a fortune for all.” 

He sometimes, however, made a splendid dinner, and 
is said to have wanted no part of the skill or elegance 
which such performances require. That this magnifi- 
cence should be often displayed, that obstinate pru- 
dence with which he conducted his affairs would not 
permit; for his revenue, certain and casual, amounted 
only to about eight hundred pounds a year, of which 
however he declares himself able to assign one hundred 
to charity. 

Of this fortune, which, as it arose from public ap- 
probation, was very honourably obtained, his imagina- 
tion seems to have been too full: it would be hard to 
find a man, so well entitled to notice by his wit, that 
ever delighted so much in talking of his money. In his 
letters and in his poems, his garden and his grotto, his 
quincunx and his vines, or some hints of his opulence, 
are always to be found. The great topic of his ridicule 
is poverty; the crimes with which he reproaches his 
antagonists are their debts, their habitation in the Mint, 
and their want of a dinner. He seems to be of an opin- 
ion not veiy uncommon in the world, that to want 
money is to want everything. 

Next to the pleasure of contemplating his possessions 
seems to be that of enumerating the men of high rank 
with whom he was acquainted, and whose notice he 
loudly proclaims not to have been obtained by any prac- 
tices of meanness or servility 7 , a boast which was never 
denied to be true, and to which very few poets have 
ever aspired. Pope never set genius to sale; he never 



612 SAMUEL JOHNSON 

flattered those whom he did not love, or praised those 
whom he did not esteem. Savage however remarked, 
that he began a little to relax his dignity when he wrote 
a distich for “his Highness’s dog.” 

His admiration of the great seems to have increased 
in the advance of life. He passed over peers and states- 
men to inscribe his Iliad to Congreve, with a magna- 
nimity of which the praise had been complete, had his 
friend’s virtue been equal to his wit. Whv he was chosen 
for so great an honour it is not now possible to know; 
there is no trace in literary history of any particular 
intimacy between them. The name of Congreve appears 
in the letters among those of his other friends, but with- 
out any observable distinction or consequence. 

To his latter works, however, he took care to annex 
names dignified with titles, but was not very happy in 
his choice; for, except Lord Bathurst, none of his noble 
friends were such as that a good man would wish to 
have his intimacy with them known to posterity: he can 
derive little honour from the notice of Cobham, Burling- 
ton, or Bolingbroke. 

Of his social qualities, if an estimate be made from 
his Letters, an opinion too favourable cannot easily be 
formed; they exhibit a perpetual and unclouded efful- 
gence of general benevolence and particular fondness. 
There is nothing but liberality, gratitude, constancy, and 
tenderness. It has been so long said as to be commonly 
believed, that the true characters of men may be found 
in their letters, and that he who writes to his friend lays 
his heart open before him. But the truth is, that such 
were the simple friendships of the “Golden Age,” and 
are now the friendships only of children. Very few can 
boast of hearts which they dare lay open to themselves, 
and of which, by whatever accident exposed, they do 
not shun a distinct and continued view; and, certainly, 
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what we hide from ourselves we do not show to our 
friends. There is, indeed, no transaction which offers 
stronger temptations to fallacy and sophistication than 
epistolary intercourse. In the eagerness of conversation 
the first emotions of the mind often burst out before they 
are consideied; in the tumult of business, interest and 
passion have their genuine effect; but a friendly letter 
is a calm and deliberate performance, in the cool of 
leisure, in the stillness of solitude, and surely no man 
sits down to depreciate by design his own character. 

Friendship has no tendency to secure veracity; for by 
whom can a nian so much wish to be thought better 
than he is, as by him whose kindness he desires to gain 
or keep? Even in writing to the world there is less con- 
straint; the author is not confronted with his reader, and 
takes his chance of approbation among the different dis- 
positions of mankind, but a letter is addressed to a single 
mind, of which the prejudices and partialities are known, 
and must therefore please, if not by favouring them, by 
forbearing to oppose them. 

To charge those favourable representations which 
men give of their own minds with the guilt of hypo- 
critical falsehood, would show more severity than knowl- 
edge. The writer commonly believes himself. Almost 
every man s thoughts, while they are general, are right; 
and most hearts are pure while temptation is away. It 
is easy to awaken generous sentiments in privacy; to 
despise death when there is no danger; to glow T with 
benevolence when there is nothing to be given. While 
such ideas are formed they are felt, and self-love does 
not suspect the gleam of virtue to be the meteor of 
fancy. 

If the Letters of Pope are considered merely as com- 
positions, they seem to be premeditated and artificial. It 
is one thing to write, because there is something which 
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the mind wishes to discharge; and another to solicit the 
imagination, because ceremony or vanity requires some- 
thing to be written. Pope confesses his early letters to be 
vitiated with affectation and ambition: to know whether 
he disentangled himself from these perveiters of episto- 
lary integrity his book and his life must be set in com- 
parison. 

One of his favourite topics is contempt of his own 
poetry. For this, if it had been real, he would deserve no 
commendation; and in this he was eeitainly not sincere, 
for his high value of himself was sufficiently observed, 
and of what could he be proud but of his poetry? He 
writes, he says, when ”he has just nothing else to do”; 
yet Swift complains that he was never at leisure foi 
conversation, because he "had always some poetical 
scheme in his head.” It was punctually required that his 
writing-box should be set upon his bed befoie he rose; 
and Lord Oxford’s domestic related, that in the dreadful 
winter of Forty [1740] she was called from her bed by 
him four times in one night to supply him with paper 
lest he should lose a thought. 

He pretends insensibility to censure and criticism, 
though it was observed by all who knew* him that every 
pamphlet disturbed his quiet, and that his extreme ir- 
ritability laid him open to perpetual vexation; but he 
wished to despise his critics, and therefore hoped that 
he did despise them. 

As he happened to live in two reigns when the Court 
paid little attention to poetry, he nursed in his mind a 
foolish disesteem of Kings, and proclaims that “he never 
sees Courts.” Yet a little regard shown him by the Prince 
of Wales melted his obduracy; and he had not much to 
say when he was asked by his Royal Highness, “How he 
could love a Prince while he disliked Kings?” 
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He very frequently professes contempt of the world, 
and represents himself as looking on mankind, some- 
times with gay indifference, as on emmets of a hillock, 
below his serious attention; and sometimes with gloomy 
indignation, as on monsters more worthy of hatred than 
of pity. These were dispositions apparently counter- 
feited. How could he despise those whom he lived by 
pleasing, and on whose approbation his esteem of him- 
self was superstructed? Why should he hate those to 
whose favour he owed his honour and his ease? Of 
things that terminate in human life, the world is the 
proper judge; to despise its sentence, if it were possible, 
is not just; and if it were just, is not possible. Pope was 
far enough from this unreasonable temper; he was suffi- 
ciently a fool to Fame , and his fault was, that he pre- 
tended to neglect it. His levity and his sullenness were 
only in his Letters; he passed through common life, 
sometimes vexed, and sometimes pleased, with the natu- 
ral emotions of common men. 

His scorn of the Great is repeated too often to be real; 
no man thinks much of that which he despises; and as 
falsehood is always in danger of inconsistency, he makes 
it his boast at another time that he lives among them. 

It is evident that his own importance swells often in 
his mind. He is afraid of writing, lest the clerks of the 
Post-office should know his secrets; he has many ene- 
mies; he considers himself as surrounded by universal 
jealousy; “after many deaths, and many dispersions, two 
or three of us,” says he, “may still be brought together, 
not to plot, but to divert ourselves, and the world too, if 
it pleases”; and they can live together, and “show what 
friends wits may be, in spite of all the fools in the 
world.” All this while it was likely that the clerks did 
not know his hand; he certainly had no more enemies 
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than a public character like his inevitably excites; and 
with what degree of friendship the wits might live, very 
few were so much fools as ever to inquire. 

Some part of this pretended discontent he learned 
from Swift, and expresses it, I think, most frequently in 
his correspondence with him. Swift's resentment was un- 
reasonable, but it was sincere; Popes was the mere 
mimicry of his friend, a fictitious part which he began 
to play before it became him. When he was only twenty- 
five years old, he related that “a glut of study and retire- 
ment had thrown him on the world," and that there was 
danger lest “a glut of the world should throw him back 
upon study and retirement.” To this Swift answered with 
great propriety’, that Pope had not yet either acted or 
suffered enough in the world to have become weary of 
it. And, indeed, it must be some very powerful reason 
that can drive back to solitude him who has once en- 
joyed the pleasures of society 7 . 

In the Letters both of Swift and Pope there appears 
such narrowness of mind as makes them insensible of 
any excellence that has not some affinity with their own, 
and confines their esteem and approbation to so small a 
number, that whoever should form his opinion of the 
age from their representation, would suppose them to 
have lived amidst ignorance and barbarity, unable to 
find among their contemporaries either virtue or intel- 
ligence, and persecuted by those that could not under- 
stand them. 

When Pope murmurs at the world, when he professes 
contempt of fame, when he speaks of riches and poverty, 
of success and disappointment, with negligent indiffer- 
ence, he certainly does not express his habitual and 
settled sentiments, but either wilfully disguises his own 
character, or, what is more likely, invests himself with 
temporary qualities, and sallies out in the colours of the 
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present moment. His hopes and fears, his joys and sor- 
rows, acted strongly upon his mind; and if he differed 
from others, it was not by carelessness; he was irritable 
and resentful; his malignity to Philips, whom he had first 
made ridiculous, and then hated for being angry, con- 
tinued too long. Of his vain desire to make Bentley con- 
temptible, I never heard any adequate reason. He was 
sometimes wanton in his attacks; and, before Chandos, 
Lady Wortley, and Hill, was mean in his retreat. 

The virtues which seem to have had most of his affec- 
tion were liberality and fidelity of friendship, in which 
it does not appear that he was other than he describes 
himself. His fortune did not suffer his charity to be 
splendid and conspicuous; but he assisted Dodsley with 
a hundred pounds, that he might open a shop; and of 
the subscription of forty pounds a year that he raised for 
Savage, twenty were paid by himself. He was accused 
of loving money, but his love was eagerness to gain, not 
solicitude to keep it. 

In the duties of friendship he was zealous and con- 
stant; his early maturity of mind commonly united him 
with men older than himself; and therefore, without at- 
taining any considerable length of life, he saw many 
companions of his youth sink into the grave; but it does 
not appear that he lost a single friend by coldness or by 
injury; those who loved him once, continued their kind- 
ness. His ungrateful mention of Allen in his will was the 
effect of his adherence to one whom he had known 
much longer, and whom he naturally loved with greater 
fondness. His violation of the trust reposed in him by 
Bolingbroke could have no motive inconsistent with the 
warmest affection; he either thought the action so near 
to indifferent that he forgot it, or so laudable that he ex- 
pected his friend to approve it. 

It was reported, with such confidence as almost to en- 



618 SAMUEL JOHNSON 

force belief, that in the papers intrusted to his executors 
was found a defamatory Life of Swift, which he had 
prepared as an instrument of vengeance, to be used if 
any provocation should be ever given. About this I in- 
quired of the Earl of Marchmont, who assured me that 
no such piece was among his remains. 

The religion in which he lived and died was that of 
the Church of Rome, to which in his correspondence 
with Racine he professes himself a sincere adherent. 
That he was not scrupulously pious in some part of his 
life, is known by many idle and indecent applications 
of sentences taken from the Scriptures; a mode of merri- 
ment which a good man dreads for its profaneness, and 
a witty man disdains for its easiness and vulgarity. But 
to whatever levities he has been betrayed, it does not 
appear that his principles were ever corrupted, or that 
he ever lost his belief of Revelation. The positions which 
he transmitted from Bolingbroke he seems not to have 
understood, and was pleased with an interpretation that 
made them orthodox. 

A man of such exalted superiority, and so little moder- 
ation, would naturally have all his delinquencies ob- 
served and aggravated: those who could not deny that 
he was excellent, would rejoice to find that he was not 
perfect. 

Perhaps it may be imputed to the unwillingness with 
which the same man is allowed to possess many advan- 
tages, that his learning has been depreciated. He cer- 
tainly was, in his early life, a man of great literary curi- 
osity; and when he wrote his “Essay on Criticism” had, 
for his age, a very wide acquaintance with books. When 
he entered into the living world, it seems to have hap- 
pened to him as to many others, that he was less atten- 
tive to dead masters; he studied in the academy of 
Paracelsus, and made the universe his favourite volume. 
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He gathered his notions fresh from reality, not from the 
copies of authors, but the originals of Nature. Yet there 
is no reason to believe that literature ever lost his esteem; 
he always professed to love reading; and Dobson, who 
spent some time at his house translating his “Essay on 
Man,” when I asked him what learning he found him to 
possess, answered, “More than I expected.” His frequent 
references to history, his allusions to various kinds of 
knowledge, and his images selected from art and nature, 
with his observations on the operations of the mind and 
the modes of life, show an intelligence perpetually on 
the wing, excursive, vigorous, and diligent, eager to pur- 
sue knowledge, and attentive to retain it. 

From this curiosity arose the desire of travelling, to 
which he alludes in his verses to Jervas, and which, 
though he never found an opportunity to gratify it, did 
not leave him till his life declined. 

Of his intellectual character, the constituent and fun- 
damental principle was good sense, a prompt and intui- 
tive perception of consonance and propriety. He saw 
immediately, of his own conceptions, what was to be 
chosen, and what to be rejected; and, in the works of 
others, what was to be shunned, and what was to be 
copied. 

But good sense alone is a sedate and quiescent quality, 
which manages its possessions well, but does not in- 
crease them; it collects few materials for its own opera- 
tions, and preserves safety, but never gains supremacy. 
Pope had likewise genius; a mind active, ambitious, and 
adventurous, always investigating, always aspiring; in 
its widest searches still longing to go forward, in its 
highest flights still wishing to be higher; always imagin- 
ing something greater than it knows, always endeavour- 
ing more than it can do. 

To assist these powers, he is said to have had great 
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strength and exactness of memory. That which he had 
heard or read was not easily lost; and he had before him 
not only what his own meditations suggested, but what 
he had found in other writers, that might be accommo- 
dated to his present purpose. 

These benefits of nature he improved by incessant 
and unwearied diligence; he had recourse to every 
source of intelligence, and lost no opportunity of infor- 
mation; he consulted the living as well as the dead; he 
read his compositions to his friends, and was never con- 
tent with mediocrity when excellence could be attained. 
He considered poetry as the business of his life; and, 
however he might seem to lament his occupation, he 
followed it with constancy; to make verses was his first 
labour, and to mend them was his last. 

From his attention to poetry he was never diverted. 
If conversation offered anything that could be improved, 
he committed it to paper; if a thought, or perhaps an 
expression more happy than was common, rose to his 
mind, he was careful to write it; an independent distich 
was preserved for an opportunity of insertion; and some 
little fragments have been found containing lines, or 
parts of lines, to be wrought upon at some other time. 

He was one of those few whose labour is their pleas- 
ure: he was never elevated to negligence, nor wearied 
to impatience; he never passed a fault unamended by 
indifference, nor quitted it by despair. He laboured his 
works first to gain reputation and afterwards to keep it. 

Of composition there are different methods. Some em- 
ploy at once memory and invention, and, with little in- 
termediate use of the pen, form and polish large masses 
by continued meditation, and write their productions 
only when, in their own opinion, they have completed 
them. It is related of Virgil, that his custom was to pour 
out a great number of verses in the morning, and pass 
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the day in retrenching exuberances and correcting in- 
accuracies. The method of Pope, as may be collected 
from his translation, was to write his first thoughts in 
his first words, and gradually to amplify, decorate, rec- 
tify, and refine them. 

With such faculties, and such dispositions, he excelled 
every other writer in poetical prudence, he wrote in 
such a manner as might expose him to few hazards. He 
used almost always the same fabric of verse; and, in- 
deed, by those few essays which he made of any other, 
he did not enlarge his reputation. Of this uniformity the 
certain consequence was readiness and dexterity. By 
perpetual practice, language had, in his mind, a system- 
atical arrangement, having always the same use for 
words, he had words so selected and combined as to be 
ready at his call. This increase of facility he confessed 
himself to have perceived in the progress of his trans- 
lation. 

But what was yet of more importance, his effusions 
were always voluntary, and his subjects chosen by him- 
self. His independence secured him from drudging at a 
task, and labouring upon a barren topic: he never ex- 
changed praise for money, nor opened a shop of con- 
dolence or congratulation. His poems, therefore, were 
scarce ever temporary. He suffered coronations and royal 
marriages to pass without a song, and derived no op- 
portunities from recent events, nor any popularity from 
the accidental disposition of his readers. He was never 
reduced to the necessity of soliciting the sun to shine 
upon a birthday, of calling the Graces and Virtues to a 
wedding, or of saying what multitudes have said before 
him. When he could produce nothing new, he was at 
liberty to be silent. 

His publications were for the same reason never 
hasty. He is said to have sent nothing to the press till it 
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had lain two years under his inspection: it is at least 
certain that he ventured nothing without nice examina- 
tion. He suffered the tumult of imagination to subside, 
and the novelties of invention to grow familiar. He knew 
that the mind is always enamoured of its own produc- 
tions, and did not trust his first fondness. He consulted 
his friends, and listened with great willingness to criti- 
cism; and, what was of more importance, he consulted 
himself, and let nothing pass against his own judgment. 

He professed to have learned his poetry from Dryden, 
whom, whenever an opportunity was presented, he 
praised through his whole life with unvaried liberality; 
and perhaps his character may receive some illustration, 
if he be compared with his master. 

Integrity of understanding and nicety of discernment 
were not allotted in a less proportion to Dryden than to 
Pope. The rectitude of Dryden’s mind was sufficiently 
shown by the dismission of his poetical prejudices, and 
the rejection of unnatural thoughts and rugged num- 
bers. But Dryden never desired to apply all the judg- 
ment that he had. He wrote, and professed to write, 
merely for the people; and when he pleased others, he 
contented himself. He spent no time in struggles to 
rouse latent powers; he never attempted to make that 
better which was already good, nor often to mend what 
he must have known to be faulty. He wrote, as he tells 
us, with very little consideration; when occasion or ne- 
cessity called upon him, he poured out what the present 
moment happened to supply, and, when once it had 
passed the press, ejected it from his mind; for when he 
had no pecuniary interest, he had no further solicitude. 

Pope was not content to satisfy; he desired to excel, 
and therefore always endeavoured to do his best: he did 
not court the candour, but dared the judgment of his 
reader, and, expecting no indulgence from others, he 
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showed none to himself. He examined lines and words 
with minute and punctilious observation, and retouched 
every part with indefatigable diligence, till he had left 
nothing to be forgiven. 

For this reason he kept his pieces very long in his 
hands, while he considered and reconsidered them. The 
only poems which can be supposed to have been writ- 
ten with such regard to the times as might hasten their 
publication were the two satires of Thirty -eight; of which 
Dodsley told me that they were brought to him by the 
author, that they might be fairly copied. “Almost ever)' 
line,” he said, “was then written twice over; I gave him 
a clean transcript, which he sent some time afterwards 
to me for the press, with almost every line written twice 
over a second time.” 

His declaration that his care for his works ceased at 
their publication was not strictly true. His parental at- 
tention never abandoned them; what he found amiss in 
the first edition, he silently corrected in those that fol- 
lowed. He appears to have revised the Iliad, and freed 
it from some of its imperfections; and the “Essay on 
Criticism” received many improvements after its first 
appearance. It will seldom be found that he altered 
without adding clearness, elegance, or vigour. Pope had 
perhaps the judgment of Dryden; but Dryden certainly 
wanted the diligence of Pope. 

In acquired knowledge, the superiority must be al- 
lowed to Dryden, whose education was more scholastic, 
and who before he became an author had been allowed 
more time for study, with better means of information. 
His mind has a larger range, and he collects his images 
and illustrations from a more extensive circumference 
of science. Dryden knew more of man in his general 
nature, and Pope in his local manners. The notions of 
Dryden were formed by comprehensh e speculation, and 
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those of Pope by minute attention. There is more dignity 
in the knowledge of Dry den, and more ceitainty in that 
of Pope. 

Poetry was not the sole praise of either; for both ex- 
celled likewise in prose; but Pope did not borrow his 
prose from his predecessor. The style of Dry den is capri- 
cious and varied; that of Pope is cautious and uniform. 
Dry den observes the motions of his own mind; Pope 
constrains his mind to his own rules of composition. 
Dryden is sometimes vehement and rapid, Pope is al- 
ways smooth, uniform, and gentle. Dryden’s page is a 
natural field, rising into inequalities, and diversified by 
the varied exuberance of abundant vegetation; Pope’s 
is a velvet lawn, shaven by the scythe, and levelled by 
the roller. 

Of genius, that power which constitutes a poet; that 
quality without which judgment is cold, and knowledge 
is inert; that energy which collects, combines, amplifies, 
and animates; the superiority must, with some hesita- 
tion, be allowed to Dryden. It is not to be inferred that 
of this poetical vigour Pope had only a little, because 
Dryden had more; for every other writer since Milton 
must give place to Pope; and even of Dryden it must be 
said, that, if he has brighter paragraphs, he has not 
better poems. Dry den’s performances were always hasty, 
either excited by some external occasion, or extorted by 
domestic necessity’; he composed without consideration, 
and published without correction. What his mind could 
supply at call, or gather in one excursion, was all that he 
sought, and all that he gave. The dilatory caution of 
Pope enabled him to condense his sentiments, to multi- 
ply his images, and to accumulate all that study might 
produce or chance might supply. If the flights of Dryden 
therefore are higher, Pope continues longer on the wing. 
If of Dryden’s fire the blaze is brighter, of Popes the 
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heat is more regular and constant. Dryden often sur- 
passes expectation, and Pope never falls below it. Dry- 
den is read with frequent astonishment, and Pope with 
perpetual delight. 

This parallel will, I hope, when it is well considered, 
be found just; and if the reader should suspect me, as 
I suspect myself, of some partial fondness for the mem- 
ory of Dryden, let him not too hastily condemn me; 
for meditation and inquiry may, perhaps, show him the 
reasonableness of my determination. 

The Works of Pope are now to be distinctly examined, 
not so much with attention to slight faults or petty 
beauties, as to the general character and effect of each 
performance. 

It seems natural for a young poet to initiate himself 
by pastorals, which, not professing to imitate real life, 
require no experience; and, exhibiting only the simple 
operation of unmingled passions, admit no subtle reason- 
ing or deep inquiry. Pope’s Pastorals are not, however, 
composed but with close thought; they have reference 
to the time of the day, the seasons of the year, and the 
periods of human life. The last, that which turns the 
attention upon age and death, was the author’s favour- 
ite. To tell of disappointment and misery, to thicken the 
darkness of futurity, and perplex the labyrinth of un- 
certainty, has been always a delicious employment of 
the poets. His preference was probably just. I wish, 
however, that his fondness had not overlooked a line in 
which the Zephyrs are made to lament in silence . 

To charge these Pastorals with want of invention, is 
to require what was never intended. The imitations are 
so ambitiously frequent, that the writer evidently means 
rather to show his literature than his wit. It is surely 
sufficient for an author of sixteen, not only to be able to 
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copy the poems of antiquity with judicious selection, 
but to have obtained sufficient power of language and 
skill in metre to exhibit a series of versification which 
had in English poetry no precedent, nor has since had 
an imitation. 

The design of “Windsor Forest” is evidently derived 
from “Cooper's Hill,” with some attention to Wallers 
poem on “The Park”; but Pope cannot be denied to 
excel his masters in variety and elegance, and the art 
of interchanging description, narrative, and morality. 
The objection made by Dennis is the want of plan, of a 
regular subordination of parts terminating in the princi- 
pal and original design. There is this want in most de- 
scriptive poems, because as the scenes, which they must 
exhibit successively, are all subsisting at the same time, 
the order in which they are shown must by necessity be 
arbitrary', and more is not to be expected from the last 
part than from the first. The attention, therefore, which 
cannot be detained by suspense, must be excited by 
diversity, such as his poem offers to its reader. 

But the desire of diversity may be too much indulged; 
the parts of “Windsor Forest” which deserve least 
praise, are those which were added to enliven the still- 
ness of the scene, the appearance of Father Thames, 
and the transformation of Lodona. Addison had in his 
Campaign derided the rivers that “rise from their oozy 
beds” to tell stories of heroes; and it is therefore strange 
that Pope should adopt a fiction not only unnatural, but 
lately censured. The story of Lodona is told with sweet- 
ness; but a new metamorphosis is a ready and puerile 
expedient; nothing is easier than to tell how a flower 
was once a blooming virgin, or a rock an obdurate 
tyrant. 

The “Temple of Fame” has, as Steele warmly de- 
clared, “a thousand beauties.” Every part is splendid; 
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there is great luxuriance of ornaments; the original vi- 
sion of Chaucer was never denied to be much improved; 
the allegory is very skilfully continued, the imagery is 
properly selected, and learnedly displayed: yet, with all 
this comprehension of excellence, as its scene is laid in 
remote ages, and its sentiments, if the concluding para- 
graph be excepted, have little relation to general man- 
ners or common life, it never obtained much notice, but 
is turned silently over, and seldom quoted or mentioned 
with either praise or blame. 

That the Messiah excels the Pollio is no great praise, 
if it be considered from what original the improvements 
are derived. 

The “Verses on the Unfortunate Lady” have drawn 
much attention by the illaudable singularity of treating 
suicide with respect; and they must be allowed to be 
written in some parts with vigorous animation, and in 
others with gentle tenderness; nor has Pope produced 
any poem in which the sense predominates more over 
the diction. But the tale is not skilfully told; it is not 
easy to discover the character of either the Lady or her 
Guardian. History relates that she was about to dispar- 
age herself by a marriage with an inferior; Pope praises 
her for the dignity of ambition, and yet condemns the 
uncle to detestation for his pride; the ambitious love of 
a niece may be opposed by the interest, malice, or envy 
of an uncle, but never by his pride. On such an occasion 
a poet may be allowed to be obscure, but inconsistency 
never can be right. 

The “Ode for St. Cecilia’s Day” was undertaken at 
the desire of Steele: in this the author is generally con- 
fessed to have miscarried, yet he has miscarried only 
as compared with Dry den; for he has far outgone other 
competitors. Dry den’s plan is better chosen; history will 
always take stronger hold of the attention than fable: 
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the passions excited by Dryden are the pleasures and 
pains of real life, the scene of Pope is laid in imaginary 
existence; Pope is read with calm acquiescence, Dryden 
with turbulent delight; Pope hangs upon the ear, and 
Dryden finds the passes of the mind. 

Both the odes want the essential constituent of metri- 
cal compositions, the stated recurrence of settled num- 
bers. It may be alleged, that Pindar is said by Horace to 
have written numeris lege solutis: but as no such lax 
performances have been transmitted to us, the meaning 
of that expression cannot be fixed; and perhaps the like 
return might properly be made to a modern Pindarist, 
as Mr. Cobb received from Bentley, who, when he 
found his criticisms upon a Greek Exercise, which Cobb 
had presented, refuted one after another by Pindar s 
authority, cried out at last, “Pindar was a bold fellow, 
but thou art an impudent one.” 

One of his greatest, though of his earliest works, is 
the “Essay on Criticism,” which, if he had written nothing 
else, would have placed him among the first critics and 
the first poets, as it exhibits every mode of excellence 
that can embellish or dignify didactic composition — 
selection of matter, novelty of arrangement, justness of 
precept, splendour of illustration, and propriety of di- 
gression. I know not whether it be pleasing to consider 
that he produced this piece at twenty, and never after- 
wards excelled it: he that delights himself with observ- 
ing that such powers may be soon attained, cannot but 
grieve to think that life was ever after at a stand. 

To mention the particular beauties of the “Essay” 
would be unprofitably tedious; but I cannot forbear to 
observe, that the comparison of a students progress in the 
sciences with the journey of a traveller in the Alps, is 
perhaps the best that English poetry can show. A simile, 
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to be perfect, must both illustrate and ennoble the sub- 
ject; must show it to the understanding in a clearer 
view, and display it to the fancy with greater dignity; 
but either of these qualities may be sufficient to recom- 
mend it. In didactic poetry, of which the great purpose 
is instruction, a simile may be praised which illustrates, 
though it does not ennoble; in heroics, that may be ad- 
mitted which ennobles, though it does not illustrate. 
That it may be complete, it is required to exhibit, in- 
dependently of its references, a pleasing image; for a 
simile is said to be a short episode. To this antiquity was 
so attentive, that circumstances were sometimes added, 
which, having no parallels, served only to fill the 
imagination, and produced what Perrault ludicrously 
called “comparisons with a long tail.” In their similes 
the greatest writers have sometimes failed: the ship- 
race, compared with the chariot-race, is neither illus- 
trated nor aggrandised; land and water make all the dif- 
ference: when Apollo, running after Daphne, is likened 
to a greyhound chasing a hare, there is nothing gained; 
the ideas of pursuit and flight are too plain to be made 
plainer; and a god and the daughter of a god are not 
represented much to their advantage by a hare and dog. 
The simile of the Alps has no useless parts, yet affords 
a striking picture by itself; it makes the foregoing posi- 
tion better understood, and enables it to take faster hold 
on the attention; it assists the apprehension and elevates 
the fancy. 

Let me likewise dwell a little on the celebrated para- 
graph in which it is directed that “the sound should 
seem an echo to the sense”; a precept which Pope is 
allowed to have observed beyond any other English 
poet. 

This notion of representative metre, and the desire of 
discovering frequent adaptations of the sound to the 



630 SAMUEL JOHNSON 

sense, have produced, in my opinion, many wild con- 
ceits and imaginary beauties. All that can furnish this 
representation are the sounds of the words considered 
singly, and the time in which they are pronounced. 
Every language has some words framed to exhibit the 
noises which they express, as thump , rattle , growl , hiss. 
These, however, are but few; and the poet cannot make 
them more, nor can they be of any use but when sound 
is to be mentioned. The time of pronunciation was in the 
dactylic measures of the learned languages capable of 
considerable variety; but that variety 7 could be accom- 
modated only to motion or duration, and different de- 
grees of motion were perhaps expressed by verses rapid 
or slow, without much attention of the writer, when the 
image had full possession of his fancy; but our language 
having little flexibility, our verses can differ very little in 
their cadence. The fancied resemblances, I fear, arise 
sometimes merely from the ambiguity of words; there is 
supposed to be some relation between a soft line and 
soft couch, or between hard syllables and hard fortune. 

Motion, however, may be in some sort exemplified; 
and yet it may be suspected that in such resemblances 
the mind often governs the ear, and the sounds are esti- 
mated by their meaning. One of their most successful 
attempts has been to describe the labour of Sisyphus; 

With many a weary step, and many a groan. 

Up the high hill he heaves a huge round stone; 

The huge round stone, resulting with a bound, 

Thunders impetuous down, and smokes along the ground. 

Who does not perceive the stone to move slowly up- 
ward, and roll violently back? But set the same numbers 
to another sense: 

While many a merry tale, and many a song. 

Cheer’d the rough road, we wish’d the rough road long; 
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The rough road then, returning in a round, 

Mock'd our impatient steps, for all was fairy ground. 

We have now surely lost much of the delay, and much 
of the rapidity. 

To the praises which have been accumulated on “The 
Rape of the Lock” by readers of every class, from the 
critic to the waiting-maid, it is difficult to make any 
addition. Of that which is universally allowed to be the 
most attractive of all ludicrous compositions, let it rather 
be now inquired from what sources the power of 
pleasing is derived. 

In this work are exhibited, in a very high degree, the 
two most engaging powers of an author. New things are 
made familiar, and familiar things are made new. A race 
of aerial people, never heard of before, is presented to 
us in a manner so clear and easy, that the reader seeks 
for no further information, but immediately mingles 
with his new acquaintances, adopts their interests, and 
attends their pursuits, loves a sylph, and detests a gnome. 

That familiar things are made new, every paragraph 
will prove. The subject of the poem is an event below 
the common incidents of common life; nothing real is 
introduced that is not seen so often as to be no longer 
regarded; yet the whole detail of a female-day is here 
brought before us, invested with so much art of decora- 
tion, that, though nothing is disguised, everything is 
striking, and we feel all the appetite of curiosity for that 
from which we have a thousand times turned fastidi- 
ously away. 

The purpose of the poet is, as he tells us, to laugh at 
“the little unguarded follies of the female sex.” It is 
therefore without justice that Dennis charges “The Rape 
of the Lock” with the want of a moral, and for that rea- 
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son sets it below the Lutrin, which exposes the pride and 
discord of the clergy. Perhaps neither Pope nor Boileau 
has made the world much better than he found it, but, 
if they had both succeeded, it were easy to tell who 
would have deserved most from public gratitude. The 
freaks, and humours, and spleen, and vanity of women, 
as they embroil families in discord, and fill houses with 
disquiet, do more to obstruct the happiness of life in a 
year than the ambition of the clergy in many centuiies. 
It has been well observed, that the misery of man pro- 
ceeds not from any single crush of overwhelming evil, 
but from small vexations continually repeated. 

It is remarked by Dennis likewise that the machinery 
is superfluous, that, by all the bustle of preternatural 
operation, the main event is neither hastened nor re- 
tarded. To this charge an efficacious answer is not easily 
made, he Sylphs cannot be said to help or to oppose, 
and it must be allowed to imply some want of art, that 
thei r power has not been sufficiently intermingled with 
the action. Other parts may likewise be charged with 
w at of connection; the game at ombre might be spared; 
but if the Lady had lost her hair while she was intent 
upon her cards, it might have been inferred that those 
who are too fond of play will be in danger of neglecting 
more important interests. Those perhaps are faults; but 
what are such faults to so much excellence? 

The “Epistle of Eloisa to Abelard” is one of the most 
happy productions of human wit; the subject is so judi- 
ciously chosen, that it would be difficult, in turning over 
the annals of the world, to find another which so many 
circumstances concur to recommend. We regularly in- 
terest ourselves most in the fortune of those who most 
deserve our notice. Abelard and Eloisa were conspicuous 
in their days for eminence of merit. The heart naturally 
loves truth. The adventures and misfortunes of this il- 
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lustrious pair are known from undisputed history. Their 
fate does not leave the mind in hopeless dejection, for 
they both found quiet and consolation in retirement and 
piety. So new and so affecting is their story, that it su- 
persedes invention, and imagination ranges at full lib- 
erty without straggling into scenes of fable. 

The story, thus skilfully adopted, has been diligently 
improved. Pope has left nothing behind him which 
seems more the effect of studious perseverance and la- 
borious revisal. Here is particularly observable the curi - 
osa f elicit as, a fruitful soil and careful cultivation. Here 
is no crudeness of sense, nor asperity of language. 

The train of my disquisition has now conducted me to 
that poetical wonder, the translation of the Iliad, a per- 
formance which no age or nation can pretend to equal. 
To the Greeks translation was almost unknownT’t was 
totally unknown to the inhabitants of, Greece. Tht/ had 
no recourse to the Barbarians for poetical beautia- but 
sought for everything in Homer, where indeed thei as 
but little which they might not find. u 

The Italians have been very diligent translators, but I 
can hear of no version, unless perhaps Anguillara’s Ovid 
may be excepted, which is read with eagerness. The 
Iliad of Salvini every reader may discover to be punctili- 
ously exact; but it seems to be the work of a linguist 
skilfully pedantic, and his countrymen, the proper judges 
of its power to please, reject it with disgust. 

Their predecessors the Romans have left some speci- 
mens of translation behind them, and that employment 
must have had some credit in which Tully and Germani- 
cus engaged; but unless we suppose, what is perhaps 
true, that the plays of Terence were versions of Me- 
nander, nothing translated seems ever to have risen to 
high reputation. The French, in the meridian hour of 
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their learning, were very laudably industrious to enrich 
their own language with the wisdom of the ancients; but 
found themselves reduced, by whatever necessity, to 
turn the Greek and Roman poetry into prose. Whoever 
could read an author could translate him. From such 
rivals little can be feared. 

The chief help of Pope in this arduous undertaking 
was drawn from the versions of Dryden. Virgil had bor- 
rowed much of his imagery from Homer, and part of the 
debt was now paid by his translator. Pope searched the 
pages of Dryden for happy combinations of heroic dic- 
tion; but it will not be denied that he added much to 
what he found. He cultivated our language with so 
much diligence and art that he has left in his Homer a 
treasure of poetical elegances to posterity. His version 
may be said to have tuned the English tongue; for since 
its appearance no writer, however deficient in other 
powers, has wanted melody. Such a series of lines, so 
elaborately corrected and so sweetly modulated, took 
possession of the public ear; the vulgar was enamoured 
of the poem, and the learned wondered at the trans- 
lation. 

But in the most general applause discordant voices 
will always be heard. It has been objected by some, who 
wish to be numbered among the sons of learning, that 
Pope's version of Homer is not Homerical; that it ex- 
hibits no resemblance of the original and characteristic 
manner of the father of poetry, as it wants his awful 
simplicity, his artless grandeur, his unaffected majesty. 
This cannot be totally denied; but it must be remem- 
bered that necessitas quod cogit defendit; that may be 
lawfully done which cannot be forborne. Time and place 
will always enforce regard. In estimating this transla- 
tion, consideration must be had of the nature of our 
language, the form of our metre, and above all of the 
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change which two thousand years have made in the 
modes of life and the habits of thought. Virgil wrote in 
a language of the same general fabric with that of Ho- 
mer, in verses of the same measure, and in an age nearer 
to Homer's time by eighteen hundred years, yet he 
found, even then, the state of the world so much altered, 
and the demand for elegance so much increased, that 
mere nature would be endured no longer; and perhaps, 
in the multitude of borrowed passages, very few can be 
shown which he has not embellished. 

There is a time when nations emerging from bar- 
barity, and falling into regular subordination, gain lei- 
sure to grow wise, and feel the shame of ignorance and 
the craving pain of unsatisfied curiosity. To this hunger 
of the mind plain sense is grateful; that which fills the 
void removes uneasiness, and to be free from pain for 
a while is pleasure; but repletion generates fastidious- 
ness; a saturated intellect soon becomes luxurious, and 
knowledge finds no willing reception till it is recom- 
mended by artificial diction. Thus it will be found, in 
the progress of learning, that in all nations the first 
writers are simple, and that every age improves in ele- 
gance. One refinement always makes way for another; 
and what was expedient to Virgil was necessary 7 to Pope. 

I suppose many readers of the English Iliad, when 
they have been touched with some unexpected beauty 
of the lighter kind, have tried to enjoy it in the original, 
where, alas! it was not to be found. Homer doubtless 
owes to his translator many Ovidian graces not exactly 
suitable to his character; but to have added can be no 
great crime, if nothing be taken away. Elegance is 
surely to be desired, if it be not gained at the expense 
of dignity. A hero would wish to be loved as well as to 
be reverenced. 

To a thousand cavils one answer is sufficient: the pur- 
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pose of a writer is to be read, and the criticism which 
would destroy the power of pleasing must be blown 
aside. Pope wrote for his own age and his own nation; 
he knew that it was necessary to colour the images and 
point the sentiments of his author; he therefore made 
him graceful, but lost him some of his sublimity. 

The copious notes with which the version is accom- 
panied, and by which it is recommended to many read- 
ers, though they were undoubtedly written to swell the 
volumes, ought not to pass without praise: commentaries 
which attract the reader by the pleasure of perusal have 
not often appeared; the notes of others are read to clear 
difficulties, those of Pope to vary entertainment. 

It has, however, been objected, with sufficient reason, 
that there is in the commentary too much of unseason- 
able levity and affected gaiety; that too many appeals 
are made to the ladies, and the ease which is so care- 
fully preserved is sometimes the ease of a trifler. Every 
art has its terms, and every kind of instruction its 
proper style; the gravity of common critics may be tedi- 
ous, but is less despicable than childish merriment. 

Of the Odyssey nothing remains to be observed: the 
same general praise may be given to both translations, 
and a particular examination of either would require a 
large volume. The notes were written by Broome, who 
endeavoured, not unsuccessfully, to imitate his master. 

Of “The Dunciad” the hint is confessedly taken from 
Dryden’s “Mac Flecknoe”; but the plan is so enlarged 
and diversified as justly to claim the praise of an origi- 
nal, and affords perhaps the best specimen that has yet 
appeared of personal satire ludicrously pompous. 

That the design was moral, whatever the author 
might tell either his readers or himself, I am not con- 
vinced. The first motive was the desire of revenging the 
contempt with which Theobald had treated his Shake- 
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speare, and regaining the honour which he had lost, by 
crushing his opponent. Theobald was not of bulk enough 
to fill a poem, and therefore it was necessary to find 
other enemies with other names, at whose expense he 
might divert the public. 

In this design there was petulance and malignity 
enough; but I cannot think it very criminal. An author 
places himself uncalled before the tribunal of criticism, 
and solicits fame at the hazard of disgrace. Dullness or 
deformity are not culpable in themselves, but may be 
very justly reproached when they pretend to the honour 
of wit or the influence of beauty. If bad writers were to 
pass without reprehension, what should restrain them? 
imp une diem consumpserit ingens Telephus; and upon 
bad writers only will censure have much effect. The 
satire which brought Theobald and Moore into con- 
tempt, dropped impotent from Bentley like the javelin 
of Priam. 

All truth is valuable, and satirical criticism may be 
considered as useful when it rectifies error and improves 
judgment; he that refines the public taste is a public 
benefactor. 

The beauties of this poem are well known; its chief 
fault is the grossness of its images. Pope and Swift had 
an unnatural delight in ideas physically impure, such as 
every other tongue utters with unwillingness, and of 
which every ear shrinks from the mention. 

But even this fault, offensive as it is, may be for- 
given for the excellence of other passages — such as the 
formation and dissolution of Moore, the account of the 
Traveller, the misfortune of the Florist, and the crowded 
thoughts and stately numbers which dignify the con- 
cluding paragraph. 

The alterations which have been made in “The Dun- 
ciad,” not always for the better, require that it should be 
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published, as in the present collection, with all its vari- 
ations. 

The “Essay on Man” was a work of great labour and 
long consideration, but certainly not the happiest of 
Pope’s performances. The subject is perhaps not very 
proper for poetry, and the poet was not sufficiently 
master of his subject; metaphysical morality was to him 
a new study, he was proud of his acquisitions, and, sup- 
posing himself master of great secrets, was in haste to 
teach what he had not learned. Thus he tells us, in the 
first epistle, that from the nature of the Supreme Being 
may be deduced an order of beings such as mankind, 
because Infinite Excellence can do only what is best. He 
finds out that these beings must be “somewhere,” and 
that “all the question is whether man be in a wrong 
place.” Surely if, according to the poet’s Leibnitian rea- 
soning, we may infer that man ought to be, only because 
he is, we may allow that his place is the right place be- 
cause he has it. Supreme Wisdom is not less infallible 
in disposing than in creating. But what is meant by 
somewhere and place, and wrong place, it had been 
vain to ask Pope, who probably had never asked him- 
self. 

Having exalted himself into the chair of wisdom, he 
tells us much that every man knows, and much that he 
does not know himself: that we see but little, and that 
the order of the universe is beyond our comprehension 
— an opinion not very uncommon; and that there is a 
chain of subordinate beings “from infinite to nothing,” 
of which himself and his readers are equally ignorant. 
But he gives us one comfort which, without his help, 
he supposes unattainable, in the position “that though 
we are fools, yet God is wise.” 

This essay affords an egregious instance of the pre- 
dominance of genius, the dazzling splendour of imagery, 
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and the seductive poweis of eloquence. Never was pen- 
ury of knowledge and vulgarity of sentiment so happily 
disguised. The reader feels his mind full, though he 
learns nothing; and when he meets it in its new array, 
no longer knows the talk of his mother and his nurse. 
When these wonder-working sounds sink into sense, and 
the doctrine of the “Essay,” disrobed of its ornaments, is 
left to the powers of its naked excellence, what shall we 
discover? That we are, in comparison with our Creator, 
very weak and ignorant — that we do not uphold the 
chain of existence — and that we could not make one 
another with more skill than we are made. We may 
learn yet more — that the arts of human life were copied 
from the instinctive operations of other animals — that if 
the world be made for man, it may be said that man 
was made for geese. To these profound principles of 
natural knowledge are added some moral instructions 
equally new: that self-interest, well understood, will 
produce social concord — that men are mutual gainers 
by mutual benefits — that evil is sometimes balanced by 
good — that human advantages are unstable and falla- 
cious, of uncertain duration and doubtful effect — that 
our true honour is, not to have a great part, but to act it 
well — that virtue only is our own — and that happiness is 
always in our power. 

Surely a man of no very comprehensive search may 
venture to say that he has heard all this before; but it 
was never till now recommended by such a blaze of em- 
bellishments, or such sweetness of melody. The vigorous 
contraction of some thoughts, the luxuriant amplification 
of others, the incidental illustrations, and sometimes the 
dignity, sometimes the softness of the verses, enchain 
philosophy, suspend criticism, and oppress judgment by 
overpowering pleasure. 

This is true of many paragraphs; yet if I had under- 
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taken to exemplify Pope's felicity' of composition before 
a rigid critic, I should not select the “Essay on Man”; for 
it contains more lines unsuccessfully laboured, more 
harshness of diction, more thoughts imperfectly ex- 
pressed, more levity without elegance, and more heavi- 
ness without strength, than will easily be found in all his 
other works. 

The “Epistle to Arbuthnot,” now arbitrarily called the 
“Prologue to the Satires,” is a performance consisting, 
as it seems, of many fragments wrought into one design, 
which by this union of scattered beauties contains more 
striking paragraphs than could probably have been 
brought together into an occasional work. As there is no 
stronger motive to exertion than self-defence, no part 
has more elegance, spirit, or dignity than the poet's vin- 
dication of his own character. The meanest passage is 
the satire upon Sporus. 

Of the two poems which derived their names from the 
year, and which are called the “Epilogue to the Satires,” 
it was very justly remarked by Savage, that the second 
was in the whole more strongly conceived, and more 
equally supported, but that it had no single passages 
equal to the contention in the first for the dignity of 
Vice, and the celebration of the triumph of Corruption. 

The Imitations of Horace seem to have been written 
as relaxations of his genius. This employment became 
his favourite by its facility; the plan was ready to his 
hand, and nothing was required but to accommodate as 
he could the sentiments of an old author to recent facts 
or familiar images; but what is easy is seldom excellent; 
such imitations cannot give pleasure to common readers; 
the man of learning may be sometimes surprised and 
delighted by an unexpected parallel; but the comparison 
requires knowledge of the original, which will likewise 
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often detect strained applications. Between Roman im- 
ages and English manners there will be an irrecon- 
cileable dissimilitude, and the works will be generally 
uncouth and party-coloured; neither original nor trans- 
lated, neither ancient nor modern. 

Pope had, in proportions very nicely adjusted to each 
other, all the qualities that constitute genius. He had 
Invention , by which new trains of events are formed, 
and new scenes of imagery displayed, as in “The Rape 
of the Lock”; and by which extrinsic and adventitious 
embellishments and illustrations are connected with a 
knowm subject, as in the “Essay on Criticism.” He had 
Imagination , which strongly impresses on the writer s 
mind, and enables him to convey to the reader, the 
various forms of nature, incidents of life, and energies of 
passion, as in his “Eloisa,” “Windsor Forest,” and the 
“Ethic Epistles.” He had Judgment , which selects from 
life or nature what the present purpose requires, and by 
separating the essence of things from its concomitants, 
often makes the representation more powerful than the 
reality: and he had colours of language always before 
him, ready to decorate his matter with every grace of 
elegant expression, as when he accommodates his dic- 
tion to the wonderful multiplicity of Homer’s sentiments 
and descriptions. 

Poetical expression includes sound as well as meaning. 
“Music,” says Dry den, “is inarticulate poetry”; among 
the excellences of Pope, therefore, must be mentioned 
the melody of his metre. By perusing the works of Dry- 
den, he discovered the most p'erfect fabric of English 
verse, and habituated himself to that only which he 
found the best; in consequence of which restraint, his 
poetry has been censured as too uniformly musical, and 
as glutting the ear with unvaried sweetness. I suspect 
this objection to be the cant of those who judge by 
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principles rather than perception; and who would even 
themselves have less pleasure in his works, if he had 
tried to relieve attention by studied discords, or affected 
to break his lines and vary his pauses. 

But though he was thus careful of his versification, he 
did not oppress his powers with superfluous rigour. He 
seems to have thought with Boileau, that the practice 
of wilting might be refined till the difficulty should over- 
balance the advantage. The construction of his language 
is not always strictly grammatical; with those rhymes 
which prescription had conjoined he contented himself, 
without regard to Swift’s remonstrances, though there 
was no striking consonance; nor was he very careful to 
vary his terminations, or to refuse admission, at a small 
distance, to the same rhymes. 

To Swift’s edict for the exclusion of alexandrines and 
triplets he paid little regard; he admitted them, but, in 
the opinion of Fenton, too rarely; he uses them more 
liberally in his translation than his poems. 

He has a few double rhymes; and always, I think, 
unsuccessfully, except once in “The Rape of the Lock.” 

Expletives he very early ejected from his verses; but 
he now and then admits an epithet rather commodious 
than important. 

Each of the six first lines of the Iliad might lose two 
syllables with very little diminution of the meaning; and 
sometimes, after all his art and labour, one verse seems 
to be made for the sake of another. In his latter produc- 
tions the diction is sometimes vitiated by French idioms, 
with which Bolingbrokeffiad perhaps infected him. 

I have been told that the couplet by which he de- 
clared his own ear to be most gratified was this: 

Lo, where Mseotis sleeps, and hardly flows 
The freezing Tanais through a waste of snows. 

But the reason of this preference I cannot discover. 
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It is remarked by Watts, that there is scarcely a happy 
combination of words, or a phrase poetically elegant in 
the English language, which Pope has not inserted into 
his version of Homer. How he obtained possession of 
so many beauties of speech, it were desirable to know. 
That he gleaned from authors, obscure as well as emi- 
nent, what he thought brilliant or useful, and preserved 
it all in a regular collection, is not unlikely. When, in 
his last years, Hall’s Satires were shown him, he wished 
that he had seen them sooner. 

New sentiments and new images others may produce; 
but to attempt any further improvement of versification 
will be dangerous. Art and diligence have now done 
their best, and what shall be added will be the effort of 
tedious toil and needless curiosity. 

After all this, it is surely superfluous to answer the 
question that has once been asked, Whether Pope was 
a poet? otherwise than by asking in return, If Pope be 
not a poet, where is poetry to be found? To circumscribe 
poetry by a definition will only show the narrowness of 
the definer, though a definition which shall exclude 
Pope will not easily be made. Let us look round upon 
the present time, and back upon the past; let us inquire 
to whom the voice of mankind has decreed the wreath 
of poetry; let their productions be examined, and their 
claim stated, and the pretensions of Pope will be no 
more disputed. Had he given the world only his version, 
the name of poet must have been allowed him: if the 
writer of the Iliad were to class his successors, he would 
assign a very high place to his translator, without re- 
quiring any other evidence of Genius., . . . 





CONCLUSION TO THE 
PREFACE TO THE DICTIONARY 

I N HOPE of giving longevity to that which its own 
nature forbids to be immortal, I have devoted this 
book, the labour of years, to the honour of my country, 
that we may no longer yield the palm of philology, 
without a contest, to the nations of the continent. The 
chief glory of every people arises from its authors: 
, whether I shall add anything by my own writings to 
the reputation of English literature, must be left to 
time^much of my life has been lost under the pres- 
sures of disease; much has been trifled away; and much 
has always been spent in provision for the day that was 
passing over me; but I shall not think my employment 
useless or ignoble, if, by my assistance, foreign nations, 
and distant ages, gain access to the propagators of 
knowledge, and understand the teachers of truth; if 
my labours afford light to the repositories of science, 
and add celebrity to Bacon, to Hooker, to Milton, and 
to Boyle. 

When I am animated by this wish, I look with pleas- 
ure on my book, however defective, and deliver it to 
the world with the spirit of a man that has endeavoured 
well. Jhat it will immediately become popular I have 
not promised to myself: a few wild blunders, and risi- 
ble absurdities, from which no work of such multiplicity 
was ever free, may, for a time, furnish folly with laugh- 
ter, and harden ignorance into contempt; ' but useful 
diligence will at last prevail, and there never can be 
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wanting some who distinguish desert; who will consider 
that no dictionary of a living tongue ever can be perfect, 
since, while it is hastening to publication, some words 
are budding, and some falling away; that a whole life 
cannot be spent upon syntax and etymology, and that 
even a whole life would not be sufficient; that he, whose 
design includes whatever language can express, must 
often speak of what he does not understand; that a 
writer will sometimes be hurried by eagerness to the 
end, and sometimes faint with weariness under a task, 
which Scaliger compares to the labours of the anvil 
and the mine; that what is obvious is not always known, 
and what is known is not always present; that sudden 
fits of inadvertency will surprise vigilance, slight avoca- 
tions will seduce attention, and casual eclipses of the 
mind will darken learning; and that the writer shall 
often in vain trace his memory, at the moment of need, 
for that which yesterday he knew with intuitive readi- 
ness, and which will come uncalled into his thoughts 
tomorrow. 

In this work, when it shall be found that much is 
omitted, let it not be forgotten that much likewise is 
performed; and though no book was ever spared out 
of tenderness to the author, and the world is little 
solicitous to know whence proceeded the faults of that 
which it condemns; yet it may gratify curiosity to in- 
form it, that the English Dictionary was written with 
little assistance of the learned, and without any patron- 
age of the great; not in the soft obscurities of retire- 
ment, or under the shelter of acadernick bowers, but 
amidst inconvenience and distraction, in sickness and 
in sorrow. It may repress the triumph of malignant 
criticism to observe, that if our language is not here 
fully displayed, I have only failed in an attempt, which 
no human powers have hitherto completed. If the lexi- 
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cons of ancient tongues, now immutably fixed, and com- 
prised in a few volumes, be yet, after the toil of suc- 
cessive ages, inadequate and delusive; if the aggregated 
knowledge, and co-operating diligence of the Italian 
academicians, did not secure them from the censure of 
Beni; if the embodied criticks of France, when fifty 
years had been spent upon their work, were obliged 
to change its economy, and give their second edition 
another form, I may surely be contented without the 
praise of perfection, which, if I could obtain, in this 
gloom of solitude, what would it avail me?(I have pro- 
tracted my work till most of those, whom I wished to 
please, have sunk into the grave, and success and mis- 
carriage are empty sounds: I, therefore, dismiss it with 
frigid tranquillity, having little to fear or hope from 
censure or from praise. 





From the REVIEW OF 
“A FREE ENQUIRY INTO THE NATURE 
AND ORIGIN OF EVIL” 

BY SOAME JENYNS 


T HIS is a treatise, consisting of six letters, upon a 
very difficult and important question, which, I am 
afraid, this authour's endeavours will not free from the 
perplexity which has entangled the speculatists of all 
ages, and which must always continue while we see but 
in part. He calls it a Free Enquiry , and, indeed, his free- 
dom is, I think, greater than his modesty. Though he is 
far from the contemptible arrogance, or the impious 
licentiousness of Bolingbroke, yet he decides, too easily, 
upon questions out of the reach of human determina- 
tion, with too little consideration of mortal weakness, 
and with too much vivacity for the necessary caution. 

In the first letter, on evil in general, he observes, that, 
“it is the solution of this important question, whence 
came evil? alone, that can ascertain the moral charac- 
teristic of God, without which there is an end of all 
distinction between good and evil.” Yet he begins this 
inquiry by this declaration: “That there is a supreme 
being, infinitely powerful, wise, and benevolent, the 
great creator and preserver of all things, is a truth so 
clearly demonstrated, that it shall be here taken for 
granted.” What is this, but to say, that we have already 
reason to grant the existence of those attributes of God, 
647 
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which the present inquiry is designed to prove? The 
present inquiry is, then, surely made to no purpose. The 
attributes, to the demonstration of which the solution 
of this great question is necessary, have been demon- 
strated, without any solution, or by means of the solu- 
tion of some former writer . . . 

The second letter, on the evils of imperfection, is little 
more than a paraphrase of Pope’s epistles, or yet less 
than a paraphrase, a mere translation of poetry into 
prose. This is, surely, to attack difficulty with very dis- 
proportionate abilities, to cut the Gordian knot with 
very blunt instruments. When we are told of the insuf- 
ficiency of former solutions, why is one of the latest, 
which no man can have forgotten, given us again? I am 
told, that this pamphlet is not the effort of hunger; what 
can it be, then, but the product of vanity? and yet, how 
can vanity be gratified by plagiarism or transcription? 
When this speculatist finds himself prompted to another 
performance, let him consider, whether he is about to 
disburden his mind, or employ his fingers; and, if I 
might venture to offer him a subject, I should wish, that 
he would solve this question: Why he, that has nothing 
to write, should desire to be a writer? 

Yet is not this letter without some sentiments, which, 
though not new, are of great importance, and may be 
read, with pleasure, in the thousandth repetition . . . 

"No system can possibly be formed, even in imagina- 
tion, without a subordination of parts. Every animal 
body must have different members, subservient to each 
other; every picture must be composed of various 
colours, and of light and shade; all harmony must be 
formed of trebles, tenours, and bases; every beautiful 
and useful edifice must consist of higher and lower, 
more and less magnificent apartments. This is in the 
very essence of all created things, and, therefore, can- 
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not be prevented, by any means whatever, unless by not 
creating them at all.” 

These instances are used, instead of Pope's oak and 
weeds, or Jupiter and his satellites; but neither Pope, 
nor this writer, have much contributed to solve the dif- 
ficulty. Perfection, or imperfection, of unconscious be- 
ings has no meaning, as referred to themselves; the base 
and the treble are equally perfect; the mean and mag- 
nificent apartments feel no pleasure or pain from the 
comparison. Pope might ask the weed, why it was less 
than the oak? but the weed would never ask the ques- 
tion for itself. The base and treble differ only to the 
hearer, meanness and magnificence only to the inhabi- 
tant. There is no evil but must inhere in a conscious be- 
ing, or be referred to it; that is, evil must be felt, before 
it is evil. Yet, even on this subject, many questions 
might be offered, which human understanding has not 
yet answered, and which the present haste of this ex- 
tinct will not suffer me to dilate . . . 

We are next entertained with Pope's alleviations of 
those evils which we are doomed to suffer. 

“Poverty, or the want of riches, is generally compen- 
sated by having more hopes, and fewer fears, by a 
greater share of health, and a more exquisite relish of 
the smallest enjoyments, than those who possess them 
are usually blessed with. The want of taste and genius, 
with all the pleasures that arise from them, are com- 
monly recompensed by a more useful kind of common 
sense, together with a wonderful delight, as well as suc- 
cess, in the busy pursuits of a scrambling world. The 
sufferings of the sick are greatly relieved by many tri- 
fling gratifications, imperceptible to others, and, some- 
times, almost repaid by the inconceivable transports 
occasioned by the return of health and vigour. Folly 
cannot be very grievous, because imperceptible; and I 
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doubt not but there is some truth in that rant of a mad 
poet, that there is a pleasure in being mad, which none 
but madmen know. Ignorance, or the want of knowl- 
edge and literature, the appointed lot of all born to 
poverty and the drudgeries of life, is the only opiate 
capable of infusing that insensibility, which can enable 
them to endure the miseries of the one, and the fatigues 
of the other. It is a cordial, administered by the gracious 
hand of providence, of which they ought never to be de- 
prived by an ill-judged and improper education . . 

Much of these positions is, perhaps, true; and the 
whole paragraph might well pass without censure, were 
not objections necessary to the establishment of knowl- 
edge. Poverty is very gently paraphrased by want of 
riches. In that sense, almost every man may, in his own 
opinion, be poor. But there is another poverty, which is 
want of competence of all that can soften the miseries of 
life, of all that can diversify attention, or delight imagi- 
nation. There is yet another poverty, which is want of 
necessaries, a species of poverty which no care of the 
public, no charity of particulars, can preserve many 
from feeling openly, and many secretly. 

That hope and fear are inseparably, or very fre- 
quently, connected with poverty and riches, my surveys 
of life have not informed me. The milder degrees of 
poverty are, sometimes, supported by hope; but the 
more severe often sink down in motionless despond- 
ence. Life must be seen, before it can be known. This 
authour and Pope, perhaps, never saw the miseries 
which they imagine thus easy to be borne. The poor, 
indeed, are insensible of many little vexations, which 
sometimes imbitter the possessions, and pollute the en- 
joyments, of the rich. They are not pained by casual in- 
civility, or mortified by the mutilation of a compliment; 
but this happiness is like that of a malefactor, who 
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ceases to feel the cords that bind him, when the pincers 
are tearing his flesh. 

That want of taste for one enjoyment is supplied by 
the pleasures of some other, may be fairly allowed; but 
the compensation of sickness I have never found near to 
equivalence, and the transports of recovery only prove 
the intenseness of the pain. # 

With folly, no man is willing to confess himself very 
intimately acquainted, and, therefore, its pains and 
pleasures are kept secret. But what the authour says of 
its happiness, seems applicable only to fatuity, or gross 
dulness; for that inferiority of understanding, which 
makes one man, without any other reason, the slave, or 
tool, or property of another, which makes him some- 
times useless, and sometimes ridiculous, is often felt 
with very quick sensibility. On the happiness of mad- 
men, as the case is not very frequent, it is not necessary 
to raise a disquisition, but I cannot forbear to observe, 
that I never yet knew disorders of mind increase felic- 
ity: every madman is either arrogant and irascible, or 
gloomy and suspicious, or possessed by some passion, or 
notion, destructive to his quiet. He has always discon- 
tent in his look, and malignity in his bosom. And, if he 
had the power of choice, he would soon repent who 
should resign his reason to secure his peace. 

Concerning the portion of ignorance necessary to 
make the condition of the lower classes of mankind safe 
to the publick, and tolerable to themselves, both morals 
and policy exact a nicer inquiry than will be very soon 
or very easily made. There is, undoubtedly, a degree of 
knowledge which will direct a man to refer all to provi- 
dence, and to acquiesce in the condition with which 
omniscient goodness has determined to allot him; to 
consider this world as a phantom, that must soon glide 
from before his eyes, and the distresses and vexations 



652 SAMUEL JOHNSON 

that encompass him, as dust scattered in his path, as a 

blast that chills him for a moment, and passes off for 

ever. 

Such wisdom, arising from the comparison of a part 
with the whole of our existence, those that want it most 
cannot possibly obtain from philosophy; nor, unless the 
method of education, and the general tenour of life are 
changed, will very easily receive it from religion. The 
bulk of mankind is not likely to be very wise or very 
good; and I know not, whether there are not many 
states of life, in which all knowledge, less than the high- 
est wisdom, will produce discontent and danger. I be- 
lieve it may be sometimes found, that a little learning 
is, to a poor man, a dangerous thing. But such is the 
condition of humanity, that we easily see, or quickly 
feel the wrong, but cannot always distinguish the right. 
Whatever knowledge is superfluous, in irremediable 
poverty, is hurtful, but the difficulty is to determine 
when poverty is irremediable, and at what point su- 
perfluity begins. Gross ignorance every man has found 
equally dangerous with perverted knowledge. Men, left 
wholly to their appetites and their instincts, with little 
sense of moral or religious obligation, and with very 
faint distinctions of right and wrong, can never be safely 
employed, or confidently trusted; they can be honest 
only by obstinacy, and diligent only by compulsion or 
caprice. Some instruction, therefore, is necessary, ancj 
much, perhaps, may be dangerous. 

Though it should be granted, that those who are born 
to poverty and drudgery , should not be deprived, by 
an improper education , of the opiate of ignorance ; even 
this concession will not be of much use to direct our 
practice, unless it be determined, who are those that are 
born to poverty . To entail irreversible poverty upon 
generation after generation, only because the ancestor 
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happened to be poor, is, in itself, cruel, if not unjust, 
and is wholly contrary to the maxims of a commercial 
nation, which always suppose and promote a rotation of 
property, and offer every individual a chance of mend- 
ing his condition by his diligence. Those, who com- 
municate literature to the son of a poor man consider 
him, as one not born to poverty, but to the necessity of 
deriving a better fortune from himself. In this attempt, 
as in others, many fail and many succeed. Those that 
fail, will feel their misery more acutely; but since pov- 
erty is now confessed to be such a calamity, as cannot 
be borne without the opiate of insensibility, I hope the 
happiness of those whom education enables to escape 
horn it, may turn the balance against that exacerbation 
which the others suffer. 

I am always afraid of determining on the side of envy 
or cruelty. The privileges of education may, sometimes, 
be improperly bestowed, but I shall always fear to with- 
hold them, lest I should be yielding to the suggestions of 
pride, while I persuade myself that I am following the 
maxims of policy; and, under the appearance of salu- 
tary restraints, should be indulging the lust of dominion, 
and that malevolence which delights in seeing others 
depressed ... 

Having thus despatched the consideration of particu- 
lar evils, he comes, at last, to a general reason, for which 
evil may be said to be our good. He is of opinion, that 
there is some inconceivable benefit in pain, abstractedly 
considered; that pain, however inflicted, or wherever 
felt,' communicates some good to the general system of 
being, and, that every animal is, some way or other, the 
better of the pain of every other animal. This opinion 
he carries so far, as to suppose, that there passes some 
principle of union through all animal life, as attraction 
is communicated to all corporeal nature; and, that the 
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evils suffered on this globe may, by some inconceivable 
means, contribute to the felicity of the inhabitants of 
the remotest planet. 

How the origin of evil is brought nearer to human 
conception, by any inconceivable means, I am not able 
to discover. We believed, that the present system of 
creation was right, though we could not explain the 
adaptation of one part to the other, or for the whole 
succession of causes and consequences. Where has this 
inquirer added to the little knowledge that we had be- 
fore? He has told us of the benefits of evil, which no 
man feels, and relations between distant parts of the 
universe, which he cannot himself conceive. There was 
enough in the question inconceivable before, and we 
have little advantage from a new inconceivable solution. 

I do not mean to reproach this authour for not know- 
ing what is equally hidden from learning and from igno- 
rance. The shame is, to impose words, for ideas, upon 
ourselves or others. To imagine, that we are going for- 
ward, when we are only turning round. To think, that 
there is any difference between him that gives no rea- 
son, and him that gives a reason, which, by his own con- 
fession, cannot be conceived. 

But, that he may not be thought to conceive nothing 
but things inconceivable, he has, at last, thought on a 
way, by which human sufferings may produce good ef- 
fects. He imagines, that as we have not only animals for 
food, but choose some for our diversion, the same privi- 
lege may be allowed to some beings above us, who may 
deceive , torment , or destroy us, for the ends , only , of 
their own pleasure or utility . This he again finds impos- 
sible to be conceived, but that impossibility lessens not 
the probability of the conjecture , which , by analogy , is 
so strongly confirmed . 

I cannot resist the temptation of contemplating this 
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analogy, which, I think, he might have carried further, 
very much to the advantage of his argument. He might 
have shown, that these “hunters, whose game is man,” 
have many sports analogous to our own. As we drown 
whelps and kittens, they amuse themselves, now and 
then, with sinking a ship, and stand round the fields of 
Blenheim, or the walls of Prague, as we encircle a cock- 
pit. As we shoot a bird flying, they take a man in the 
middle of his business or pleasure, and knock him down 
with an apoplexy. Some of them, perhaps, are virtuosi, 
and delight in the operations of an asthma, as a human 
philosopher in the effects of the air-pump. To swell a 
man with a tympany is as good sport as to blow a frog. 
Many a merry bout have these frolick beings at the 
vicissitudes of an ague, and good sport it is to see a man 
tumble with an epilepsy, and revive and tumble again, 
and all this he knows not why. As they are wiser and 
more powerful than we, they have more exquisite diver- 
sions; for we have no way of procuring any sport so 
brisk and so lasting, as the paroxysms of the gout and 
stone, which, undoubtedly, must make high mirth, es- 
pecially if the play be a little diversified with the blun- 
ders and puzzles of the blind and deaf. We know not 
how far their sphere of observation may extend. Per- 
haps, now and then, a merry being may place himself 
in such a situation, as to enjoy, at once, all the varieties 
of an epidemical disease, or amuse his leisure with the 
tossings and contortions of every possible pain, exhib- 
ited together. 

One sport the merry malice of these beings has found 
means of enjoying, to which we have nothing equal or 
similar. They now and then catch a mortal, proud of 
his parts, and flattered either by the submission of those 
who court his kindness, or the notice of those who suffer 
him to court theirs. A head, thus prepared for the recep- 
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tion of false opinions, and the projection of vain designs, 
they easily fill with idle notions, till, in time, they make 
their plaything an authour; their first diversion com- 
monly begins with an ode or an epistle, then rises, per- 
haps, to a political irony, and is, at last, brought to its 
height, by a treatise of philosophy. Then* begins the poor 
animal to entangle himself in sophisms, and flounder in 
absurdity, to talk confidently of the scale of being, and 
to give solutions which himself confesses impossible to 
be understood. Sometimes, however, it happens, that 
their pleasure is without much mischief. The authour 
feels no pain, but while they are wondering at the ex- 
travagance of his opinion, and pointing him out to one 
another, as a new example of human folly, he is enjoy- 
ing his own applause and that of his companions, and, 
perhaps, is elevated with the hope of standing at the 
head of a new sect. 

Many of the books which now crowd the world, may 
be justly suspected to be written for the sake of some 
invisible order of beings, for surely they are of no use 
to any of the corporeal inhabitants of the world. Of the 
productions of the last bounteous year, how many can 
be said to serve any purpose of use or pleasure! The 
only end of writing is to enable the readers better to en- 
joy life, or better to endure it; and how will either of 
those be put more in our power, by him who tells us, 
that we are puppets, of which some creature, not much 
wiser than ourselves, manages the wires! That a set of 
beings, unseen and unheard, are hovering about us, try- 
ing experiments upon our sensibility, putting us in 
agonies, to see our limbs quiver; torturing us to mad- 
ness, that they may laugh at our vagaries; sometimes 
obstructing the bile, that they may see how a man looks, 
when he is yellow; sometimes breaking a traveller's 
bones, to try how he will get home; sometimes wasting a 
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man to a skeleton, and sometimes killing him fat, for the 
greater elegance of his hide . . . 

Thus, after having clambered, with great labour, 
from one step of argumentation to another, instead of 
rising into the light of knowledge, we are devolved back 
into dark ignorance; and all our effort ends in belief, 
that for the evils of life there is some good reason, and 
in confession, that the reason cannot be found. This is 
all that has been produced by the revival of Chrysip- 
pus’s untractableness of matter, and the Arabian scale of 
existence. A system has been raised, which is so ready to 
fall to pieces of itself, that no great praise can be de- 
rived from its destruction. To object, is always easy, 
and, it has been well observed by a late writer, that 
“the hand which cannot build a hovel, may demolish a 
temple.” 





PREFACE TO SHAKESPEARE 


T HAT praises are without reason lavished on the 
dead, and that the honours due only to excellence 
are paid to antiquity, is a complaint likely to be always 
continued by those, who, being able to add nothing to 
truth, hope for eminence from the heresies of paradox; 
or those, who, being forced by disappointment upon 
consolatory expedients, are willing to hope from pos- 
terity what the present age refuses, and flatter them- 
selves that the regard which is yet denied by envy, will 
be at last bestowed by time. 

Antiquity, like every other quality that attracts the 
notice of mankind, has undoubtedly votaries that rever- 
ence it, not from reason, but from prejudice. Some seem 
to admire indiscriminately whatever has been long pre- 
served, without considering that time has sometimes co- 
operated with chance; all perhaps are more willing to 
honour past than present excellence; and the mind con- 
templates genius through the shades of age, as the eye 
surveys the sun through artificial opacity. The great con- 
tention of criticism is to find the faults of the moderns, 
and the beauties of the ancients. While an authour is 
yet living we estimate his powers by his worst perform- 
ance, and when he is dead, we rate them by his best. 

To works, however, of which the- excellence is not 
absolute and definite, but gradual and comparative; to 
works not raised upon principles demonstrative and sci- 
entifick, but appealing wholly to observation and experi- 
ence, no other test can be applied than length of dura- 
tion and continuance of esteem. What mankind have 
658 
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long possessed they have often examined and compared; 
and if they persist to value the possession, it is because 
frequent comparisons have confirmed opinion in its fa- 
vour. As among the works of nature no man can properly 
call a river deep, or a mountain high, without the knowl- 
edge of many mountains, and many rivers; so in the 
productions of genius, nothing can be stiled excellent till 
it has been compared with other works of the same kind. 
Demonstration immediately displays its power, and has 
nothing to hope or fear from the flux of years; but works 
tentative and experimental must be estimated by their 
proportion to the general and collective ability of man, 
as it is discovered in a long succession of endeavours. 
Of the first building that was raised, it might be with 
certainty determined that it was round or square; but 
whether it was spacious or lofty must have been referred 
to time. The Pythagorean scale of numbers was at once 
discovered to be perfect; but the poems of Homer we 
yet know not to transcend the common limits of human 
intelligence, but by remarking, that nation after nation, 
and century after century, has been able to do little 
more than transpose his incidents, new-name his char- 
acters, and paraphrase his sentiments. 

The reverence due to writings that have long sub- 
sisted arises therefore not from any credulous confidence 
in the superior wisdom of past ages, or gloomy persua- 
sion of the degeneracy of mankind, but is the conse- 
quence of acknowledged and indubitable positions, that 
what has been longest known has been most considered, 
and what is most considered is best understood. 

The Poet, of whose works I have undertaken the re- 
vision, may now begin to assume the dignity of an an- 
cient, and claim the privilege of established fame and 
prescriptive veneration. He has long outlived his cen- 
tury, the term commonly fixed as the test of literary 
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merit. Whatever advantages he might once derive from 
personal allusions, local customs, or temporary opinions, 
have for many years been lost; and every topick of mer- 
riment, or motive of sorrow, which the modes of artificial 
life afforded him, now only obscure the scenes which 
they once illuminated. The effects of favour and com- 
petition are at an end; the tradition of his friendships 
and his enmities has perished; his works support no 
opinion with arguments, nor supply any faction with 
invectives; they can neither indulge vanity nor gratify 
malignity; but are read without any other reason than 
the desire of pleasure, and are therefore praised only as 
pleasure is obtained; yet, thus unassisted by interest or 
passion, they have past through variations of taste and 
changes of manners, and, as they devolved from one 
generation to another, have received new honours at 
every transmission. 

But because human judgment, though it be gradually 
gaining upon certainty, never becomes infallible; and 
approbation, though long continued, may yet be only 
the approbation of prejudice or fashion; it is proper to 
inquire, by what peculiarities of excellence Shakespeare 
has gained and kept the favour of his countrymen. 

Nothing can please many, and please long, but just 
representations of general nature. Particular manners 
can be known to few, and therefore few only can judge 
how nearly they are copied. The irregular combinations 
of fanciful invention may delight a while, by that nov- 
elty of which the common satiety of life sends us all in 
quest; but the pleasures of sudden wonder are soon ex- 
hausted, and the mind can only repose on the stability 
of truth. 

Shakespeare is above all writers, at least above all 
modern writers, the poet of nature; the poet that holds 
up to his readers a faithful mirrour of manners and of 
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life. His characters are not modified by the customs of 
particular places, unpractised by the rest of the world, 
by the peculiarities of studies or professions, which can 
operate but upon small numbers; or by the accidents of 
transient fashions or temporary opinions: they are the 
genuine progeny of common humanity, such as the world 
will always supply, and observation will always find. His 
persons act and speak by the influence of those general 
passions and principles by which all minds are agitated, 
and the whole system of life is continued in motion. In 
the writings of other poets a character is too often an 
individual; in those of Shakespeare it is commonly a 
species. 

It is from this wide extension of design that so much 
instruction is derived. It is this which fills the plays of 
Shakespeare with practical axioms and domestick wis- 
dom. It was said of Euripides, that every verse was a 
precept; and it may be said of Shakespeare, that from 
his works may be collected a system of civil and ©eco- 
nomical prudence. Yet his real power is not shewn in 
the splendbur of particular passages, but by the progress 
of his fable, and the tenour of his dialogue; and he that 
tries to recommend him by select quotations, will suc- 
ceed like the pedant in Hierocles, who, when he offered 
his house to sale, carried a brick in his pocket as a speci- 
men. 

It will not easily be imagined how much Shakespeare 
excells in accommodating his sentiments to real life, but 
by comparing him with other authours. It was observed 
of the ancient schools of declamation, that the more dili- 
gently they were frequented, the more was the student 
disqualified for the world, because he found nothing 
there which he should ever meet in any other place. The 
same remark may be applied to every stage but that of 
Shakespeare. The theatre, when it is under any other 
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direction, is peopled by such characters as were never 
seen, conversing in a language which was never heard, 
upon topicks which will never arise in the commerce of 
mankind. .But the dialogue of this authour is often so 
evidently determined by the incident which produces it, 
and is pursued with so much ease and simplicity, that it 
seems scarcely to claim the merit of fiction, but to have 
been gleaned by diligent selection out of common con- 
versation, and common occurrences. 

Upon every other stage the universal agent is love, by 
whose power all good and evil is distributed, and every 
action quickened or retarded. To bring a lover, a lady, 
and a rival into the fable; to entangle them in contradic- 
tory obligations, perplex them with oppositions of in- 
terest, and harrass them with violence of desires incon- 
sistent with each other; to make them meet in rapture 
and part in agony; to fill their mouths with hyperbolical 
joy and outrageous sorrow; to distress them as nothing 
human ever was distressed; to deliver them as nothing 
human ever was deliveied; is the business of a modem 
dramatist. For this probability is violated, life is mis- 
represented, and language is depraved. But love is only 
one of many passions; and as it has no great influence 
upon the sum of life, it has little operation in the dramas 
of a poet, who caught his ideas from the living world, 
and exhibited only what he saw before him. He knew, 
that any other passion, as it was regular or exorbitant, 
was a cause of happiness or calamity. 

Characters thus ample and general were not easily 
discriminated and preserved, yet perhaps no poet ever 
kept his personages more distinct from each other. I will 
not say with Pope, that every speech may be assigned 
to the proper speaker, because many speeches there are 
which have nothing characteristical; but perhaps, though 
some may be equally adapted to every person, it will be 
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difficult to find, any that can be properly transferred 
from the present possessor to another claimant. The 
choice is right, when there is reason for choice. 

Other dramatists can only gain attention by hyper- 
bolical or aggravated characters, by fabulous and un- 
exampled excellence or depravity, as the writers of bar- 
barous romances invigorated the reader by a giant and 
a dwarf; and he that should form his expectations of 
human affairs from the play, or from the tale, would be 
equally deceived. Shakespeare has no heroes; his scenes 
are occupied only by men, who act and speak as the 
reader thinks that he should himself have spoken or 
acted on the same occasion: Even where the agency is 
supernatural the dialogue is level with life. Other writers 
disguise the most natural passions and most frequent 
incidents; so that he who contemplates them in the book 
will not know them in the world, Shakespeare approxi- 
mates the remote, and familiarizes the wonderful; the 
event which he represents will not happen, but if it 
were possible, its effects would probably be such as he 
has assigned, and it may be said, that he has not only 
shewn human nature as it acts in real exigencies, but as 
it would be found in trials, to which it cannot be ex- 
posed. 

This therefore is the praise of Shakespeare, that his 
drama is the mirrour of life; that he who has mazed his 
imagination, in following the phantoms which other 
writers raise up before him, may here be cured of his 
delirious extasies, by reading human sentiments in hu- 
man language, by scenes from which a hermit may esti- 
mate the transactions of the world, and a confessor 
predict the progress of the passions. 

His adherence to general nature has exposed him to 
the censure of criticks, who form their judgments upon 
narrower principles. Dennis and Rhymer think his Ro- 
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mans not sufficiently Roman ; and Voltaire censures his 
kings as not completely royal. Dennis is offended, that 
Menenius, a senator of Rome, should play the buffoon; 
and Voltaire perhaps thinks decency violated when the 
Danish Usurper is represented as a drunkard. But Shake- 
speare always makes nature predominate over accident; 
and if he preserves the essential character, is not very 
careful of distinctions superinduced and adventitious. 
His story requires Romans or kings, but he thinks only 
on men. He knew that Rome, like eveiy other city, had 
men of all dispositions; and wanting a buffoon, he went 
into the senate-house for that which the senate-house 
would certainly have afforded him. He was inclined to 
shew an usurper and a murderer not only odious but 
despicable, he therefore added drunkenness to his other 
qualities, knowing that kings love wine like other men, 
and that wine exerts its natural power upon kings.^These 
are the petty cavils of petty minds; a poet overlooks the 
casual distinction of country and condition, as a painter, 
satisfied with the figure, neglects the drapery. 

The censure which he has incurred by mixing comick 
and tragick scenes, as it extends to all his works, de- 
serves more consideration. Let the fact be first stated, 
and then examined. 

Shakespeare’s plays are not in the rigorous and critical 
sense either tragedies or comedies, but compositions of 
a distinct kind, exhibiting the real state of sublunary 
nature, which partakes of good and evil, joy and sorrow, 
mingled with endless variety of proportion and innumer- 
able modes of combination; and expressing the course of 
the world, in which the loss of one is the gain of an- 
other; in which, at the same time, the reveller is hasting 
to his wine, and the mourner burying his friend; in 
which the malignity of one is sometimes defeated by the 
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frolick of another; and many mischiefs and many bene- 
fits are done and hindered without design. 

Out of this chaos of mingled purposes and casualties 
the ancient poets, according to the laws which custom 
had prescribed, selected some the crimes of men, and 
some their absurdities; some the momentous vicissitudes 
of life, and some the lighter occurrences; some the ter- 
rours of distress, and some the gayeties of prosperity. 
Thus rose the two modes of imitation, known by the 
names of tragedy and comedy , compositions intended to 
promote different ends by contrary means, and con- 
sidered as so little allied, that I do not recollect among 
the Greeks or Romans a single writer who attempted 
both. 

Shakespeare has united the powers of exciting laugh- 
ter and sorrow not only in one mind, but in one com- 
position. Almost all his plays are divided between seri- 
ous and ludicrous characters, and, in the successive 
evolutions of the design, sometimes produce seriousness 
and sorrow, and sometimes levity and laughter. 

That this is a practice contrary to the rules of criti- 
cism will be readily allowed; but there is always an ap- 
peal open from criticism to nature. The end of writing 
is to instruct; the end of poetry is to instruct by pleasing. 
That the mingled drama may convey all the instruction 
of tragedy or comedy cannot be denied, because it in- 
cludes both in its alternations of exhibition and ap- 
proaches nearer than either to the appearance of life, by 
shewing how great machinations and slender designs 
may promote or obviate one another, and the high and 
the low co-operate in the general system by unavoidable 
concatenation. 

It is objected, that by this change of scenes the pas- 
sions are interrupted in their progression, and that the 
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principal event, being not advanced by a due gradation 
of preparatory incidents, wants at last the power to 
move, which constitutes the perfection of dramatick po- 
etry. This reasoning is so specious, that it is received 
as true even by those who in daily experience feel it to 
be false. The interchanges of mingled scenes seldom fail 
to produce the intended vicissitudes of passion. Fiction 
cannot move so much, but that the attention may be 
easily transferred; and though it must be allowed that 
pleasing melancholy be sometimes interrupted by un- 
welcome levity, yet let it be considered likewise, that 
melancholy is often not pleasing, and that the disturb- 
ance of one man may be the relief of another; that dif- 
ferent auditors have different habitudes; and that, upon 
the whole, all pleasure consists in variety. 

The players, who in their edition divided our au- 
thours works into comedies, histories, and tragedies, 
seem not to have distinguished the three kinds by any 
very exact or definite ideas. 

An action which ended happily to the principal per- 
sons, however serious or distressful through its inter- 
mediate incidents, in their opinion, constituted a com- 
edy. This idea of a comedy continued long amongst us; 
and plays were written, which, by changing the catas- 
trophe, were tragedies today, and comedies tomorrow. 

Tragedy was not in those times a poem of more gen- 
eral dignity or elevation than comedy; it required only 
a calamitous conclusion, with which the common criti- 
cism of that age was satisfied, whatever lighter pleasure 
it afforded in its progress. 

History was a series of actions, with no other than 
chronological succession, independent on each other, 
and without any tendency to introduce or regulate the 
conclusion. It is not always very nicely distinguished 
from tragedy. There is not much nearer approach to 
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unity of action in the tragedy of Antony and Cleopatra , 
than in the history of Richard the Second . But a history 
might be continued through many plays; as it had no 
plan, it had no limits. 

Through all these denominations of the drama, Shake- 
speare's mode of composition is the same; an inter- 
change of seriousness and merriment, by which the 
mind is softened at one time, and exhilarated at another. 
But whatever be his purpose, whether to gladden or de- 
press, or to conduct the story; without vehemence or 
emotion, through tracts of easy and familiar dialogue, 
he never fails to attain his purpose; as he commands us, 
we laugh or mourn, or sit silent with quiet expectation, 
in tranquillity without indifference. 

When Shakespeare’s plan is understood, most of the 
criticisms of Rhymer and Voltaire vanish away. The play 
of Hamlet is opened, without impropriety, by two senti- 
nels; Iago bellows at Brabantio’s window, without injury 
to the scheme of the play, though in terms which a 
modern audience would not easily endure; the character 
of Polonius is seasonable and useful; and the Grave- 
diggers themselves may be heard with applause. 

Shakespeare engaged in dramatick poetry with the 
world open before him; the rules of the ancients were 
yet known to few; the publick judgment was unformed; 
he had no example of such fame as might force him 
upon imitation, nor criticks of such authority as might 
restrain his extravagance: He therefore indulged his 
natural disposition, and his disposition, as Rhymer has 
remarked, led him to comedy. In tragedy he often 
writes, with great appearance of toil and study, what is 
written at last with little felicity; but in his comick 
scenes, he seems to produce without labour, what no 
labour can improve. In tragedy he is always struggling 
after some occasion to be comick; but in comedy he 
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seems to repose, or to luxuriate, as in a mode of thinking 
congenial to his nature. In his tragick scenes there is 
always something wanting, but his comedy often sur- 
passes expectation or desire. His comedy pleases by the 
thoughts and the language, and his tragedy for the 
greater part by incident and action. His tragedy seems 
to be skill, his comedy to be instinct. 

The force of his comick scenes has suffered little dimi- 
nution from the changes made by a century and a half, 
in manners or in words. As his personages act upon 
principles arising from genuine passion, very little modi- 
fied by particular forms, their pleasures and vexations 
are communicable to all times and to all places; they 
are natural, and therefore durable; the adventitious pe- 
culiarities of personal habits, are only superficial dies, 
bright and pleasing for a little while, yet soon fading to 
a dim tinct, without any remains of former lustre; but 
the discriminations of true passion are the colours of 
nature; they pervade the whole mass, and can only per- 
ish with the body that exhibits them. The accidental 
compositions of heterogeneous modes are dissolved by 
the chance which combined them; but the uniform sim- 
plicity of primitive qualities neither admits increase, nor 
suffers decay. The sand heaped by one flood is scattered 
by another, but the rock always continues in its place. 
The stream of time, which is continually washing the 
dissoluble fabricks of other poets, passes without injury 
by the adamant of Shakespeare. 

If there be, what I believe there is, in every nation, 
a stile which never becomes obsolete, a certain mode of 
phraseology so consonant and congenial to the analogy 
and principles of its respective language as to remain 
settled and unaltered; this style is probably to be sought 
in the common intercourse of life, among those who 
speak only to be understood, without ambition of ele- 
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gance. The polite are always catching modish innova- 
tions, and the learned depart from established forms of 
speech, in hope of finding or making better; those who 
wish for distinction forsake the vulgar, when the vulgar 
is right; but there is a conversation above grossness and 
below refinement, where propriety resides, and where 
this poet seems to have gathered his comick dialogue. 
He is therefore more agreeable to the ears of the present 
age than any other authour equally remote, and among 
his other excellencies deserves to be studied as one of 
the original masters of our language. 

These observations are to be considered not as unex- 
ceptionably constant, but as containing general and pre- 
dominant truth. Shakespeare’s familiar dialogue is af- 
firmed to be smooth and clear, yet not wholly without 
ruggedness or difficulty; as a country may be eminently 
fruitful, though it has spots unfit for cultivation: His 
characters are praised as natural, though their senti- 
ments are sometimes forced, and their actions improb- 
able; as the earth upon the whole is spherical, though its 
surface is varied with protuberances and cavities. 

Shakespeare with his excellencies has likewise faults, 
and faults sufficient to obscure and overwhelm any other 
merit. I shall shew them in the proportion in which they 
appear to me, without envious malignity or superstitious 
veneration. No question can be more innocently dis- 
cussed than a dead poet’s pretensions to renown; and 
little regard is due to that bigotry which sets candour 
higher than truth. 

His first defect is that to which may be imputed most 
of the evil in books or in men. He sacrifices virtue to 
convenience, and is so much more careful to please than 
to instruct, that he seems to write without any moral 
purpose. From his writings indeed a system of social 
duty may be selected, for he that thinks reasonably must 
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think morally; but his precepts and axioms drop casually 
from him; he makes no just distribution of good or evil, 
nor is always careful to shew in the virtuous a disap- 
probation of the wicked; he carries his persons indif- 
ferently through right and wrong, and at the close 
dismisses them without further care, and leaves their 
examples to operate by chance. This fault the barbarity 
of his age cannot extenuate; for it is always a writer’s 
duty to make the world better, and justice is a virtue 
independant on time or place. 

The plots are often so loosely formed, that a very 
slight consideration may improve them, and so carelessly 
pursued, that he seems not always fully to comprehend 
his own design. He omits opportunities of instructing or 
delighting which the train of his story seems to force 
upon him, and apparently rejects those exhibitions which 
would be more affecting, for the sake of those which are* 
more easy. 

It may be observed, that in many of his plays the 
latter part is evidently neglected. When he found him- 
self near the end of his work, and, in view of his reward, 
he shortened the labour to snatch the profit. He there- 
fore remits his efforts where he should most vigorously 
exert them, and his catastrophe is improbably produced 
or imperfectly represented. 

He had no regard to distinction of time or place, but 
gives to one age or nation, without scruple, the customs, 
institutions, and opinions of another, at the expence not 
only of likelihood, but of possibility. These faults Pope 
has endeavoured, with more zeal than judgment, to 
transfer to his imagined interpolators. We need not won- 
der to find Hector quoting Aristotle, when we see the 
loves of Theseus and Hippolyta combined with the 
Gothick mythology of fairies. Shakespeare, indeed, was 
not the only violator of chronology, for in the same age 
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Sidney, who wanted not the advantages of learning, has, 
in his Arcadia , confounded the pastoral with the feudal 
times, the days of innocence, quiet, and security, with 
those of turbulence, violence, and adventure. 

In his comick scenes he is seldom very successful, 
when he engages his characters in reciprocations of 
smartness and contests of sarcasm; their jests are com- 
monly gross, and their pleasantly licentious; neither his 
gentlemen nor his ladies have much delicacy, nor are 
sufficiently distinguished from his clowns by any appear- 
ance of refined manners. Whether he represented the 
real conversation of his time is not easy to determine; 
the reign of Elizabeth is commonly supposed to have 
been a time of stateliness, formality, and reserve; yet per- 
haps the relaxations of that severity were not very ele- 
gant. There must, however, have been always some 
modes of gayety preferable to others, and a writer ought 
to chuse the best. 

In tragedy his performance seems constantly to be 
v/orse, as his labour is more. The effusions of passion 
which exigence forces out are for the most part striking 
and energetick; but whenever he solicits his invention, 

' or strains his faculties, the offspring of his throes is tu- 
mour, meanness, tediousness, and obscurity. 

In narration he affects a disproportionate pomp of 
diction, and a wearisome train of circumlocution, and 
tells the incident imperfectly in many words, which 
might have been more plainly delivered in few. Narra- 
tion in dramatick poetry is naturally tedious, as it is un- 
animated and inactive, and obstructs the progress of the 
action; it should therefore always be rapid, and enliv- 
ened by frequent interruption. Shakespeare found it an 
encumbrance, and instead of lightening it by brevity, 
endeavoured to recommend it by dignity and splendour. 

His declamations or set speeches are commonly cold 
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and weak, for his power was the power of nature; when 
he endeavoured, like other tragick writers, to catch op- 
portunities of amplification, and instead of inquiring 
what the occasion demanded, to show how much his 
stores of knowledge could supply, he seldom escapes 
without the pity or resentment of his reader. 

It is incident to him to be now and then entangled 
with an unwieldy sentiment, which he cannot well ex- 
press, and will not reject; he struggles with it a while, 
and if it continues stubborn, comprises it in words such 
as occur, and leaves it to be disentangled and evolved 
by those who have more leisure to bestow upon it. 

Not that always where the language is intricate the 
thought is subtle, or the image always great where the 
line is bulky; the equality of words to things is very 
often neglected, and trivial sentiments and vulgar ideas 
disappoint the attention, to which they are recom- 
mended by sonorous epithets and swelling figures. 

But the admirers of this great poet have never less 
reason to indulge their hopes of supreme excellence, 
than when he seems fully resolved to sink them in dejec- 
tion, and mollify them with tender emotions by the fall 
of greatness, the danger of innocence, or the crosses of 
love. He is not long soft and pathetick without some idle 
conceit, or contemptible equivocation. He no sooner be- 
gins to move, than he counteracts himself; and terrour 
and pity, as they are rising in the mind, are checked and 
blasted by sudden frigidity. 

A quibble is to Shakespeare, what luminous vapours 
are to the traveller; he follows it at all adventures; it is 
sure to lead him out of his way, and sure to engulf him 
in the mire. It has some malignant power over his mind, 
and its fascinations are irresistible. Whatever be the dig- 
nity or profundity of his disquisition, whether he be en- 
larging knowledge or exalting affection, whether he be 
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amusing attention with incidents, or enchaining it in 
suspense, let but a quibble spring up before him, and he 
leaves his work unfinished. A quibble is the golden apple 
for which he will always turn aside from his career, or 
stoop from his elevation. A quibble, poor and barren as 
it is, gave him such delight, that he was content to pur- 
chase it, by the sacrifice of reason, propriety and truth. 
A quibble was to him the fatal Cleopatra for which he 
lost the world, and was content to lose it. 

It will be thought strange, that, in enumerating the 
defects of this writer, I have not yet mentioned his neg- 
lect of the unities; his violation of those laws which have 
been instituted and established by the joint authority 
of poets and of criticks. 

For his other deviations from the art of writing I re- 
sign him to critical justice, without making any other 
demand in his favour, than that which must be indulged 
to all human excellence: that his virtues be rated with 
his failings: But, from the censure which this irregularity 
may bring upon him, I shall, with due reverence to that 
learning which I must oppose, adventure to try how I 
can defend him. 

His histories, being neither tragedies nor comedies 
are not subject to any of their laws; nothing more is nec- 
essary to all the praise which they expect, than that the 
changes of action be so prepared as to be understood, 
that the incidents be various and affecting, and the char- 
acters consistent, natural, and distinct. No other unity is 
intended, and therefore none is to be sought. 

In his other works he has well enough preserved the 
unity of action. He has not, indeed, an. intrigue regularly 
perplexed and regularly unravelled: he does not endeav- 
our to hide his design only to discover it, forjhis is 
seldom the order of real events, and Shakespeare is the 
poet of nature: But his plan has commonly what Aris- 
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totle requires, a beginning, a middle, and an end; one 
event is concatenated with another, and the conclusion 
follows by easy consequence. There are perhaps some 
incidents that might be spared, as in other poets there 
is much talk that only fills up time upon the stage; but 
the general system makes gradual advances, and the end 
of the play is the end of expectation. 

To the unities of time and place he has shewn no re- 
gard; and perhaps a nearer view of the principles on 
which they stand will diminish their value, and with- 
draw from them the veneration which, from the time of 
Corneille, they have very generally received, by dis- 
covering that they have given more trouble to the poet, 
than pleasure to the auditor. 

The necessity of observing the unities of time and 
place arises from the supposed necessity of making the 
drama credible. The criticks hold it impossible, that an 
action of months or years can be possibly believed to 
pass in three hours; or that the spectator can suppose 
himself to sit in the theatre, while ambassadors go and 
return between distant kings, while armies are levied 
and towns besieged, while an exile wanders and returns, 
or till he whom they saw courting his mistress, shall la- 
ment the untimely fall of his son. The mind revolts from 
evident falsehood, and fiction loses its force when it de- 
parts from the resemblance of reality. 

From the narrow limitation of time necessarily arises 
the contraction of place. The spectator, who knows that 
he saw the first act at Alexandria, cannot suppose that 
he sees the next at Rome, at a distance to which not the 
dragons of Medea could, in so short a time, have trans- 
ported him; he knows with certainty that he has not 
changed his place, and he knows that place cannot 
change itself; that what was a house cannot become a 
plain; that what was Thebes can never be Persepolis. 
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Such is the triumphant language with which a critick 
exults over the misery of an irregular poet, and exults 
commonly without resistance or reply. It is time there- 
fore to tell him by the authority of Shakespeare, that he 
assumes, as an unquestionable principle, a position, 
which, while his breath is forming it into words, his un- 
derstanding pronounces to be false. It is false, that any 
representation is mistaken for reality; that any dramat- 
ick fable in its materiality was ever credible, or, for a 
single moment, was ever credited. 

The objection arising from the impossibility of pass- 
ing the first hour at Alexandria, and the next at Rome, 
supposes, that when the play opens, the spectator really 
imagines himself at Alexandria, and believes that his 
walk to the theatre has been a voyage to Egypt, and that 
he lives in the days of Antony and Cleopatra. Surely he 
that imagines this may imagine more. He that can take 
the stage at one time for the palace of the Ptolemies, 
may take it in half an hour for the promontory of Actium. 
Delusion, if delusion be admitted, has no certain limita- 
tion; if the spectator can be once persuaded, that his old 
acquaintance are Alexander and Caesar, that a room 
illuminated with candles is the plain of Pharsalia, or the 
bank of Granicus, he is in a state of elevation above the 
reach of reason, or of truth, and from the heights of 
empyrean poetry, may despise the circumscriptions of 
terrestrial nature.' There is no reason why a mind thus 
wandering in extasy should count the clock, or why an 
hour should not be a century in that calenture of the 
brains that can make the stage a field. 

The truth is, that the spectators are always in their 
senses, and know, from the first act to the last, that the 
stage is only a stage, and that the players are only 
players. They came to hear a certain number of lines 
recited with just gesture and elegant modulation. The 
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lines relate to some action, and an action must be in 
some place; but the different actions that compleat a 
story may be in places very remote from each other; and 
where is the absurdity of allowing that space to rep- 
resent first Athens, and then Sicily, which was always 
known to be neither Sicily nor Athens, but a modern 
theatre? 

By supposition, as place is introduced, time may be 
extended; the time required by the fable elapses for the 
most part between the acts; for, of so much of the action 
as is represented, the real and poetical duration is the 
same. If, in the first act, preparations for war against 
Mithridates are represented to be made in Rome, the 
event of the war may, without absurdity, be represented, 
in the catastrophe, as happening in Pontus; we know 
that there is neither war, nor preparation for war; we 
know that we are neither in Rome nor Pontus; that 
neither Mithridates nor Lucullus are before us. The 
drama exhibits successive imitations of successive ac- 
tions; and why may not the second imitation represent 
an action that happened years after the first, if it be so 
connected with it, that nothing but time can be sup- 
posed to intervene? Time is, of all modes of existence, 
most obsequious to the imagination; a lapse of years is 
as easily conceived as a passage of hours. In contempla- 
tion we easily contract the time of real actions, and 
therefore willingly permit it to be contracted when we 
only see their imitation. 

It will be asked, how the drama moves, if it is not 
credited. It is credited with all the credit due to a 
drama. It is credited, whenever it moves, as a just pic- 
ture of a real original; as representing to the auditor 
what he would himself feel, if he were to do or suffer 
what is there feigned to be suffered or to be done. The 
reflection that strikes the heart is not, that the evils be- 
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fore us are real evils, but that they are evils to which we 
ourselves may be exposed. If there be any fallacy, it is 
not that we fancy the players, but that we fancy our- 
selves unhappy for a moment; but we rather lament the 
possibility than suppose the presence of misery, as a 
mother weeps over her babe, when she remembers that 
death may take it from her. The delight of tragedy pro- 
ceeds from our consciousness of fiction; if we thought 
murders and treasons real, they would please no more. 

Imitations produce pain or pleasure, not because they 
are mistaken for lealities, but because they bring re- 
alities to mind. When the imagination is recreated by a 
painted landscape, the trees are not supposed capable 
to give us shade, or the fountains coolness; but we con- 
sider, how we should be pleased with such fountains 
playing beside us, and such woods waving over us. We 
are agitated in reading the history of Henry the Fifth, 
yet no man takes his book for the field of Agencourt. A 
dramatick exhibition is a book recited with concomitants 
that encrease or diminish its effect. Familiar comedy is 
often more powerful on the theatre, than in the page; 
imperial tragedy is always less. The humour of Petruchio 
may be heightened by grimace; but what voice or what 
gesture can hope to add dignity or force to the soliloquy 
of Cato. 

A play read, affects the mind like a play acted. It is 
therefore evident, that the action is not supposed to be 
real; and it follows, that between the acts a longer or 
shorter time may be allowed to pass, and that no more 
account of space or duration is to be taken by the audi- 
tor of a drama, than by the reader of a narrative, before 
whom may pass in an hour the life of a hero, or the revo- 
lutions of an empire. 

Whether Shakespeare knew the unities, and rejected 
them by design, or deviated from them by happy igno- 
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ranee, it is, I think, impossible to decide, and useless to 
enquire. We may reasonably suppose, that, when he 
rose to notice, he did not want the counsels and admo- 
nitions of scholars .and criticks, and that he at last de- 
liberately persisted in a practice, which he might have 
begun by chance. As nothing is essential to the fable, 
but unity of action, and as the unities of time and place 
arise evidently from false assumptions, and, by circum- 
scribing the extent of the drama, lessen its variety, I can- 
not think it much to be lamented, that they were not 
known by him, or not observed: Nor, if such another 
poet could arise, should I very vehemently reproach 
him, that his first act passed at Venice, and his next in 
Cyprus. Such violations of rules merely positive, become 
the comprehensive genius of Shakespeare, and such cen- 
sures are suitable to the minute and slender criticism of 
Voltaire: 

Non usque adeo permiscuit imis 
Longus summa dies , ut non, si voce Metelli 
Serventur leges, malint a Csesare tolli. 

Yet when I speak thus slightly of dramatick rules, I 
cannot but recollect how much wit and learning may be 
produced against me; before such authorities I am afraid 
to stand, not that I think the present question one of 
those that are to be decided by mere authority, but be- 
cause it is to be suspected, that these precepts have not 
been so easily received but for better reasons than I have 
yet been able to find. The result of my enquiries, in 
which it would be ludicrous to boast of impartiality, is, 
that the unities of time and place are not essential to a 
just drama, that though they may sometimes conduce to 
pleasure, they are always to be sacrificed to the nobler 
beauties of variety and instruction; and that a play, writ- 
ten with nice observation of critical rules, is to be con- 
templated as an elaborate curiosity^ as the product of 
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superfluous and ostentatious art, by which is shewn, 
rather what is possible, than what is necessary. 

He that, without diminution of any other excellence, 
shall preserve all the unities unbroken, deserves the like 
applause with the architect, who shall display all the 
orders of architecture in a citadel, without any deduc- 
tion from its strength; but the principal beauty of a 
citadel is to exclude the enemy; and the greatest graces 
of a play, are to copy nature and instruct life. 

Perhaps, what I have here not dogmatically but de- 
liberately written, may recal the principles of the drama 
to a new examination. I am almost frighted at my own 
temerity; and when I estimate the fame and the strength 
of those that maintain the contrary opinion, am ready to 
sink down in reverential silence; as JEneas withdrew 
from the defence of Troy, when he saw Neptune shak- 
ing the wall, and Juno heading the besiegers. 

Those whom my arguments cannot persuade to give 
their approbation to the judgment of Shakespeare, will 
easily, if they consider the condition of his life, make 
some allowance for his ignorance. 

Every mans performances, to be rightly estimated, 
must be compared with the state of the age in which he 
lived, and with his own particular opportunities; and 
though to the reader a book be not worse or better for 
the circumstances of the authour, yet as there is always 
a silent reference of human works to human abilities, 
and as the enquiry, how far man may extend his designs, 
or how high he may rate his native force, is of far greater 
dignity than in what rank we shall place any particular 
performance, curiosity is always busy to discover the in- 
struments, as well as to survey the workmanship, to 
know how much is to be ascribed to original powers, and 
how much to casual and adventitious help. The palaces 
of Peru or Mexico were certainly mean and incommodi- 
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ous habitations, if compared to the houses of European 
monarchs; yet who could forbear to view them with as- 
tonishment, who remembered that they were built with- 
out the use of iron? 

The English nation, in the time of Shakespeare, was 
yet struggling to emerge from barbarity. The philology 
of Italy had been transplanted hither in the reign of 
Henry the Eighth; and the learned languages had been 
successfully cultivated by Lilly, Linacer, and More; by 
Pole, Cheke, and Gardiner; and afterwards by Smith, 
Clerk, Haddon, and Ascham. Greek was now taught to 
boys in the principal schools; and those who united ele- 
gance with learning, read, with great diligence, the 
Italian and Spanish poets. But literature was yet con- 
fined to professed scholars, or to men and women of 
high rank. The publick was gross and dark; and to be 
able to read and write, was an accomplishment still val- 
ued for its rarity. 

Nations, like individuals, have their infancy. A people 
newly awakened to literary curiosity, being yet unac- 
quainted with the true state of things, knows not how to 
judge of that which is proposed as its resemblance. 
Whatever is remote from common appearances is always 
welcome to vulgar, as to childish credulity; and of a 
country unenlightened by learning, the whole people is 
the vulgar. The study of those who then aspired to ple- 
beian learning was laid out upon adventures, giants, 
dragons, and enchantments. The Death of Arthur was 
the favourite volume. 

The mind, which has feasted on the luxurious wonders 
of fiction, has no taste of the insipidity of truth. A play 
which imitated only the common occurrences of the; 
world, would, upon the admirers of Palmerin and Guy 
of Warwick , have made little impression; he that wrote 
for such an audience was under the necessity of looking 
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round for strange events and fabulous transactions, and 
that incredibility, by which maturer knowledge is of- 
fended, was the chief recommendation of writings, to 
unskilful curiosity. 

Our authour s plots are generally borrowed from nov- 
els, and it is reasonable to suppose, that he chose the 
most popular, such as were read by many, and related 
by more; for his audience could not have followed him 
through the intricacies of the drama, had they not held 
the thread of the story in their hands. 

The stories, which we now find only in remoter au- 
thours, were in his time accessible and familiar. The 
fable of As you like it , which is supposed to be copied 
from Chaucer's Gamelyn, was a little pamphlet of those 
times; and old Mr. Cibber remembered the tale of Ham- 
let in plain English prose, which the eriticks have now 
to seek in Saxo Grammaticus. 

His English histories he took from English chronicles 
and English ballads; and as the ancient writers were 
made known to his countrymen by versions, they sup- 
plied him with new subjects; he dilated some of Plu- 
tarch's lives into plays, when they had been translated 
by North. 

His plots, whether historical or fabulous, are always 
crouded with incidents, by which the attention of a rude 
people was more easily caught than by sentiment or 
argumentation; and such is the power of the marvellous 
even over those who despise it, that every man finds his 
mind more strongly seized by the tragedies of Shake- 
speare than of any other writer; others please us by par- 
ticular speeches, but he always makes us anxious for 
the event, and has perhaps excelled all but Homer in 
securing the first purpose of a writer, by exciting restless 
and unquenchable curiosity and compelling him that 
reads his work to read it through. 
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The shows and bustle with which his plays abound 
have the same original. As knowledge advances, pleas- 
ure passes from the eye to the ear, but returns, as it de- 
clines, from the ear to the eye. Those to whom our au- 
thours labours were exhibited had more skill in pomps 
or processions than in poetical language, and perhaps 
wanted some visible and discriminated events, as com- 
ments on the dialogue. He knew how he should most 
please; and whether his practice is more agreeable to 
nature, or whether his example has prejudiced the na- 
tion, we still find that on our stage something must be 
done as well as said, and inactive declamation is very 
coldly heard, however musical or elegant, passionate or 
sublime. 

Voltaire expresses his wonder, that our authour s ex- 
travagances are endured by a nation, which has seen the 
tragedy of Cato. Let him be answered, that Addison 
speaks the language of poets, and Shakespeare, of men. 
We find in Cato innumerable beauties which enamour 
us of its authour, but we see nothing that acquaints us 
with human sentiments or human actions; we place it 
with the fairest and the noblest progeny which judg- 
ment propagates by conjunction with learning, but 
Othello is the vigorous and vivacious offspring of obser- 
vation impregnated by genius. Cato affords a splendid 
exhibition of artificial and fictitious manners, and delivers 
just and noble sentiments, in diction easy, elevated, and 
harmonious, but its hopes and fears communicate no 
vibration to the heart; the composition refers us only to 
the writer; we pronounce the name of Cato, but we 
think on Addison. 

The work of a correct and regular writer is a garden 
accurately formed and diligently planted, varied with 
shades, and scented with flowers; the composition of 
Shakespeare is a forest, in which oaks extend their 
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branches, and pines tower in the air, interspersed some- 
times with weeds and brambles, and sometimes giving 
shelter to myrtles and to roses; filling the eye with awful 
pomp, and gratifying the mind with endless diversity. 
Other poets display cabinets of precious rarities, mi- 
nutely finished, wrought into shape, and polished unto 
brightness. Shakespeare opens a mine which contains 
gold and diamonds in unexhaustible plenty, though 
clouded by incrustations, debased by impurities, and 
mingled with a mass of meaner minerals. 

It has been much disputed, whether Shakespeare 
owed his excellence to his own native force, or whether 
he had the common helps of scholastick education, the 
precepts of critical science, and the examples of ancient 
authours. 

There has always prevailed a tradition, that Shake- 
speare wanted learning, that he had no regular educa- 
tion, nor much skill in the dead languages. Johnson, his 
friend, affirms, that he had small Latin , and no Greek ; 
who, besides that he had no imaginable temptation to 
falsehood, wrote at a time when the character and ac- 
quisitions of Shakespeare were known to multitudes. His 
evidence ought therefore to decide the controversy, un- 
less some testimony of equal force could be opposed. 

Some have imagined, that they have discovered deep 
learning in many imitations of old writers; but the ex- 
amples which I have known urged, were drawn from 
books translated in his time; or were such easy coin- 
cidencies of thought, as will happen to all who consider 
the same subjects; or such remarks on life or axioms of 
morality as float in conversation, and are transmitted 
through the world in proverbial sentences. 

I have found it remarked, that, in this important sen- 
tence, “Go before, 111 follow," we read a translation of, 
“I prae, sequar." I have been told, that when Caliban, 
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after a pleasing dream, says, “I cry’d to sleep again/' the 
authour imitates Anacreon, who had, like every other 
man, the same wish on the same occasion. 

There are a few passages which may pass for imita- 
tions, but so few, that the exception only confirms the 
rule; he obtained them from accidental quotations, or by 
oral communication, and as he used what he had, would 
have used more if he had obtained it. 

The Comedy of Errors is confessedly taken from the 
Mensechmi of Plautus; from the only play of Plautus 
which was then in English. What can be more probable, 
than that he who copied that, would have copied more; 
but that those which were not translated were inac- 
cessible? 

Whether he knew the modern languages is uncertain. 
That his plays have some French scenes proves but little; 
he might easily procure them to be written, and prob- 
ably, even though he had known the language in the 
common degree, he could not have written it without 
assistance. In the story of Romeo and Juliet he is ob- 
served to have followed the English translation, where 
it deviates from the Italian; but this on the other part 
proves nothing against his knowledge of the original. He 
was to copy, not what he knew himself, but what was 
known to his audience. 

It is most likely that he had learned Latin sufficiently 
to make him acquainted with construction, but that he 
never advanced to an easy perusal of the Roman au- 
thours. Concerning his skill in modern languages, I can 
find no sufficient ground of determination; but as no 
imitations of French or Italian authours have been dis- 
covered, though the Italian poetry was then high in 
esteem, I am inclined to believe, that he read little more 
than English, and chose for his fables only such tales as 
he found translated. 
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That much knowledge is scattered over his works is 
ery justly observed by Pope, but it is often such knowl- 
:dge as books did not supply. He that will understand 
Jhakespeare, must not be content to study him in the 
‘loset, he must look for his meaning sometimes among 
he sports of the field, and sometimes among the manu- 
actures of the shop. 

There is however proof enough that he was a very 
diligent reader, nor was our language then so indigent 
i)f books, but that he might very liberally indulge his 
curiosity without excursion into foreign literature. Many 
of the Roman authours were translated, and some of the 
Greek; the reformation had filled the kingdom with theo- 
logical learning, most of the topicks of human disquisi- 
tion had found English writers; and poetry had been 
cultivated, not only with diligence, but success. This was 
a stock of knowledge sufficient for a mind so capable of 
appropriating and improving it. 

But the greater part of his excellence was the product 
of his own genius. He found the English stage in a state 
of the utmost rudeness, no essays either in tragedy or 
comedy had appeared, from which it could be dis- 
covered to what degree of delight either one or other 
might be carried. Neither character nor dialogue were 
yet understood. Shakespeare may be truly said to have 
introduced them both amongst us, and in some of his 
happier scenes to have carried them both to the utmost 
height. 

By what gradations of improvement he proceeded, is 
not easily known; for the chronology of his works is yet 
unsettled. Rowe is of opinion, that “perhaps we are not 
to look for his beginning, like those of other writers, in 
his least perfect works; art had so little, and nature so 
large a share in what he did, that for ought I know,” says 
he, “the performances of his youth, as they were the 
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most vigorous, were the best/' But the power of nature 
is only the power of using to any certain purpose the 
materials which diligence procures, or opportunity sup- 
plies. Nature gives no man knowledge, and when images 
are collected by study and experience, can only assist in 
combining or applying them. Shakespeare, however fa- 
voured by nature, could impart only what he had 
learned; and as he must increase his ideas, like other 
mortals, by gradual acquisition, he, like them, grew 
wiser as he grew older, could display life better, as he 
knew it more, and instruct with more efficacy, as he was 
himself more amply instructed. 

There is a vigilance of observation and accuracy of 
dis tinction which books and precepts cannot confer; 
from this almost all original and native excellence pro- 
ceeds. Shakespeare must have looked upon mankind 
with perspicacity, in the highest degree curious and at- 
tentive. Other writers borrow their characters from pre- 
ceding writers, and diversify them only by the acci- 
dental appendages of present manners; the dress is a 
little varied, but the body is the same. Our authour had 
both matter and form to provide; for except the char- 
acters of Chaucer, to whom I think he is not much in- 
debted, there were no writers in English, and perhaps 
not many in other modern languages, which shewed life 
in its native colours. 

^fhe contest about the original benevolence or malig- 
nity of man had not yet commenced. Speculation had not 
yet attempted to analyse the mind, to trace the passions 
to their sources, to unfold the seminal principles of vice 
and virtue, or sound the depths of the heart for the mo- 
tives of action. All those enquiries, which from that time 
that human nature became the fashionable study, have 
been made sometimes with nice discernment, but often 
with idle subtilty, were yet unattempted. The tales, 
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with which the infancy of learning was satisfied, ex- 
hibited only the superficial appearances of action, re- 
lated the events but omitted the causes, and were formed 
for such as delighted in wonders rather than in truth. 
Mankind was not then to be studied in the closet; he 
that would know the world, was under the necessity of 
gleaning his own remarks, by mingling as he could in its 
business and amusements. 

Boyle congratulated himself upon his high birth, be- 
cause it favoured his curiosity, by facilitating his access. 
Shakespeare had no such advantage; he came to London 
a needy adventurer, and lived for a time by very mean 
employments. Many works of genius and learning have 
been performed in states of life, that appear very little 
favourable to thought or to enquiry; so many, that He 
who considers them is inclined to think that he sees en- 
* terprise and perseverance predominating over all ex- 
, temal agency, and bidding help and hindrance vanish 
before them. The genius of Shakespeare was not to be 
depressed by the weight of poverty, nor limited by the 
narrow conversation to which men in want are inevi- 
tably condemned; the incumbrances of his fortune were 
, shaken from his mind, as dewdrops from a lions mane . 

Though he had so many difficulties to encounter, and 
! so little assistance to surmount them, he has been able 
> to obtain an exact knowledge of many modes of life, and 
many casts of native dispositions; to vary them with 
‘ great multiplicity; to mark them by nice distinctions; 
and to shew them in full view by proper combinations. 
i In this part of his performances he had none to imitate, 
^but has himself been imitated by all succeeding writers; 

and it may be doubted, whether from all his successors 
/ more maxims of theoretical knowledge, or more rules of 
^practical prudence, can be collected, than he alone has 
f given to his country. 
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Nor was his attention confined to the actions of men; 
he was an exact surveyor of the inanimate world; his 
descriptions have always some peculiarities, gathered by 
contemplating things as they really exist. It may be ob- 
served, that the oldest poets of many nations preserve 
their reputation, and that the following generations of 
wit, after a short celebrity, sink into oblivion. The first, 
whoever they be, must take their sentiments and descrip- 
tions immediately from knowledge; the resemblance is 
therefore just, their descriptions are verified by every 
eye, and their sentiments acknowledged by every breast. 
Those whom their fame invites to the same studies, copy 
partly them, and partly nature, till the books of one age 
gain such authority, as to stand in the place of nature 
to another, and imitation, always deviating a little, 
becomes at last capricious and casual. Shakespeare, 
whether life or nature be his subject, shews plainly, that 
he has seen with his own eyes; he gives the image which 
he receives, not weakened or distorted by the inter- 
vention of any other mind; the ignorant feel his repre- 
sentations to be just, and the learned see that they are 
compleat. 

Perhaps it would not be easy to find any authour, ex- 
cept Homer, who invented so much as Shakespeare, who 
so much advanced the studies which he cultivated, or 
effused so much novelty upon his age or country. The 
form, the characters, the language, and the shows of the 
English drama are his. “He seems," says Dennis, “to have 
been the very original of our English tragical harmony, 
that is, the harmony of blank verse, diversified often by 
dissyllable and trissy liable terminations. For the diver- 
sity distinguishes it from heroick harmony, and by bring- 
ing it nearer to common use makes it more proper to 
gain attention, and more fit for action and dialogue. 
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Such verse we make when we are writing prose; we 
make such verse in common conversation.” 

I know not whether this praise is rigorously just. The 
dissyllable termination, which the critick rightly appro- 
priates to the drama, is to be found, though, I think, not 
in Gorboduc which is confessedly before our authour; 
yet in Hieronnymo , of which the date is not certain, but 
which there is reason to believe at least as old as his 
earliest plays. This however is certain, that he is the first 
who taught either tragedy or comedy to please, there 
being no theatrical piece of any older writer, of which 
the name is known, except to antiquaries and collectors 
of books, which are sought because they are scarce, and 
would not have been scarce, had they been much es- 
teemed. 

To him we must ascribe the praise, unless Spenser 
may divide it with him, of having first discovered to how 
much smoothness and harmony the English language 
could be softened. He has speeches, perhaps sometimes 
scenes, which have all the delicacy of Rowe, without his 
effeminacy. He endeavours indeed commonly to strike 
by the force and vigour of his dialogue, but he never 
executes his purpose better, than when he tries to sooth 
by^spftness. 

^ Yet it must be at last confessed, that as we owe every 
thing to him, he owes something to us; that, if much of 
his praise is paid by perception and judgement, much is 
likewise given by custom and veneration. We fix our 
eyes upon his graces, and turn them from his deform- 
ities, and endure in him what we should in another loath 
or despise. If we endured without praising, respect for 
the father of our drama might excuse us; but I have 
seen, in the book of some modern critick, a collection of 
anomalies, which shew that he has corrupted language 
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by every mode of depravation, but which his admirer 
has accumulated as a monument of honour. 

He has scenes of undoubted and perpetual excellence, 
but perhaps not one play, which, if it were now ex- 
hibited as the work of a contemporary writer, would be 
heard to the conclusion. I am indeed far from thinking, 
that his works were wrought to his own ideas of per- 
fection; when they were such as would satisfy the audi- 
ence, they satisfied the writer. It is seldom that authours, 
though more studious of fame than Shakespeare, rise 
much above the standard of their own age; to add a little 
of what is best will always be sufficient for present 
praise, and those who find themselves exalted into fame, 
are willing to credit their encomiasts, and to spare the 
labour of contending with themselves. 

It does not appear, that Shakespeare thought his 
works worthy of posterity, that he levied any ideal trib- 
ute upon future times, or had any further prospect, than 
of present popularity and present profit. When his plays 
had been acted, his hope was at an end; he solicited no 
addition of honour from the reader. He therefore made 
no scruple to repeat the same jests in many dialogues, or 
to entangle different plots by the same knot of perplex- 
ity, which may be at least forgiven him, by those who 
recollect, that of Congreve's four comedies, two are con- 
cluded by a marriage in a mask, by a deception, which 
perhaps never happened, and which, whether likely or 
not, he did not invent. 

So careless was this great poet of future fame, that, 
though he retired to ease and plenty, while he was yet 
little declined into the vale of years , before he could be 
disgusted with fatigue, or disabled by infirmity, he made 
no collection of his works, nor desired to rescue those 
that had been already published from the depravations 
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that obscured them, or secure to the rest a better destiny, 
by giving them to the world in their genuine state. 

Of the plays which bear the name of Shakespeare in 
the late editions, the greater part were not published till 
about seven years after his death, and the few which 
appeared in his life are apparently thrust into the world 
without the care of the authour, and therefore probably 
without his knowledge. 

Of all the publishers, clandestine or professed, their 
negligence and unskilfulness has by the late revisers 
been sufficiently shown. The faults of all are indeed nu- 
merous and gross, and have not only corrupted many 
passages perhaps beyond recovery, but have brought 
others into suspicion, which are only obscured by ob- 
solete phraseology, or by the writer’s unskilfulness and 
affectation. To alter is more easy than to explain, and 
temerity is a more common quality than diligence. Those 
who saw that they must employ conjecture to a certain 
degree, were willing to indulge it a little further. Had 
the authour published his own works, we should have 
sat quietly down to disentangle his intricacies, and clear 
his obscurities; but now we tear what we cannot lose, 
and eject what we happen not to understand. 

The faults are more than could have happened with- 
out the concurrence of many causes. The stile of Shake- 
speare was in itself ungrammatical, perplexed, and ob- 
scure; his works were transcribed for the players by 
those who may be supposed to have seldom understood 
them; they were transmitted by copiers equally unskil- 
ful, who still multiplied errours; they were perhaps 
sometimes mutilated by the actors, for the sake of short- 
ening the speeches; and were at last printed without cor- 
rection of the press. 

fin this state they remained, not as Dr. Warburton 
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supposes, because they were unregarded, but because 
the editor's art was not yet applied to modern languages, 
and our ancestors were accustomed to so much negli- 
gence of English printers, that they could very patiently 
endure it. At last an edition was undertaken by Rowe; 
not because a poet was to be published by a poet, for 
Rowe seems to have thought very little on correction or 
explanation, but that our authour's works might appear 
like those of his fraternity, with the appendages of a life 
and recommendatory preface. Rowe has been clamor- 
ously blamed for not performing what he did not under- 
take, and it is time that justice be done him, by confess- 
ing, that though he seems to have had no thought of 
corruption beyond the printer's errours, yet he has made 
many emendations, if they were not made before, which 
his successors have received without acknowledgement, 
and which, if they had produced them, would have filled 
pages and pages with censures of the stupidity by which 
the faults were committed, with displays of the absurd- 
ities which they involved, with ostentatious expositions 
of the new reading, and self congratulations on the hap- 
piness of discovering it. 

Of Rowe, as of all the editors, I have preserved the 
preface, and have likewise retained the authour's life, 
though not written with much elegance or spirit; it re- 
lates however what is now to be known, and therefore 
deserves to pass through all succeeding publications. 

The nation had been for many years content enough 
with Mr. Rowe's performance, when Mr. Pope made 
them acquainted with the true state of Shakespeare's 
text, shewed that it was extremely corrupt, and gave 
reason to hope that there were means of reforming it. 
He collated the old copies, which none had thought to 
examine before, and restored many fines to their in- 
tegrity; but, by a very compendious criticism, he re- 
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jected whatever he disliked, and thought more of ampu- 
tation than of cure. 

I know not why he is commended by Dr. Warburton 
for distinguishing the genuine from the spurious plays. 
In this choice he exerted no judgement of his own; the 
plays which he received, were given by Hemings and 
Condel, the first editors; and those which he rejected, 
though, according to the licentiousness of the press in 
those times, they were printed during Shakespeare's life, 
with his name, had been omitted by his friends, and 
were never added to his works before the edition of 
1664, from which they were copied by the later printers. 

This was a work which Pope seems to have thought 
unworthy of his abilities, being not able to suppress his 
contempt of the dull duty of an editor . He understood 
but half his undertaking. The duty of a collator is indeed 
dull, yet, like other tedious tasks, is very necessary; but 
an emendatory critick would ill discharge his duty, with- 
out qualities very different from dullness. In perusing a 
corrupted piece, he must have before him all possi- 
bilities of meaning, with all possibilities of expression. 
Such must be his comprehension of thought, and such 
his copiousness of language. Out of many readings pos- 
sible, he must be able to select that which best suits with 
the state of opinions, and modes of language prevailing 
in every age, and with his authour's particular cast of 
thought, and turn of expression. Such must be his knowl- 
edge, and such his taste. Conjectural criticism demands 
more than humanity possesses, and he that exercises it 
with most praise has very frequent need of indulgence. 
Let us now be told no more of the dull duty of an editor. 

Confidence is the common consequence of success. 
They whose excellence of any kind has been loudly cele- 
brated, are ready to conclude, that their powers are uni- 
versal. Pope's edition fell below his own expectations, 
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and he was so much offended, when he was found to 

have left any thing for others to do, that he past the 

latter part of his life in a state of hostility with verbal 

criticism. 

I have retained all his notes, that no fragment of so 
great a writer may be lost; his preface, valuable alike 
for elegance of composition and justness of remark, and 
containing a general criticism on his authour, so exten- 
sive that little can be added, and so exact, that little can 
be disputed, every editor has an interest to suppress, but 
that every reader would demand its insertion. 

Pope was succeeded by Theobald, a man of narrow 
comprehension and small acquisitions, with no native 
and intrinsick splendour of genius, with little of the arti- 
ficial fight of learning, but zealous for minute accuracy, 
and not negligent in pursuing it. He collated the ancient 
copies, and rectified many errors. A man so anxiously 
scrupulous might have been expected to do more, but 
what little he did was commonly right. 

In his report of copies and editions he is not to be 
trusted, without examination. He speaks sometimes in- 
definitely of copies, when he has only one. In his enu- 
meration of editions, he mentions the two first folios as 
of high, and the third folio as of middle authority; but 
the truth is, that the first is equivalent to all others, and 
that the rest only deviate from it by the printer s negli- 
gence. Whoever has any of the folios has all, excepting 
those diversities which mere reiteration of editions will 
produce. I collated them all at the beginning, but after- 
wards used only the first. 

Of his notes I have generally retained those which he 
retained himself in his second edition, except when they 
were confuted by subsequent annotators, or were too 
minute to merit preservation. I have sometimes adopted 
his restoration of a comma, without inserting the pane- 



PREFACE TO SHAKESPEARE 695 

gyrick in which he celebrated himself for his atchieve- 
ment. The exuberant excrescence of his diction I have 
often lopped, his triumphant exultations over Pope and 
Rowe I have sometimes suppressed, and his contempt- 
ible ostentation I have frequently concealed; but I have 
in some places shewn him, as he would have shewn him- 
self, for the reader’s diversion, that the inflated empti- 
ness of some notes may justify or excuse the contraction 
of the rest. 

Theobald, thus weak and ignorant, thus mean and 
faithless, thus petulant and ostentatious, by the good 
luck of having Pope for his enemy, has escaped, and 
escaped alone, with reputation, from this undertaking. 
So willingly does the world support those who solicite 
favour, against those who command reverence; and so 
easily is he praised, whom no man can envy. 

Our authour fell then into the hands of Sir Thomas 
Hanmer, the Oxford editor, a man, in my opinion, emi- 
nently qualified by nature for such studies. He had, 
what is the first requisite to emendatory criticism, that 
intuition by which the poet’s intention is immediately 
discovered, and that dexterity of intellect which des- 
patches its work by the easiest means. He had un- 
doubtedly read much; his acquaintance with customs, 
opinions, and traditions, seems to have been large; and 
he is often learned without shew. He seldom passes what 
he does not understand, without an attempt to find or to 
make a meaning, and sometimes hastily makes what a 
little more attention would have found. He is solicitous 
to reduce to grammar, what he could not be sure that 
his authour intended to be grammatical Shakespeare 
regarded more the series of ideas, than of words; and 
his language, not being designed for the reader’s desk, 
was all that he desired it to be, if it conveyed his mean- 
ing to the audience. 
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Hanmer’s care of the metre has been too violently 
censured. He found the measures reformed in so many 
passages, by the silent labours of some editors, with the 
silent acquiescence of the rest, that he thought himself 
allowed to extend a little further the license, which had 
already been carried so far without reprehension; and 
of his corrections in general, it must be confessed, that 
they are often just, and made commonly with the least 
possible violation of the text. 

But, by inserting his emendations, whether invented 
or borrowed, into the page, without any notice of vary- 
ing copies, he has appropriated the labour of his pred- 
ecessors, and made his own edition of little authority. 
His confidence indeed, both in himself and others, was 
too great; he supposes all to be right that was done by 
Pope and Theobald; he seems not to suspect a critick of 
fallibility, and it was but reasonable that he should claim 
what he so liberally granted. 

As he never writes without careful enquiry and dili- 
gent consideration, I have received all his notes, and 
believe that every reader will wish for more. 

Of the last editor it is more difficult to speak. Respect 
is due to high place, tenderness to living reputation, and 
veneration to genius and learning; but he cannot be 
justly offended at that liberty of which he has himself 
so frequently given an example, nor very solicitous what 
is thought of notes, which he ought never to have con- 
sidered as part of his serious employments, and which, 
I suppose, since the ardour of composition is remitted, 
he no longer numbers among his happy effusions. 

The original and predominant errour of his commen- 
tary, is acquiescence in his first thoughts; that precipita- 
tion which is produced by consciousness of quick dis- 
cernment; and that confidence which presumes to do, 
by surveying the surface, what labour only can perform. 



PREFACE TO SHAKESPEARE 697 

by penetrating the bottom. His notes exhibit sometimes 
perverse interpretations, and sometimes improbable con- 
jectures; he at one time gives the authour more pro- 
fundity of meaning, than the sentence admits, and at 
another discovers absurdities, where the sense is plain to 
every other reader. But his emendations are likewise 
often happy and just; and his interpretation of obscure 
passages learned and sagacious. 

Of his notes, I have commonly rejected those, against 
which the general voice of the publick has exclaimed, 
or which their own incongruity immediately condemns, 
and which, I suppose, the authour himself would desire 
to be forgotten. Of the rest, to part I have given the 
highest approbation, by inserting the offered reading in 
the text; part I have left to the judgment of the reader, 
as doubtful, though specious; and part I have censured 
without reserve, but I am sure without bitterness of 
malice, and, I hope, without wantonness of insult. 

It is no pleasure to me, in revising my volumes, to 
observe how much paper is wasted in confutation. Who- 
ever considers the revolutions of learning, and the vari- 
ous questions of greater or less importance, upon which 
wit and reason have exercised their powers, must la- 
ment the unsuccessfulness of enquiry, and the slow ad- 
vances of truth, when he reflects, that great part of the 
labour of every writer is only the destruction of those 
that went before him. The first care of the builder of a 
new system, is to demolish the fabricks which are stand- 
ing. The chief desire of him that comments an authour, 
is to shew how much other commentators have cor- 
rupted and obscured him. The opinions prevalent in one 
age, as truths above the reach of controversy, are con- 
futed and rejected in another, and rise again to recep- 
tion in remoter times. Thus the human mind is kept in 
motion without progress. Thus sometimes truth and er- 
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i our, and sometimes contrarieties of errour, take each 
other 3 place by reciprocal invasion. The tide of seeming 
knowledge which is poured over one generation, retires 
and leaves another naked and barren; the sudden me- 
teors of intelligence which for a while appear to shoot 
their beams into the regions of obscurity, on a sudden 
withdraw their lustre, and leave mortals again to grope 
their way. 

These elevations and depressions of renown, and the 
contradictions to which all improvers of knowledge must 
for ever be exposed, since they are not escaped by the 
highest and brightest of mankind, may surely be en- 
dured with patience by criticks and annotators, who can 
rank themselves but as the satellites of their authours. 
How canst thou beg for life, says Achilles to his captive, 
when thou knowest that thou art now to suffer only what 
must another day be suffered by Achilles? 

Dr. Warburton had a name sufficient to confer celeb- 
rity on those who could exalt themselves into antago- 
nists, and his notes have raised a clamour too loud to be 
distinct. His chief assailants are the authours of the 
Canons of criticism and of the Review of Shakespeare s 
text; of whom one ridicules his errours with airy petu- 
lance, suitable enough to the levity of the controversy; 
the other attacks them with gloomy malignity, as if he 
were dragging to justice an assassin or incendiary. The 
one stings like a fly, sucks a little blood, takes a gay flut- 
ter, and returns for more; the other bites like a viper, 
and would be glad to leave inflammations and gangrene 
behind him. When I think on one, with his confederates, 
I remember the danger of Coriolanus, who was afraid 
that “girls with spits, and boys with stones, should slay 
him in puny battle’'; when the other crosses my imagi- 
nation, I remember the prodigy in Macbeth , 
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An eagle tow ring in his pride of place, 

Was by a mousing owl hawk'd at and kill'd. 

Let me however do them justice. One is a wit, and 
one a scholar. They have both shown acuteness sufficient 
in the discovery of faults, and have both advanced some 
probable interpretations of obscure passages; but when 
they aspire to conjecture and emendation, it appears 
how falsely we all estimate our own abilities, and the 
little which they have been able to perform might have 
taught them more candour to the endeavours of others. 

Before Dr. Warburton’s edition, Critical observations 
on Shakespeare had been published by Mr. Upton, a 
man skilled in languages, and acquainted with books, 
but who seems to have had no great vigour of genius 
or nicety of taste. Many of his explanations are curious 
and useful, but he likewise, though he professed to op- 
pose the licentious confidence of editors, and adhere to 
the old copies, is unable to restrain the rage of emenda- 
tion, though his ardour is ill seconded by his skill. Every 
cold empirick, when his heart is expanded by a success- 
ful experiment, swells into a theorist, and the laborious 
collator at some unlucky moment frolicks in conjecture. 

Critical, historical, and explanatory notes have been 
likewise published upon Shakespeare by Dr. Grey, 
whose diligent perusal of the old English writers has 
enabled him to make some useful observations. What 
he undertook he has well enough performed, but as he 
neither attempts judicial nor emendatory criticism, he 
employs rather his memory than his sagacity. It were 
to be wished that all would endeavour to imitate his 
modesty who have not been able to surpass his knowl- 
edge. 

I can say with great sincerity of all my predecessors, 



700 SAMUEL JOHNSON 

what I hope will hereafter be said of me, that not one 
has left Shakespeare without improvement, nor is there 
one to whom I have not been indebted for assistance 
and information. Whatever I have taken from them it 
was my intention to refer to its original authour, and it 
is certain, that what I have not given to another, I be- 
lieved when I wrote it to be my own. In some perhaps 
I have been anticipated; but if I am ever found to en- 
croach upon the remarks of any other commentator, I 
am willing that the honour, be it more or less, should 
be transferred to the first claimant, for his right, and his 
alone, stands above dispute; the second can prove his 
pretensions only to himself, nor can himself always dis- 
tinguish invention, with sufficient certainty, from recol- 
lection. 

They have all been treated by me with candour, 
which they have not been careful of observing to one 
another. It is not easy to discover from what cause the 
acrimony of a scholiast can naturally proceed. The sub- 
jects to be discussed by him are of very small impor- 
tance; they involve neither property nor liberty; nor 
favour the interest of sect or party. The various readings 
of copies, and different interpretations of a passage, 
seem to be questions that might exercise the wit, with- 
out engaging the passions. But, whether it be, that 
“small things make mean men proud,” and vanity 
catches small occasions; or that all contrariety of opin- 
ion, even in those that can defend it no longer, makes 
proud men angry; there is often found in commentaries 
a spontaneous strain of invective and contempt, more 
eager and venomous than is vented by the most furious 
controvertist in politicks against those whom he is hired 
to defame. 

Perhaps the lightness of the matter may conduce to 
the vehemence of the agency; when the truth to be in- 
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vestigated is so near to inexistence, as to escape atten- 
tion, its bulk is to be enlarged by rage and exclamation: 
That to which all would be indifferent in its original 
state, may attract notice when the fate of a name is ap- 
pended to it. A commentator has indeed great tempta- 
tions to supply by turbulence what he wants of dignity, 
to beat his little gold to a spacious surface, to work that 
to foam which no art or diligence can exalt to spirit. 

The notes which I have borrowed or written are either 
illustrative, by which difficulties are explained; or judi- 
cial, by which faults and beauties are remarked; or 
emendatory, by which depravations are corrected. 

The explanations transcribed from others, if I do not 
subjoin any other interpretation, I suppose commonly to 
be right, at least I intend by acquiescence to confess, 
that I have nothing better to propose. 

After the labours of all the editors, I found many 
passages which appeared to me likely to obstruct the 
greater number of readers, and thought it my duty to 
facilitate their passage. It is impossible for an expositor 
not to write too little for some, and too much for others. 
He can only judge what is necessary by his own experi- 
ence; and how long soever he may deliberate, will at last 
explain many lines which the learned will think impos- 
sible to be mistaken, and omit many for which the igno- 
rant will want his help. These are censures merely rela- 
tive, and must be quietly endured. I have endeavoured 
to be neither superfluously copious, nor scrupulously re- 
served, and hope that I have made my authour s mean- 
ing accessible to many who before were frighted from 
perusing him, and contributed something to the publick, 
by diffusing innocent and rational pleasure. 

The compleat explanation of an authour not sys- 
tematick and consequential, but desultory and vagrant, 
abounding in casual allusions and light hints, is not to be 
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expected from any single scholiast. All personal reflec- 
tions, when names are suppressed, must be in a few 
years irrecoverably obliterated; and customs, too minute 
to attract the notice of law, such as modes of dress, for- 
malities of conversation, rules of visits, disposition of fur- 
niture, and practices of ceremony, which naturally find 
places in familiar dialogue, are so fugitive and unsub- 
stantial, that they are not easily retained or recovered. 
What can be known, will be collected by chance, from 
the recesses of obscure and obsolete papers, perused 
commonly with some other view. Of this knowledge 
every man has some, and none has much; but when an 
authour has engaged the publick attention, those who 
can add any thing to his illustration, communicate their 
discoveries, and time produces what had eluded dili- 
gence. 

To time I have been obliged to resign many passages, 
which, though I did not understand them, will perhaps 
hereafter be explained, having, I hope, illustrated some, 
which others have neglected or mistaken, sometimes by 
short remarks, or marginal directions, such as every edi- 
tor has added at his will, and often by comments more 
laborious than the matter will seem to deserve; but that 
which is most difficult is not always most important, and 
to an editor nothing is a trifle by which his authour is 
obscured. 

The poetical beauties or defects I have not been very 
diligent to observe. Some plays have more, and some 
fewer judicial observations, not in proportion to their 
difference of merit, but because I gave this part of my 
design to chance and to caprice. The reader, I believe, 
is seldom pleased to find his opinion anticipated; it is 
natural to delight mpre in what we find or make, than 
in what we receive./ Judgement, like other faculties, is 
improved by practice and its advancement is hindered 
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by submission to dictatorial decisions, as the memory 
grows torpid by the use of a table book. Some initiation 
is however necessary; of all skill, part is infused by pre- 
cept, and part is obtained by habit; I have therefore 
shewn so much as may enable the candidate of criticism 
to discover the rest. 

To the end of most plays, I have added short stric- 
tures, containing a general censure of faults, or praise of 
excellence; in which I know not how much I have con- 
curred with the current opinion; but I have not, by any 
aEectation of singularity, deviated from it. Nothing is 
minutely and particularly examined, and therefore it is 
to be supposed, that in the plays which are condemned 
there is much to be praised, and in those which are 
praised much to be condemned. 

The part of criticism in which the whole succession of 
editors has laboured with the greatest diligence, which 
has occasioned the most arrogant ostentation, and ex- 
cited the keenest acrimony, is the emendation of cor- 
rupted passages, to which the publick attention having 
been first drawn by the violence of contention between 
Pope and Theobald, has been continued by the persecu- 
tion, which, with a kind of conspiracy, has been since 
raised against all the publishers of Shakespeare. 

That many passages have passed in a state of depra- 
vation through all the editions is indubitably certain; 
of these the restoration is only to be attempted by col- 
lation of copies or sagacity of conjecture. The collator’s 
province is safe and easy, the conjecturer’s perilous and 
difficult. Yet as the greater part of the plays are extant 
only in one copy, the peril must not be avoided, nor the 
difficulty refused. 

Of the readings which this emulation of amendment 
has hitherto produced, some from the labours of every 
publisher I have advanced into the text; those are to be 
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considered as in my opinion sufficiently supported; some 
I have rejected without mention, as evidently erroneous; 
some I have left in the notes without censure or appro- 
bation, as resting in equipoise between objection and de- 
fence; and some, which seemed specious but not right, I 
have inserted with a subsequent animadversion. 

Having classed the observations of others, I was at 
last to try what I could substitute for their mistakes, and 
how I could supply their omissions. I collated such 
copies as I could procure, and wished for more, but 
have not found the collectors of these rarities very com- 
municative. Of the editions which chance or kindness 
put into my hands I have given an enumeration, that I 
may not be blamed for neglecting what I had not the 
power to do. 

By examining the old copies, I soon found that the 
later publishers, with all their boasts of diligence, suf- 
fered many passages to stand unauthorised, and con- 
tented themselves with Rowe’s regulation of the text, 
even where they knew it to be arbitrary, and with a little 
consideration might have found it to be wrong. Some of 
these alterations are only the ejection of a word for one 
that appeared to him more elegant or more intelligible. 
These corruptions I have often silently rectified; for the 
histoiy of our language, and the true force of our words, 
can only be preserved, by keeping the text of authours 
free from adulteration. Others, and those very frequent, 
smoothed the cadence, or regulated the measure; on 
these I have not exercised the same rigour; if only a 
word was transposed, or a particle inseited or omitted, 
I have sometimes suffered the line to stand; for the in- 
constancy of the copies is such, as that some liberties 
may be easily permitted. But this practice I have not 
suffered to proceed far, having restored the primitive 
diction wherever it could for any reason be preferred. 
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The emendations, which comparison of copies sup- 
plied, I have inserted in the text; sometimes where the 
improvement was slight, without notice, and sometimes 
with an account of the reasons of the change. 

Conjecture, though it be sometimes unavoidable, I 
have not wantonly nor licentiously indulged. It has been 
my settled principle, that the reading of the ancient 
books is probably true, and therefore is not to be dis- 
turbed for the sake of elegance, perspicuity, or mere 
improvement of the sense. For though much credit is 
not due to the fidelity, nor any to the judgement of the 
first publishers, yet they who had the copy before their 
eyes were more likely to read it right, than we who read 
it only by imagination. But it is evident that they have 
often made strange mistakes by ignorance or negligence, 
and that therefore something may be properly attempted 
by criticism, keeping the middle way between presump- 
tion and timidity. 

Such criticism I have attempted to practise, and 
where any passage appeared inextricably perplexed, 
have endeavoured to discover how it may be recalled 
to sense, with least violence. But my first labour is, al- 
ways to turn the old text on every side, and try if there 
be any interstice, through which light can find its way; 
nor would Huetius himself condemn me, as refusing the 
trouble of research, for the ambition of alteration. In this 
modest industry I have not been unsuccessful. I have 
rescued many lines from the violations of temerity, and 
secured many scenes from the inroads of correction. I 
have adopted the Roman sentiment, that it is more hon- 
ourable to save a citizen, than to kill an enemy, and have 
been more careful to protect than to attack. 

I have preserved the common distribution of the plays 
into acts, though I believe it to be in almost all the 
plays void of authority. Some of those which are divided 
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in the later editions have no division in the first folio, 
and some that are divided in the folio have no division 
in the preceding copies. The settled mode of the theatre 
requires four intervals in the play, but few, if any, of 
our authour’s compositions can be properly distributed 
in that manner. An act is so much of the drama as passes 
without intervention of time or change of place. A pause 
makes a new act. In eveiy real, and therefore in every 
imitative action, the intervals may be more or fewer, the 
restriction of five acts being accidental and arbitrary. 
This Shakespeare knew, and this he practised; his plays 
were written, and at first printed in one unbroken con- 
tinuity, and ought now to be exhibited with short 
pauses, interposed as often as the scene is changed, or 
any considerable time is required to pass. This method 
would at once quell a thousand absurdities. 

In restoring the authour’s works to their integrity, I 
have considered the punctuation as wholly in my power; 
for what could be their care of colons and commas, who 
corrupted words and sentences. Whatever could be done 
by adjusting points is therefore silently performed, in 
some plays with much diligence, in others with less; it is 
hard to keep a busy eye steadily fixed upon evanescent 
atoms, or a discursive mind upon evanescent truth. 

The same liberty has been taken with a few particles, 
or other words of slight effect. I have sometimes in- 
serted or omitted them without notice. I have done that 
sometimes, which the other editors have done always, 
and which indeed the state of the text may sufficiently 
justify. 

The greater part of readers, instead of blaming us for 
passing trifles, will wonder that on mere trifles so much 
labour is expended, with such importance of debate, and 
such solemnity of diction. To these I answer with con- 
fidence, that they are judging of an art which they do 
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not understand; yet cannot much reproach them with 
their ignorance, nor promise that they would become in 
general, by learning criticism, more useful, happier, or 
wiser. 

As I practised conjecture more, I learned to trust it 
less; and after I had printed a few plays, resolved to 
insert none of my own readings in the text. Upon this 
caution I now congratulate myself, for every day en- 
creases my doubt of my emendations. 

Since I have confined my imagination to the margin, 
it must not be considered as very reprehensible, if I have 
suffered it to play some freaks in its own dominion. 
There is no danger in conjecture, if it be proposed as 
conjecture; and while the text remains uninjured, those 
changes may be safely offered, which are not considered 
even by him that offers them as necessary or safe. 

If my readings are of little value, they have not been 
ostentatiously displayed or importunately obtruded. I 
could have written longer notes, for the art of writing 
notes is not of difficult attainment. The work is per- 
formed, first by railing at the stupidity, negligence, igno- 
rance, and asinine tastelessness of the former editors, 
and shewing, from all that goes before and all that fol- 
lows, the inelegance and absurdity of the old reading; 
then by proposing something, which to superficial read- 
ers would seem specious, but which the editor rejects 
with indignation; then by producing the true reading, 
with a long paraphrase, and concluding with loud ac- 
clamations on the discovery, and a sober wish for the 
advancement and prosperity of genuine criticism. * 

All this may be done, and perhaps done sometimes 
without impropriety. But I have always suspected that 
the reading is right, which requires many words to prove 
it wrong; and the emendation wrong, that cannot with- 
out so much labour appear to be right. The justness of 
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a happy restoration strikes at once, and the moral pre- 
cept may be well applied to criticism, quod dubitas ne 
feceris. 

To dread the shore which he sees spread with wrecks, 
is natural to the sailor. I had before my eye, so many 
critical adventures ended in miscarriage, that caution 
was forced upon me. I encountered in every page Wit 
struggling with its own sophistry, and Learning con- 
fused by the multiplicity of its views. I was forced to 
censure those whom I admired, and could not but re- 
flect, while I was dispossessing their emendations, how 
soon the same fate might happen to my own, and how 
many of the readings which I have corrected may be by 
some other editor defended and established. 

Criticks, I saw, that other s names efface, 

And fix their own, with labour, in the place; 

Their own, like others, soon their place resign'd. 

Or disappear’d, and left the first behind. 

Pope. 

That a conjectural critick should often be mistaken, 
cannot be wonderful, either to others or himself, if it be 
considered, that in his art there is no system, no prin- 
cipal and axiomatical truth that regulates subordinate 
positions. His chance of errour is renewed at every at- 
tempt; an oblique view of the passage, a slight mis- 
apprehension of a phrase, a casual inattention to the 
parts connected, is sufficient to make him not only fail, 
but fail ridiculously; and when he succeeds best, he pro- 
duces peihaps but one reading of many probable, and 
he that suggests another will always be able to dispute 
his claims. 

It is an unhappy state, in which danger is hid under 
pleasure. The allurements of emendation are scarcely 
resistible. Conjecture has all the joy and all the pride of 
invention, and he that has once started a happy change, 
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is too much delighted to consider what objections may 
rise against it. 

Yet conjectural criticism has been of great use in the 
learned world; nor is it my intention to depreciate a 
study, that has exercised so many mighty minds, from 
the revival of learning to our own age, from the Bishop 
of Aleria to English Bentley. The criticks on ancient au- 
thours have, in the exercise of their sagacity, many as- 
sistances, which the editor of Shakespeare is condemned 
to want. They are employed upon grammatical and set- 
tled languages, whose construction contributes so much 
to perspicuity, that Homer has fewer passages unintel- 
ligible than Chaucer. The words have not only a known 
regimen, but invariable quantities, which direct and 
confine the choice. There are commonly more manu- 
scripts than one; and they do not often conspire in the 
same mistakes. Yet Scaliger could confess to Salmasius 
how little satisfaction his emendations gave him. “Illu- 
dunt nobis conjecture nostras, quarum nos pudet , poste - 
aquam in meliores codices incidimus ” And Lipsius could 
complain, that criticks were making faults, by trying to 
remove them, “Ut olim vitiis , ita nunc remediis labor a- 
tur” And indeed, where mere conjecture is to be used, 
the emendations of Scaliger and Lipsius, notwithstand- 
ing their' wonderful sagacity and erudition, are often 
vague and disputable, like mine or Theobald’s. 

Perhaps I may not be more censured for doing wrong, 
than for doing little; for raising in the pub lick expecta- 
tions, which at last I have not answered. The expecta- 
tion of ignorance is indefinite, and that of knowledge 
is often tyrannical. It is hard to satisfy those who know 
not what to demand, or those who demand by design 
what they think impossible to be done. I have indeed 
disappointed no opinion more than my own; yet I have 
endeavoured to perform my task with no slight solid- 
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tude. Not a single passage in the whole work has ap- 
peared to me corrupt, which I have not attempted to 
restore; or obscure, which I have not endeavoured to 
illustrate. In many I have failed like others; and from 
many, after all my efforts, I have retreated, and con- 
fessed the repulse. I have not passed over, with affected 
superiority, what is equally difficult to the reader and 
to myself, but where I could not instruct him, have 
owned my ignorance. I might easily have accumulated 
a mass of seeming learning upon easy scenes; but it 
ought not to be imputed to negligence, that, where 
nothing was necessary, nothing has been done, or that, 
where others have said enough, I have said no more. 

Notes are often necessary, but they are necessary 
evils. Let him, that is yet unacquainted with the powers 
of Shakespeare, and who desires to feel the highest 
pleasure that the drama can give, read every play from 
the first scene to the last, with utter negligence of all 
his commentators. When his fancy is once on the wing, 
let it not stoop at correction or explanation. When his 
attention is strongly engaged, let it disdain alike to turn 
aside to the name of Theobald and of Pope. Let him 
read on through brightness and obscurity, through in- 
tegrity and corruption; let him preserve his comprehen- 
sion of the dialogue and his interest in the fable. And 
when the pleasures of novelty have ceased, let him at- 
tempt exactness, and read the commentators. 

Particular passages are cleared by notes, but the gen- 
eral effect of the work is weakened. The mind is refriger- 
ated by interruption; the thoughts are diverted from the 
principal subject; the reader is weary, he suspects not 
why; and at last throws away the book, which' he has 
too diligently studied. 

I*arts are not to be examined till the whole has been 
surveyed; there is a kind of intellectual remoteness nec- 
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essary for the comprehension of any great work in its 
full design and its true proportions; a close approach 
shews the smaller niceties, but the beauty of the whole 
is discerned no longer. 

It is not very grateful to consider how little the suc- 
cession of editors has added to this authour’s power of 
pleasing. He was read, admired, studied, and imitated, 
while he was yet deformed with all the improprieties 
which ignorance and neglect could accumulate upon 
him; while the reading was yet not rectified, nor his al- 
lusions understood; yet then did Diyden pronounce 
“that Shakespeare was the man, who, of all modem and 
perhaps ancient poets, had the largest and most compre- 
hensive soul. All the images of nature were still present 
to him, and he drew them not laboriously, but luckily: 
When he describes any thing, you more than see it, you 
feel it too. Those who accuse him to have wanted leam- 
ing, give him the greater commendation: he was natu- 
rally learned: he needed not the spectacles of books to 
read nature; he looked inwards, and found her there. 
I cannot say he is every where alike; were he so, I 
should do him injury to compare him with the greatest 
of mankind. He is many times flat and insipid; his comick 
wit degenerating into clenches, his serious swelling into 
bombast. But he is always great, when some great oc- 
casion is presented to him: No man can say, he ever had 
a fit subject for his wit, and did not then raise himself 
as high above the rest of poets, 

Quantum lenta solent inter viburna cupressi.” 

It is to be lamented, that such a writer should want 
a commentary; that his language should become obso- 
lete, on his sentiments obscure. But it is vain to carry 
wishes beyond the condition of human things; that 
which must happen to all, has happened to Shakespeare, 
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by accident and time; and more than has been suffered 
by any other writer since the use of types, has been 
suffered by him through his own negligence of fame, or 
perhaps by that superiority of mind, which despised its 
own performances, when it compared them with its 
powers, and judged those works unworthy to be, pre- 
served, which the criticks of following ages were to con- 
tend for the fame of restoring and explaining. 

Among these candidates of inferiour fame, I am now 
to stand the judgment of the publick; and wish that I 
could confidently produce my commentary as equal to 
the encouragement which I have had the honour of re- 
ceiving. Every work of this kind is by its nature defi- 
cient, and I should feel little solicitude about the sen- 
tence, were it to be pronounced only by the skilful and 
the learned. 





From the NOTES 
TO SHAKESPEARE'S PLAYS 


a midsummer-night's dream 

Act I. Scene iv. (i. ii. 50-3.) 

Flute. Nay , faith, let me not play a woman; I have a 
beard coming. 

Quince. That's all one ; you shall play it in a masque . 

This passage shews how the want of women on the 
old Stage was supplied. If they had not a young man 
who could perform the part with a face that might pass 
for feminine, the character was acted in a mask, which 
was at that time a part of a Lady's dress so much in 
use that it did not give any unusual appearance to the 
Scene; and he that could modulate his voice in a female 
tone might play the woman very successfully. It is ob- 
served in Downes's Memoirs of the Playhouse, that one 
of these counterfeit heroines moved the passions more 
strongly than the women that have since been brought 
upon the stage. Some of the catastrophes of the old 
comedies, which make Lovers marry the wrong women, 
are, by recollection of the common use of masks, brought 
nearer to probability. 


MEASURE FOR MEASURE 

Act II. Scene ix. (n. iii. 11-12.) 

Who falling in the flaws of her own youth. 
Hath blister'd her report. 
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Who does not see that the integrity of the metaphor re- 
quires we should read flames of her own youth. — War- 
buhton. 

Who does not see that upon such principles there is 
no end of correction. 


THE WINTER'S TALE 

Act IV. Scene iv. (iv. iii. 21-2.) 

How would he look , to see his work , so noble, 

Vilely bound up! 

It is impossible for any man to rid his mind of his 
profession. The authourship of Shakespeare has supplied 
him with a metaphor, which rather than he would lose 
it, he has put with no great propriety into the mouth 
of a country maid. Thinking of his own works his mind 
passed naturally to the Binder. I am glad that he has no 
hint at an Editor. 


KING JOHN 

Act IV. Scene iv. (iv. ii. 197-8.) 

Slippers, which his nimble haste 
Had falsely thrust upon contrary feet. 

I know not how the commentators understand this 
important passage, which, in Dr. Warburton’s edition, 
is marked as eminently beautiful, and, in the whole, not 
without justice. But Shakespeare seems to have con- 
founded a mans shoes with his gloves. He that is frighted 
or hurried may put his hand into the wrong glove, but 
either shoe will equally admit either foot. The authour 
seems to be disturbed by the disorder which he de- 
scribes. 
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1 HENRY IV 

Act III. Scene i. (m. i. 97-8.) 

Hotspur. Methinks , my moiety , north from Burton here , 
In quantity equals not one of yours . 

Hotspur is here just such a divider as the Irishman who 
made three halves ; Therefore, for the honour of Shakespeare , 
I will suppose, with the Oxford Editor , that he wrote por- 
tion . — Warburton. 

I will not suppose it. 

2 HENRY IV 

But Falstaff unimitated, unimitable Falstaff, how shall 
I describe thee? Thou compound of sense and vice; of 
sense which may be admired but not esteemed, of vice 
which may be despised, but hardly detested. Falstaff is 
a character loaded with faults, 2nd with those faults 
which naturally produce contempt. He is a thief, and a 
glutton, a coward, and a boaster, always ready to cheat 
the weak, and prey upon the poor; to terrify the timor- 
ous and insult the defenceless. At once obsequious and 
malignant, he satirises in their absence those whom he 
lives by flattering. He is familiar with the prince only as 
an agent of vice, but of this familiarity he is so proud 
as not only to be supercilious and haughty with common 
men, but to think his interest of importance to the duke 
of Lancaster. Yet the man thus corrupt, thus despicable, 
makes himself necessary to the prince that despises him, 
by the most pleasing of all qualities, perpetual gaiety, by 
an unfailing power of exciting laughter, which is the 
more freely indulged, as his wit is not of the splendid or 
ambitious kind, but consists in easy escapes and sallies 
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of levity, which make sport but raise no envy. It must 
he observed that he is stained with no enormous or 
sanguinary crimes, so that his licentiousness is not so 
offensive but that it may be borne for his mirth. 

The moral to be drawn from this representation is, 
that no man is more dangerous than he that with a will 
to corrupt, hath the power to please; and that neither 
wit nor honesty ought to think themselves safe with such 
a companion when they see Henry seduced by Falstaff. 


henry v 

Act IV. Scene viii. ( iv. iii. 24. ) 

King Henry. By Jove, I am not covetous of gold. 

The king prays like a Christian, and swears like a 
heathen. 

3 HENRY VI 

Act IV. Scene vii. (iv. vi. 70.) 

This pretty lad will 'prove our country's bliss . 

He was afterwards Henry VII. A man who put an 
end to the civil war of the two houses, but not other- 
wise remarkable for virtue. Shakespeare knew his trade 
Henry VII was Grandfather to Queen Elizabeth, and 
the King from whom James inherited. 


HENRY VIII 

To play histories, or to exhibit a succession of events 
by action and dialogue, was a common entertainment 
among our rude ancestors upon great festivities. The 
parish clerks once performed at Clerkenwell a play 
which lasted three days, containing, The History of the 
World. 
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MACBETH 

Act II. Scene ii. (n. 1 . 49-50.) 

Now o'er one half the world 
Nature seems dead. 

That is, over our hemisphere all action and motion 
seem to have ceased This image, which is perhaps the 
most striking that poetry can produce, has been adopted 
by Dry den in his Conquest of Mexico. 

All things are hush'd as Nature's self lay dead , 

The mountains seem to nod their drowsy head; 

The little birds in dreams their songs repeat. 

And sleeping flow'rs beneath the night dews sweat. 

Even lust and envy sleep! 

These lines, though so well known, I have transcribed, 
that the contrast between them and * this passage of 
Shakespeare may be more accurately observed. 

Night is described by two great poets, but one de- 
scribes a night of quiet, the other of perturbation. In 
the night of Dryden, all the disturbers of the world are 
laid asleep; in that of Shakespeare, nothing but sorcery, 
lust, and murder, is awake. He that reads Dryden, finds 
himself lull'd with serenity, and disposed to solitude 
and contemplation. He that peruses Shakespeare, looks 
round alarmed, and starts to find hiipself alone. One is 
the night of a lover, the other, of a murderer. 





LETTERS ON 

MRS. THRALE’S MARRIAGE 
TO PIOZZI 

MRS. PIOZZI TO DR. JOHNSON 

Bath, June 30 [1784] 

My Dear Sir, 

The enclosed is a circular letter which I have sent to 
all the guardians, but our friendship demands some- 
what more; it requires that I should beg your pardon 
for concealing from you a connexion which you must 
have heard of by many, but I suppose never believed. 
Indeed, my dear Sir, it was concealed only to save us 
both needless pain; I could not have borne to reject 
that counsel it would have killed me to take, and I 
only tell it you now because all is irrevocably settled, 
and out of your power to prevent. I will say, however, 
that the dread of your disapprobation has given me 
some anxious moments, and though, perhaps,- I am be- 
come by many privations the most independent woman 
in the world, I feel as if acting without a parent’s con- 
sent till you write kindly to 

Your faithful servant. 

CIRCULAR 

Sir, 

As one of the executors of Mr. Thrale’s will and guard- 
ian to his daughters, I think it my duty to acquaint you 
that the three eldest left Bath last Friday for their own 
718 
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house at Brighthelmstone in company with an amiable 
friend, Miss Nicholson, who has sometimes resided with 
us here, and in whose society they may, I think, find 
some advantages and certainly no disgrace. I waited 
on them to Salisbury, Wilton, &c., and offered to attend 
them to the seaside myself, but they preferred this 
lady's company to mine, having heard that Mr. Piozzi 
is coming back from Italy, and judging perhaps by 
our past friendship and continued correspondence that 
his return would be succeeded by our marriage. 

I have the honour to be, Sir, your obedient servant. 

DR. JOHNSON TO MRS. PIOZZI 

Madam, 

If I interpret your letter right, you are ignominiously 
married; if it is yet undone, let us once more talk to- 
gether. If you have abandoned your children and your 
religion, God forgive your wickedness: if you have for- 
feited your fame and your country, may your folly do 
no further mischief. If the last act is yet to do, I who 
have loved you, esteemed you, reverenced you, and 
served you, I who long thought you the first of human- 
kind, entreat that, before your fate is irrevocable, I may 
once more see you. I was, I once was, 

Madam, most truly yours, 

Sam. Johnson. 

I will come down, if you permit it. 

MRS. PIOZZI TO DR. JOHNSON 

Sir, 

I have this morning received from you so rough a 
letter in reply to one which was both tenderly and 
respectfully written, that I am forced to desire the con- 
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elusion of a correspondence which I can bear to con- 
tinue no longer. The birth of my second husband is not 
meaner than that of my first; his sentiments are not 
meaner; his profession is not meaner, and his superiority 
in what he professes acknowledged by all mankind. It 
is want of fortune then that is ignominious; the char- 
acter of the man I have chosen has no other claim to 
such an epithet. The religion to which he has always 
been a zealous adherent will, I hope, teach him to for- 
give insults he has not deserved; mine will, I hope, 
enable me to bear them at once with dignity and pa- 
tience. To hear that I have forfeited my fame is indeed 
the greatest insult I ever yet received. My fame is as 
unsullied as snow, or I should think it unworthy of him 
who is henceforth to protect it. 

I write by the coach the more speedily and effectually 
to prevent your coming hither. Perhaps by my fame 
(and I hope it is so) you mean only that .celebrity which 
is a consideration of a much lower kind. I care for that 
only as it may give pleasure to my husband and his 
friends. 

Farewell, dear Sir, and accept my best wishes. You 
have always commanded my esteem, and long enjoyed 
the fruits of a friendship never infringed by one harsh 
expression on my part during twenty years of familiar 
talk. Never did I oppose your will, or control your wish; 
nor can your unmerited severity itself lessen my regard; 
but till you have changed your opinion of Mr. Piozzi let 
us converse no more. God bless you. 

DR. JOHNSON TO MRS. PIOZZI 

Dear Madam, 

What you have done, however I may lament it, I 
have no pretence to resent, as it has not been injurious 
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to me: I therefore breathe out one sigh more of tender- 
ness, perhaps useless, but at least sincere. 

I wish that God may grant you every blessing, that 
you may be happy in this world for its short continu- 
ance, and eternally happy in a better state; and what- 
ever I can contribute to your happiness I am very ready 
to repay, for that kindness which soothed twenty years 
of a life radically wretched. 

Do not think slightly of the advice which I now pre- 
sume to offer. Prevail upon Mr. Piozzi to settle in Eng- 
land: you may live here with more dignity than in Italy, 
and with more security: your rank will be higher, and 
your fortune more under your own eye. I desire not to 
detail all my reasons, but every argument of prudence 
and interest is for England, and only some phantoms of 
imagination seduce you to Italy. 

I am afraid, however, that my counsel is vain, yet I 
have eased my heart by giving it. 

When Queen Mary took the resolution of sheltering 
herself in England, the Archbishop of St. Andrew's, at- 
tempting to dissuade her, attended on her journey; and 
when they came to the irremeable stream that separated 
the two kingdoms, walked by her side into the water, in 
the middle of which he seized her bridle, and with ear- 
nestness proportioned to her danger and his own affec- 
tion pressed her to return. The Queen went forward — 
If the parallel reaches thus far, may it go no further. 
The tears stand in my eyes. 

I am going into Derbyshire, and hope to be followed 
by your good wishes, for I am, with great affection, 

Your, etc., 

Sam. Johnson. 
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PROLOGUE 

Spoken by Mr. Garrick at the Opening of the Theatre Royal, 
Drury Lane, 1747 

When Learning's triumph o’er her barb’rous foes 
First rear'd the stage, immortal Shakespeare rose; 
Each change of many-colour'd life he drew. 
Exhausted worlds, and then imagin'd new: 

Existence saw him spurn her bounded reign. 

And panting Time toil’d after him in vain. 

His pow’rful strokes presiding Truth impress'd. 

And' unresisted Passion storm'd the breast. 

Then Jonson came, instructed from the school, 

To please in method, and invent by rule; 

His studious patience and laborious art. 

By regular approach essay’d the heart: 

Cold Approbation gave the ling’ring bays; 

For those who durst not censure, scarce could praise. 
A mortal born, he met the gen’ral doom, 

But left, like Egypt’s kings, a lasting tomb. 

The wits of Charles found easier ways to fame, 
Nor wish'd for Jonson’s art, or Shakespeare's flame. 
Themselves they studied; as they felt, they writ: 
Intrigue was plot, obscenity was wit. 

Vice always found a sympathetic friend; 

They pleas’d their age, and did not aim to mend. 

Yet bards like these aspir’d to lasting praise, 

And proudly hop’d to pimp in future days. 

Their cause was gen'ral, their supports were strong, 
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Their slaves were willing, and their reign was long: 

Till Shame regain’d the post that Sense betray’d, 

And Virtue call’d Oblivion to her aid. 

Then, crush’d by rules, and weaken’d as refin’d. 

For years the pow r of tragedy declin’d; 

From bard to bard the frigid caution crept. 

Till Declamation roar’d whilst Passion slept; 

Yet still did Virtue deign the stage to tread. 

Philosophy remain’d though Nature fled. 

But forc’d, at length, her ancient reign to quit. 

She saw great Faustus lay the ghost of Wit; 

Exulting Folly hail’d the joyful day, 

And Pantomime and Song confirm’d her sway. 

But who the coming changes can presage, 

And mark the future periods of the stage? 

Perhaps if skill could distant times explore. 

New Behns, new Durfeys, yet remain in store; 

Perhaps where Lear has rav’d, and Hamlet dy’d. 

On flying cars new sorcerers may ride; 

Perhaps (for who can guess th’ effects of chance) 

Here Hunt may box, or Mahomet may dance. 

Hard is his lot that here by fortune plac’d. 

Must watch the wild vicissitudes of taste; 

With ev’ry meteor of caprice must play, 

And chase the new-blown bubbles of the day. 

Ah! let not censure term our fate our choice, 

The stage but echoes back the public voice; 

The drama’s laws, the drama’s patrons give. 

For we that live to please, must please to live. 

Then prompt no more the follies you decry, 

As tyrants doom their tools of guilt to die; 

’Tis yours, this night, to bid the reign commence 
Of rescued Nature and reviving Sense; 

To chase the charms of Sound, the pomp of Show, 

For useful Mirth and salutary Woe; 
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Bid scenic Virtue form the rising age. 

And Truth diffuse her radiance from the stage. 

THE VANITY OF HUMAN WISHES 

In Imitation of the Tenth Satire of Juvenal 

Let observation with extensive view. 

Survey mankind, from China to Peru; 

Remark each anxious toil, each eager strife. 

And watch the busy scenes of crowded life; 

Then say how hope and fear, desire and hate, 
Overspread with snares the clouded maze of fate, 
Where wav’ring man, betray’d by vent’rous pride, 

To tread the dreary paths without a guide; 

As treach’rous phantoms in the mist delude, 

Shuns fancied ills, or chases airy good. 

How rarely reason guides the stubborn choice. 
Rules the bold hand, or prompts the suppliant voice. 
How nations sink, by darling schemes oppress’d, 
When Vengeance listens to the fool’s request. 

Fate wings with ev’ry wish th’ afflictive dart. 

Each gift of nature, and each grace of art. 

With fatal heat impetuous courage glows. 

With fatal sweetness elocution flows. 

Impeachment stops the speaker’s pow’rful breath, 
And restless fire precipitates on death. 

But scarce observ’d the knowing and the bold, 
Fall in the gen’ral massacre of gold; 

Wide-wasting pest! that rages unconfin’d, 

And crowds with crimes the records of mankind. 
For gold his sword the hireling ruffian draws. 

For gold the hireling judge distorts the laws; 

Wealth heap’d on wealth, nor truth nor safety buys, 
The dangers gather as the treasures rise. 

Let Hist’ry tell where rival kings command. 
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And dubious title shakes the madded land, 

When statutes glean the refuse of the sword, 

How much more safe the vassal than the lord, 

Low skulks the hind beneath the rage of pow’r, 

And leaves the wealthy traitor in the Tow r. 

Untouch’d his cottage, and his slumbers sound. 

Though confiscation’s vultures hover round. 

The needy traveller, serene and gay. 

Walks the wild heath, and sings his toil away. 

Does envy seize thee? crush th’ upbraiding joy. 

Increase his riches and his peace destroy, 

New fears in dire vicissitude invade, 

The rustling brake alarms, and quiv’ring shade. 

Nor light nor darkness bring his pain relief. 

One shows the plunder, and one hides the thief. 

Yet still one gen’ral cry the skies assails, 

And gain and grandeur load the tainted gales; 

Few know the toiling statesman’s fear or care, 

Th’ insidious rival and the gaping heir. 

Once more, Democritus, arise on earth, 

With cheerful wisdom and instructive mirth. 

See motley life in modem trappings dress’d. 

And feed with varied fools th’ eternal jest: 

Thou who couldst laugh where want enchain’d caprice. 
Toil crush’d conceit, and man was of a piece; 

Where wealth unlov’d without a mourner dy’d; 

And scarce a sycophant was fed by pride; 

Where ne’er was known the form of mock debate, 

Or seen a new-made mayor’s unwieldy state; 

Where change of fav’rites made no change of laws. 
And senates heard before they judg’d a cause; 

How wouldst thou shake at Britain’s modish tribe, 
Dart the quick taunt, and edge the piercing gibe? 
Attentive truth and nature to descry. 

And pierce each scene with philosophic eye. 
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To thee were solemn toys or empty show, 

The robes of pleasure and the veils of woe: 

All aid the farce, and all thy mirth maintain, 

Whose joys are causeless, or whose griefs are vain. 

Such was the scorn that fill’d the sage’s mind, 
Renew’d at ev’ry glance on humankind; 

How just that scorn ere yet thy voice declare, 

Search ev’ry state, and canvass evry pray r. 

Unnumber’d suppliants crowd Preferment’s gate, 
Athirst for wealth, and burning to be great; 

Delusive Fortune hears th’ incessant call, 

They mount, they shine, evaporate, and fall. 

On ev’ry stage the foes of peace attend, 

Hate dogs their flight, and insult mocks their end. 

Love ends with hope, the sinking statesman’s door 
Pours in the morning worshipper no more; 

For growing names the weekly scribbler lies, 

To growing wealth the dedicator flies. 

From evry room descends the painted face, 

That hung the bright palladium of the place, 

And smok’d in kitchens, or in auctions sold, 

To better features yields the frame of gold; 

For now no more we trace in evry line 
Heroic worth, benevolence divine: 

The form distorted justifies the fall, 

And detestation rids th’ indignant wall. 

But will not Britain hear the last appeal, 

Sign her foe’s doom, or guard her fav’rite’s zeal? 
Through Freedom’s sons no more remonstrance rings, 
Degrading nobles and controlling kings; 

Our supple tribes repress their patriot throats, 

And ask no questions but the price of votes; 

With weekly libels and septennial ale. 

Their wish is full to riot and to rail. 

In full-blown dignity, see Wolsey stand, 
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Law in his voice, and fortune in his hand: 

To him the church, the realm, their pow’rs consign. 
Through him the rays of regal bounty shine. 

Turn’d by his nod the stream of honour flows, 

His smile alone security bestows: 

Still to new heights his restless wishes tow r. 

Claim leads to claim, and pow’r advances powr; 

Till conquest unresisted ceas’d to please. 

And rights submitted, left him none to seize. 

At length his sov’reign frowns — the train of state 
Mark the keen glance, and watch the sign to hate. 
Where’er he turns he meets a stranger’s eye. 

His suppliants scorn him, and his followers fly; 

At once is lost the pride of awful state. 

The golden canopy, the glitt ring plate. 

The regal palace, the luxurious board, 

The liv’ried army, and the menial lord. 

With age, with cares, with maladies oppress’d, 

He seeks the refuge of monastic rest. 

Grief aids disease, remember’d folly stings. 

And his last sighs reproach the faith of kings. 

Speak thou, whose thoughts at humble peace repine, 
Shall Wolsey’s wealth, with Wolsey’s end be thine? 

Or liv’st thou now, with safer pride content. 

The wisest justice on the banks of Trent? 

For why did Wolsey near the steeps of fate. 

On weak foundations raise th’ enormous weight? 

Why but to sink beneath misfortune’s blow, 

With louder ruin to the gulfs below? 

What gave great Villiers to th’ assassin’s knife, 

And fix’d disease on Harley’s closing life? 

What murder’d Wentworth, and what exil’d Hyde, 

By kings protected and to kings ally’d? 

What but their wish indulg’d in courts to shine, 

And pow’r too great to keep or to resign? 
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When first the college rolls receive his name. 

The young enthusiast quits his ease for fame; 
Through all his veins the fever of renown 
Spreads from the strong contagion of the gown; 

O'er Bodley’s dome his future labours spread. 

And Bacon's mansion trembles o'er his head. 

Are these thy views? proceed, illustrious youth, 

And Virtue guard thee to the throne of Truth! 

Yet should thy soul indulge the gen'rous heat. 

Till captive Science yields her last retreat; 

Should Reason guide thee with her brightest ray, 
And pour on misty Doubt resistless day; 

Should no false kindness lure to loose delight. 

Nor praise relax, nor difficulty fright; 

Should tempting Novelty thy cell refrain. 

And Sloth effuse her opiate fumes in vain; 

Should Beauty blunt on fops her fatal dart. 

Nor claim the triumph of a letter’d heart; 

Should no disease thy torpid veins invade, 

Nor Melancholy's phantoms haunt thy shade; 

Yet hope not life from grief or danger free, 

Nor think the doom of man revers’d for thee: 

Deign on the passing world to turn thine eyes. 

And pause awhile from letters, to be wise; 

There mark what ills the scholar's life assail, 

Toil, envy, want, the patron, and the gaol. 

See nations slowly wise, and meanly just. 

To buried merit raise the tardy bust. 

If dreams yet flatter, once again attend. 

Hear Lydiat’s life, and Galileo's end. 

Nor deem, when Learning her last prize bestows. 
The glitt'ring eminence exempt from foes; 

See when the vulgar 'scape, despis'd or aw'd, 
Rebellion's vengeful talons seize on Laud. 

From meaner minds, though smaller fines content 
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The plunder'd palace, or sequester'd rent; 

Mark'd out by dangerous parts he meets the shock. 
And fatal Learning leads him to the block: 

Around his tomb let Art and Genius weep. 

But hear his death, ye blockheads, hear and sleep. 

The festal blazes, the triumphal show, 

The ravish'd standard, and the captive foe, 

The senate’s thanks, the gazette’s pompous tale. 

With force resistless o’er the brave prevail. 

Such bribes the rapid Greek o’er Asia whirl’d, 

For such the steady Romans shook the world; 

For such in distant lands the Britons shine, 

And stain with blood the Danube or the Rhine; 

This pow’r has praise, that virtue scarce can warm. 

Till fame supplies the universal charm. 

Yet Reason frowns on War’s unequal game, 

Where wasted nations raise a single name, 

And mortgag’d states their grandsires’ wreaths regret 
From age to age in everlasting debt; 

Wreaths which at last the dear-bought right convey 
To rust on medals, or on stones decay. 

On what foundation stands the warrior’s pride? 

How just his hopes, let Swedish Charles decide; 

A frame of adamant, a soul of fire, 

No dangers fright him, and no labours tire; 

O’er love, o’er fear, extends his wide domain, 
Unconquer’d lord of pleasure and of pain; 

No joys to him pacific sceptres yield, 

War sounds the trump, he rushes to the field; 

Behold surrounding kings their pow’rs combine, 

And one capitulate, and one resign, 

Peace courts his hand, but spreads her charms in vain; 
"Think nothing gain’d,” he cries, “till nought remain, 

On Moscow’s walls till Gothic standards fly, 

And all be mine beneath the polar sky.” 
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The march begins in military state, 

And nations on his eye suspended wait; 

Stern Famine guards the solitary coast, 

And Winter barricades the realms of Frost; 

He comes, not want and cold his course delay; — 

Hide, blushing Glory, hide Pultowa s day: 

The vanquish’d hero leaves his broken bands, 

Amd shows his miseries in distant lands; 

Condemn’d a needy supplicant to wait, 

While ladies interpose, and slaves debate. 

But did not Chance at length her error mend? 

Did no subverted empire mark his end? 

Did rival monarchs give the fatal wound? 

Or hostile millions press him to the ground? 

His fall was destin’d to a barren strand, 

A petty fortress, and a dubious hand; 

He left the name, at which the world grew pale. 

To point a moral, or adorn a tale. 

All times their scenes of pompous woes afford. 

From Persia’s tyrant to Bavaria’s lord. 

In gay hostility, and barb’rous pride. 

With half mankind embattled at his side. 

Great Xerxes comes to seize the certain prey. 

And starves exhausted regions in his way; 

Attendant Flatt’ry counts his myriads o’er, 

Till counted myriads soothe his pride no more; 

Fresh praise is tried till madness fires his mind, 

The waves he lashes, and enchains the wind; 

New powrs are claim’d, new powrs are still bestow’d, 
Till rude resistance lops the spreading god; 

The daring Greeks deride the martial show, 

And heap their valleys with the gaudy foe; 

Th’ insulted sea with humbler thought he gains, 

A single skiff to speed his flight remains; 

Th’ incumber’d oar scarce leaves the dreaded coast 
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Through purple billows and a floating host. 

The bold Bavarian, in a luckless hour, 

Tries the dread summits of Caesarean pow'r. 

With unexpected legions bursts away. 

And sees defenseless realms receive his sway; 

Short sway! fair Austria spreads her mournful charms. 
The queen, the beauty, sets the world in arms; 

From hill to hill the beacon s rousing blaze 
Spreads wide the hope of plunder and of praise; 

The fierce Croatian, and the wild Hussar, 

With all the sons of ravage crowd the war; 

The baffled prince, in honour's flatt ’ring bloom 
Of hasty greatness finds the fatal doom. 

His foes' derision, and his subjects' blame. 

And steals to death from anguish and from shame. 

Enlarge my life with multitude of days, 

In health, in sickness, thus the suppliant prays; 

Hides from himself his state, and shuns to know, 

That life protracted is protracted woe. 

Time hovers o’er, impatient to destroy. 

And shuts up all the passages of joy: 

In vain their gifts the bounteous seasons pour, 

The fruit autumnal, and the vernal flow'r. 

With listless eyes the dotard views the store. 

He views, and wonders that they please no more, 

Now pall the tasteless meats, and joyless wines, 

And Luxury with sighs her slave resigns. 

Approach, ye minstrels, try the soothing strain. 

Diffuse the tuneful lenitives of pain: 

No sounds alas would touch th' impervious ear, 

Though dancing mountains witness'd Orpheus near; 
Nor lute nor lyre his feeble powrs attend. 

Nor sweeter music of a virtuous friend, 

But everlasting dictates crowd his tongue. 

Perversely grave, or positively wrong. 
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The still returning tale, and lingering jest. 

Perplex the fawning niece and pamper’d guest. 
While growing hopes scarce awe the gathering sneer, 
And scarce a legacy can bribe to hear; 

The watchful guests still hint the last offense. 

The daughter’s petulance, the son’s expense. 
Improve his heady rage with treach rous skill. 

And mould his passions till they make his will. 

Unnumber’d maladies his joints invade. 

Lay siege to life and press the dire blockade; 

But unextinguish’d Av’rice still remains. 

And dreaded losses aggravate his pains; 

He turns, with anxious heart and crippled hands. 

His bonds of debt, and mortgages of lands; 

Or views his coffers with suspicious eyes. 

Unlocks his gold, and counts it till he dies. 

But grant, the virtues of a temp’rate prime 
Bless with an age exempt from scorn or crime; 

An age that melts with unperceiv’d decay. 

And glides in modest innocence away; 

Whose peaceful day Benevolence endears. 

Whose night congratulating Conscience cheers; 
The gen’ral fav’rite as the gen’ral friend: 

Such age there is, and who shall wish its end? 

Yet ev’n on this her load Misfortune flings, 

To press the weary minutes’ flagging wings: 

New sorrow rises as the day returns, 

A sister sickens, or a daughter mourns. 

Now kindred Merit fills the sable bier. 

Now lacerated Friendship claims a tear. 

Year chases year, decay pursues decay. 

Still drops some joy from with’ring life away; 

New forms arise, and diff’rent views engage. 
Superfluous lags the vet’ran on the stage. 

Till pitying Nature signs the last release, 
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And bids afflicted worth retire to peace. 

But few there are whom hours like these await, 

Who set unclouded in the gulfs of fate. 

From Lydia’s monarch should the search descend, 

By Solon caution’d to regard his end, 

In life’s last scene what prodigies surprise, 

Fears of the brave, and follies of the wise? 

From Marlb’rough’s eyes the streams of dotage flow, 
And Swift expires a driv’ler and a show. 

The teeming mother anxious for her race. 

Begs for each birth the fortune of a face: 

Yet Vane could tell what ills from beauty spring; 

And Sedley curs’d the form that pleas’d a king. 

Ye nymphs of rosy lips and radiant eyes, 

Whom Pleasure keeps too busy to be wise, 

Whom joys with soft varieties invite 
By day the frolic, and the dance by night; 

Who frown with vanity, who smile with art, 

And ask the latest fashion of the heart, 

What care, what rules your heedless charms shall save, 
Each nymph your rival, and each youth your slave? 
Against your fame with fondness hate combines, 

The rival batters, and the lover mines. 

With distant voice neglected Virtue calls, 

Less heard, and less the faint remonstrance falls; 

Tir’d with contempt, she quits the slipp’ry reign, 

And Pride and Prudence take her seat in vain. 

In crowd at once, where none the pass defend. 

The harmless freedom, and the private friend. 

The guardians yield, by force superior ply’d: 

To Int’rest, Prudence; and to Flatt’ry, Pride. 

Now Beauty falls betray’d, despis’d, distress’d, 

And hissing Infamy proclaims the rest. 

Where then shall Hope and Fear their objects find? 
Must dull suspense corrupt the stagnant mind? 
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Must helpless man, in ignorance sedate, 

Roll darkling down the torrent of his fate? 

Must no dislike alarm, no wishes rise. 

No cries invoke the mercies of the skies? 

Enquirer, cease, petitions yet remain, 

Which Heav’n may hear, nor deem religion vain. 
Still raise for good the supplicating voice, 

But leave to Heav’n the measure and the choice. 
Safe in his pow’r, whose eyes discern afar 
The secret ambush of a specious pray’r. 

Implore his aid, in his decisions rest, 

Secure, whatever he gives, he gives the best. 

Yet when the sense of sacred presence fires. 

And strong devotion to the skies aspires, 

Pour forth thy fervours for a healthful mind. 
Obedient passions, and a will resign’d; 

For love, which scarce collective man can fill; 

For patience sovereign o’er transmuted ill; 

For faith, that panting for a happier seat. 

Counts death kind Nature's signal of retreat: 

These goods for man the laws of Heav’n ordain. 
These goods he grants, who grants the powr to gain 
With these celestial Wisdom calms the mind. 

And makes the happiness she does not find. 


A SHORT SONG OF CONGRATULATION 

Long-expected one and twenty, 
Ling’ring year, at last is flown; 

Pomp and pleasure, pride and plenty. 
Great Sir John, are all your own. 

Loosen’d from the minor’s tether. 

Free to mortgage or to sell, 
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Wild as wind, and light as feather. 

Bid the slaves of thrift farewell. 

Call the Betty's, Kate's, and Jenny's, 
Ev’ry name that laughs at care. 

Lavish of your Grandsire's guineas, 
Show the spirit of an heir. 

All that prey on vice and folly 
Joy to see their quarry fly, 

Here the gamester light and jolly. 

There the lender grave and sly. 

Wealth, Sir John, was made to wander. 
Let it wander as it will: 

See the jockey, see the pander, 

Bid them come, and take their fill. 

When the bonny blade carouses. 

Pocket full, and spirits high. 

What are acres? What are houses? 

Only dirt, or wet or dry. 

If the guardian or the mother 
Tell the woes of wilful waste. 

Scorn their counsel and their pother. 

You can hang or drown at last. 


ON THE DEATH OF MR. ROBERT LEVET, 
A PRACTISER IN PHYSIC 

Condemn'd to Hope's delusive mine. 

As on we toil from day to day. 

By sudden blasts, or slow decline. 

Our social' comforts drop away. 
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Well tried through many a varying year. 
See Levet to the grave descend; 

Officious, innocent, sincere, 

Of ev ry friendless name the friend. 

Yet still he fills Affection's eye. 

Obscurely wise, and coarsely kind; 

Nor, letter'd Arrogance, deny 
Thy praise to merit unrefin'd. 

When fainting Nature call’d for aid. 

And hov'ring Death prepar'd the blow. 

His vigorous remedy display'd 

The power of art without the show. 

In Misery's darkest cavern known. 

His useful care was ever nigh. 

Where hopeless Anguish pour'd his groan. 
And lonely Want retir'd to die. 

No summons mock'd by chill delay, 

No petty gain disdain'd by pride, 

The modest wants of ev'ry day 
The toil of ev'iy day supplied. 

His virtues walk'd their narrow round. 

Nor made a pause, nor left a void; 

And sure th' Eternal Master found 
The single talent well employ'd. 

The busy day, the peaceful night. 

Unfelt, uncounted, glided by; 

His frame was firm, his powers were bright. 
Though now his eightieth year was nigh. 
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Then with no throbbing fiery pain, 

No cold gradations of decay, 
Death broke at once the vital chain. 
And freed his soul the nearest way. 
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From MRS. PIOZZI’S ANECDOTES 
OF SAMUEL JOHNSON 

O NE day when my son was going to school, and 
dear Dr. Johnson followed as far as the garden 
gate, praying for his salvation, in a voice which those 
who listened attentively could hear plain enough, he 
said to me suddenly, "Make your boy tell you his 
dreams: the first corruption that entered into my heart 
was communicated in a dream/' What was it, Sir? said 
I. "Do not ask me,” replied he with much violence, and 
walked away in apparent agitation. I never durst make 
any further enquiries. 

Mr. Johnson was himself exceedingly disposed to the 
general indulgence of children, and was even scrupu- 
lously and ceremoniously attentive not to offend them: 
he had strongly persuaded himself of the difficulty peo- 
ple always find to erase early impressions either of kind- 
ness or resentment, and said, "He should never have so 
loved his mother when a man, had she not given him 
coffee she could ill afford, to gratify his appetite when 
a boy.” If you had had children Sir, said I, would you 
have taught them any thing? "I hope,” replied he, "that 
I should have willingly lived on bread and water to ob- 
tain instruction for them; but I would not have set their 
future friendship to hazard for the sake of thrusting into 
their heads knowledge of things for which they might 
not perhaps have either taste or necessity. You teach 
your daughters the diameters of the planets, and won- 
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der when you have done that they do not delight in 
your company. No science can be communicated by 
mortal creatures without attention from the scholar; no 
attention can be obtained from children without the in- 
fliction of pain, and pain is never remembered without 
resentment.” That something should be learned, was 
however so certainly his opinion, that I have heard him 
say, how education had been often compared to agri- 
culture, yet that it resembled it chiefly in this: “that if 
nothing is sown, no crop,” says he, “can be obtained.” 
His contempt of the lady who fancied her son could be 
eminent without study, because Shakespeare was found 
wanting in scholastic learning, was expressed in terms 
so gross and so well known, I will not repeat them here. 

Mr. Johnson caught me . . . reprimanding the daugh- 
ter of my housekeeper for having sat down unpermitted 
in her mother’s presence. “Why, she gets her living, 
does she not,” said he, “without her mother’s help? Let 
the wench alone,” continued he. And when we were 
again out of the women’s sight who were concerned in 
the dispute: “Poor people’s children, dear Lady (said 
he), never respect them: I did not respect my own 
mother, though I loved her: and one day, when in anger 
she called me a puppy, I asked her if she knew what 
they called a puppy’s mother.” 

Dr. Johnson delighted in his own partiality for Ox- 
ford; and one day, at my house, entertained five mem- 
bers of tire other university with various instances of 
the superiority of Oxford, enumerating the gigantic 
names of many men whom it had produced, with ap- 
parent triumph. At last I said to him, Why there hap- 
pens to be no less than five Cambridge men in the room 
now. “I did not,” said he, “think of that till you told me; 
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but the wolf don't count the sheep." When the company 
were retired, we happened to be talking of Dr. Barnard, 
the Provost of Eton, who died about that time; and 
after a long and just eulogium on his wit, his learning, 
and his goodness of heart: “He was the only man too," 
says Mr. Johnson quite seriously, “that did justice to my 
good breeding; and you may observe that I am well- 
bred to a degree of needless scrupulosity. No man," con- 
tinued he, not observing the amazement of his hearers, 
“no man is so cautious not to interrupt another; no man 
thinks it so necessary to appear attentive when others 
are speaking; no man so steadily refuses preference to 
himself, or so willingly bestows it on another, as I do; no 
body holds so strongly as I do the necessity of cere- 
mony, and the ill effects which follow the breach of it: 
yet people think me rude; but Barnard did me justice.” 

Says Garrick to him one day, Why did not you make 
me a tory, when we lived so much together, you love to 
make people tories? “Why,” says Johnson, pulling a 
heap of halfpence from his pocket, “did not the king 
make these guineas?” 

Dr. Johnson was liberal enough in granting literary 
assistance to others, I think; and innumerable are the 
prefaces, sermons, lectures, and dedications which he 
used to make for people who begged of him. Mr. 
Murphy related in his and my hearing one day, and he 
did not deny it, that when Murphy joked him the week 
before for having been so diligent of late between 
Dodd’s sermon and Kelly’s prologue, that Dr. Johnson 
replied, “Why, Sir, when they come to me with a dead 
stay-maker and a dying parson, what can a man do?” 
He said , however, that “he hated to give away literary 
performances, or even to sell them too cheaply: the next 
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generation shall not accuse me,” added he, “of beating 
down the price of literature: one hates, besides, ever to 
give that which one has been accustomed to sell; would 
not you. Sir,” turning to Mr. Thrale, * rather give away 
money than porter?” 

When I one day lamented the loss of a first cousin 
killed in America — “Prithee, my dear,” said he, “have 
done with canting: how would the world be worse for 
it, I may ask, if all your relations were at once spitted 
like larks, and roasted for Presto's supper?” Presto was 
the dog that lay under the table while we talked. 

When a well-known author published his poems in 
the year 1777: Such a one's verses are come out, said 
I: “Yes,” replied Johnson, “and this frost has struck 
them in again. Here are some lines I have written to 
ridicule them: but remember that I love the fellow 
dearly, now — for all I laugh, at him. 

Wheresoe’er I turn my view, 

All is strange, yet nothing new: 

Endless labour all along, 

Endless labour to be wrong; 

Phrase that Time has flung away; 

Uncouth words in disarray, 

Trick’d in antique ruff and bonnet. 

Ode, and elegy, and sonnet.” 

I could give another comical instance of caricatura 
imitation. Recollecting some day, when praising these 
verses of Lopez de Vega, 

Se a quien los leones vence 
Vence una muger hermosa 
O el de flaco averguenge 
O ella di ser mas furiosa . 

more than he thought they deserved, Mr. Johnson in- 
stantly observed “that they were founded on a trivial 
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conceit; and that conceit ill- explained, and ill-expressed 
beside. — The lady, we all know, does not conquer in the 
same manner as the lion does: ’Tis a mere play of 
words,” added he, 'and you might as well say, that 

If the man who turnips cries. 

Cry not when his father dies, 

’Tis a proof that he had rather 
Have a turnip than his father.” 

In the year 1777, or thereabouts, when all the talk 
was of an invasion, he said most pathetically one after- 
noon, "Alas! alas! how this unmeaning stuff spoils all my 
comfort in my friends’ conversation! Will the people 
never have done with it; and shall I never hear a sen- 
tence again without the French in it? Here is no in- 
vasion coming, and you know there is none. Let the 
vexatious and frivolous talk alone, or suffer it at least to 
teach you one truth; and learn by this perpetual echo 
of even unapprehended distress, how historians magnify 
events expected, or calamities endured; when you know 
they are at this very moment collecting all the big words 
they can find, in which to describe a consternation never 
felt, for a misfortune which never happened. Among all 
your lamentations, who eats the less? Who sleeps the 
worse, for one general’s ill success, or another’s capitula- 
tion? Oh , pray let us hear no more of it!” — No man 
however was more zealously attached to his party; he 
not only loved a tory himself, but he loved a man the 
better if he heard he hated a whig. "Dear Bathurst,” 
said he to me one day, "was a man to my very heart’s 
content: he hated a fool, and he hated a rogue, and he 
hated a whig; he was a very good hater ” 

Severity towards the poor was, in Dr. Johnson’s opin- 
ion (as is visible in his Life of Addison particularly). 
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an undoubted and constant attendant or consequence 
upon whiggism; and he was not contented with giving 
them relief, he wished to add also indulgence. He loved 
the poor as I never yet saw any one else do, with an 
earnest desire to make them happy. — What signifies, 
says some one, giving halfpence to common beggars? 
they only lay it out in gin or tobacco. “And why should 
they be denied such sweeteners of their existence?” says 
Johnson. “It is surely very savage to refuse them every 
possible avenue to pleasure, reckoned too coarse for our 
own acceptance. Life is a pill which none of us can bear 
to swallow without gilding; yet for the poor we delight 
in stripping it still barer, and are not ashamed to shew 
even visible displeasure, if ever the bitter taste is taken 
from their mouths,” In consequence of these principles 
he nursed whole nests of people in his house, where the 
lame, the blind, the sick, and the sorrowful found a sure 
retreat from all the evils whence his little income could 
secure them: and commonly spending the middle of the 
week at our house, he kept his numerous family in Fleet- 
street upon a settled allowance; but returned to them 
every Saturday, to give them three good dinners, and 
his company, before he came back to us on the Monday 
night — treating them with the same, or perhaps more 
ceremonious civility, than he would have done by as 
many people of fashion. 

When at Versailles the people shewed us the theatre. 
As we stood on the stage looking at some machinery for 
playhouse purposes: Now we are here, what shall we 
act, Mr. Johnson, — The Englishman at Paris? “No, no,” 
replied he, “we will try to act Harry the Fifth.” His dis- 
like of the French was well known to both nations, I 
believe; but he applauded the number of their books 
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and the graces of their style. “They have few senti- 
ments,” said he, “but they express them neatly; they 
have little meat too, but they dress it well.” Johnsons 
own notions about eating however was nothing less 
than delicate; a leg of pork boiled till it dropped from 
the bone, a veal-pye with plums and sugar, or the out- 
side cut of a salt buttock of beef, were his favourite 
dainties: with regard to drink, his liking was for the 
strongest, as it was not the flavour, but the effect he 
sought for, and professed to desire; and when I first 
knew him, he used to pour capillaire into his Port wine. 
For the last twelve years however, he left off all fer- 
mented liquors. To make himself some amends indeed, 
he took his chocolate liberally, pouring in large quan- 
tities of cream, or even melted butter; and was so fond 
of fruit, that though he usually eat seven or eight large 
peaches of a morning before breakfast began, and 
treated them with proportionate attention after dinner 
again, yet I have heard him protest that he never had 
quite as much as he wished of wall-fruit, except once 
in his life, and that was when we were all together at 
Ombersley, the seat of my Lord Sandys. I was saying 
to a friend one day, that I did not like goose; one smells 
it so while it is roasting, said I: “But you, Madam,” re- 
plies the Doctor, “have been at all times a fortunate 
woman, having always had your hunger so forestalled 
by indulgence, that you never experienced the delight 
of smelling your dinner beforehand.” Which pleasure, 
answered I pertly, is to be enjoyed in perfection by such 
as have the happiness to pass through Porridge-Island 
of a morning. “Come, come,” says he gravely, “lets 
have no sneering at what is so serious to so many: hun- 
dreds of your fellow-creatures, dear Lady, turn another 
way, that they may not be tempted by the luxuries of 
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Porridge-Island to wish for gratifications they are not 
able to obtain: you are certainly not better than all of 
them ; give God thanks that you are happier.” 

Solitude (added he one day) is dangerous to reason, 
without being favourable to virtue. 

“No person,” said he one day, “goes under-dressed 
till he thinks himself of consequence enough to forbear 
carrying the badge of his rank upon his back.” And in 
answer to the arguments urged by Puritans, Quakers, 
&c. against showy decorations of the human figure, I 
once heard him exclaim, “Oh, let us not be found when 
our Master calls us, ripping the lace off our waistcoats, 
but the spirit of contention from our souls and tongues! 
Let us all conform in outward customs, which are of no 
consequence, to the manners of those whom we live 
among, and despise such paltry distinctions. Alas, Sir,” 
continued he, “a man who cannot get to heaven in a 
green coat, will not find his way thither the sooner in a 
grey one.” On an occasion of less consequence, when he 
turned his back on Lord Bolingbroke in the rooms 
at Brighthelmstone, he made this excuse: “I am not 
obliged. Sir,” said he to Mr. Thrale, who stood fretting, 
“to find reasons for respecting the rank of him who will 
not condescend to declare it by his dress or some other 
visible mark: what are stars and other signs of superior- 
ity made for?” 

The truth is, nobody suffered more from pungent sor- 
row at a friend's death than Johnson, though he would 
suffer no one else to complain of their losses in the same 
way; “for,” says he, “we must either outlive our friends 
you know, or our friends must outlive us; and I see no 
man that would hesitate about the choice.” 
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I asked him upon this, if he ever disputed with his 
wife? (I had heard that he loved her passionately.) “Per- 
petually,” said he, “my wife had a particular reverence 
for cleanliness, and desired the praise of neatness in her 
dress and furniture, as many ladies do, till they become 
troublesome to their best friends, slaves to their own 
besoms, and only sigh for the hour of sweeping their 
husbands out of the house as dirt and useless lumber: a 
clean floor is so comfortable, she would say sometimes, 
by way of twitting; till at last I told her, that I thought 
we had had talk enough about the floor , we would now 
have a touch at the ceiling 

Johnson loved his dinner exceedingly, and has often 
said in my hearing, perhaps for my edification, “that 
wherever the dinner is ill got there is poverty, or there 
is avarice, or there is stupidity; in short, the family is 
somehow grossly wrong: for,” continued he, “a man 
seldom thinks with more earnestness of any thing than 
he does of his dinner; and if he cannot get that well 
dressed, he should be suspected of inaccuracy in other 
things.” One day when he was speaking upon the sub- 
ject, I asked him, if he ever huffed his wife about his 
dinner? “So often,” replied he, “that at last she called to 
me, and said, ‘Nay, hold Mr. Johnson, and do not make 
a farce of thanking God for a dinner which in a few 
minutes you will protest not eatable/ ” 

Mr. Johnson's hatred of the Scotch is so well known, 
and so many of his bons mots expressive of that hatred 
have been already repeated in so many books and pam- 
phlets, that ’tis perhaps scarcely worth while to write 
down the conversation between him and a friend of that 
nation who always resides in London, and who at his 
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return from the Hebrides asked him, with a firm tone of 
voice, What he thought of his country? "That it is a very 
vile country to be sure, Sir,” returned for answer Dr. 
Johnson. "Well, Sir!” replies the other somewhat morti- 
fied, “God made it.” “Certainly he did,” answers Mr. 
Johnson again; “but we must always remember that he 
made it for Scotchmen, and comparisons are odious, Mr. 
S ; but God made hell.” 

He certainly rode on Mr. Thr ale's old hunter with a 
good firmness, and though he would follow the hounds 
fifty miles an end sometimes, would never own himself 
either tired or amused. “I have now learned,” said he, 
“by hunting, to perceive, that it is no diversion at all, 
nor ever takes a man out of himself for a moment: the 
dogs have less sagacity than I could have prevailed on 
myself to suppose; and the gentlemen often call to me 
not to ride over them. It is very strange, and very mel- 
ancholy, that the paucity of human pleasures should 
persuade us ever to call hunting one of them.” — He was 
however proud to be amongst the sportsmen; and I 
think no praise ever went so close to his heart, as when 
Mr. Hamilton called out one day upon Brighthelmstone 
Downs, Why Johnson rides as well, for aught I see, as 
the most illiterate fellow in England. 

One day when he was in a humour to record some of 
them, he told us the following tale: “A person,” said he, 
“had for these last five weeks often called at my door, 
but would not leave his name, or other message; but 
that he wished to speak with me. At last we met, and he 
told me that he was oppressed by scruples of con- 
science; I blamed him gently for not applying, as the 
rules of our church direct, to his parish priest or other 
discreet clergyman; when, after some compliments on 



MRS. PIOZZFS ANECDOTES 751 

his part, he told me, that he was clerk to a very eminent 
trader, at whose warehouses much business consisted in 
packing goods in order to go abroad: that he was often 
tempted to take paper and packthread enough for his 
own use, and that he had indeed done so so often, that 
he could recollect no time when he ever had bought any 
for himself. — 'But probably/ said I, your master was 
wholly indifferent with regard to such trivial emolu- 
ments; you had better ask for it at once, and so take 
your trifles with consent/ — 'Oh, Sir!/ replies the visitor, 
'my master bid me have as much as I pleased, and was 
half angry when I talked to him about it/ — 'Then pray 
Sir/ said I, 'teize me no more about such airy nothings’ 
— and was going on to be very angry, when I recol- 
lected that the fellow might be mad perhaps; so I asked 
him, 'When he left the counting-house of an evening?’ 
— 'At seven o’clock. Sir/ — -'And when do you go to-bed. 
Sir?’ — 'At twelve o’clock.’ — -'Then/ replied I, 'I have at 
least learned thus much by my new acquaintance; — 
that five hours of the four-and-twenty unemployed are 
enough for a man to go mad in; so I would advise you 
Sir, to study algebra, if you are not an adept already in 
it: your head would get less muddy , and you will leave 
off tormenting your neighbours about paper and pack- 
thread, while we all live together in a world that is 
bursting with sin and sorrow/ It is perhaps needless to 
add, that this visitor came no more/’ 

Another strange thing he told me once which there 
was no danger of forgetting: how a young gentleman 
called on him one morning, and told him that his father 
having, just before his death, dropped suddenly into the 
enjoyment of an ample fortune, he, the son, was willing 
to qualify himself for genteel society by adding sqme 
literature to his other endowments, and wished to be 
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put in an easy way of obtaining it. Johnson recom- 
mended the university: “for you read Latin, Sir, with 
facility .” “I read it a little to be sure, Sir.” “But do you 
read it with facility , I say?” “Upon my word, Sir, I do 
not very well knpw, but I rather believe not.” Mr. John- 
son now began to recommend other branches of science, 
when he found languages at such an immeasurable dis- 
tance, and advising him to study natural history, there 
arose some talk about animals, and their divisions into 
oviparous and viviparous; “And the cat here, Sir,” said 
the youth who wished for instruction, “pray in which 
class is she?” Our doctor’s patience and desire of doing 
good began now to give way to the natural roughness 
of his temper. “You would do well,” said he, “to look 
for some person to be always about you, Sir, who is 
capable of explaining such matters, and not come to us 
(there were some literary friends present as I recollect) 
to know whether the cat lays eggs or not: get a discreet 
man to keep you company, there are so many who 
would be glad of your table and fifty pounds a year.” 

When Sir Joshua Reynolds had painted his portrait 
looking into the slit of his pen, and holding it almost 
close to his eye, as was his general custom, he felt dis- 
pleased, and told me “he would not be known by pos- 
terity for his defects only, let Sir Joshua do his worst.” 
I said in reply, that Reynolds had no such difficulties 
about himself, and that he might observe the picture 
which hung up in the room where we were talking, rep- 
resented Sir Joshua holding his ear in his hand to catch 
the sound. “He may paint himself as deaf if he chuses,” 
replied Johnson; “but I will not be blinking Sam.” 





From FANNY BURNEY’S DIARY 


28th March [1777] 

My dear Daddy, 

My dear father seemed well pleased at my returning 
to my time; and that is no small consolation and pleas- 
ure to me. So now, to our Thursday morning party. 

Mrs. and Miss Thrale, Miss Owen, and Mr. Seward 
came long before Lexiphanes. Mrs. Thrale is a very 
pretty woman still; she is extremely lively and chatty; 
has no supercilious or pedantic airs, and is really gay 
and agreeable. Her daughter is about twelve years old, 
(stiff and proud), I believe, (or else shy and reserved: 
I don’t yet know which) . Miss Owen, who is a relation, 
is good-humoured and sensible enough ; she is a sort of 
butt, and, as such, a general favourite; for those sort of 
characters are prodigiously useful in drawing out the 
wit and pleasantry of others. Mr. Seward is a very po- 
lite, agreeable young man. 

My sister Burney was invited to meet and play to 
them. The conversation was supported with a good deal 
of vivacity (N.B. my father being at home) for about 
half an hour, and then Hetty and Susette for the first 
time in public , played a duet; and in the midst of this 
performance Dr. Johnson was announced. He is, in- 
deed, very ill-favoured; is tall and stout; but stoops ter- 
ribly; he is almost bent double. His mouth is almost 
[continually opening and shutting], as if he was chew- 
ing. He has a strange method of frequently twirling his 
fingers, and twisting his hands. His body is in continual 
agitation, see-sawing up and down; his feet are never 
753 
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a moment quiet; and, in short, his whole person is in 
perpetual motion. His dress, too, considering the times, 
and that he had meant to put on his best becomes, being 
engaged to dine in a large company, was as much out 
of the common road as his figure; he had a large wig, 
snuff-colour coat, and gold buttons, but no ruffles to 
his [shirt], doughty fists, and black worsted stockings. 
He is shockingly near-sighted, and did not, till she held 
out her hand to him, even know Mrs. Thrale. He poked 
his nose over the keys of the harpsichord, till the duet 
was finished, and then my father introduced Hetty to 
him as an old acquaintance, and he cordially kissed her! 
When she was a little girl, he had made her a present of 
The Idler . 

His attention, however, was not to be diverted five 
minutes from the books, as we were in the library; he 
pored over them, shelf by shelf, almost touching the 
backs of them with his eye-lashes, as he read their titles. 
At last, having fixed upon one, he began, without 
further ceremony, to read to himself, all the time stand- 
ing at a distance from the company. We were all very 
much provoked, as we perfectly languished to hear him 
talk; but it seems he is the most silent creature, when 
not particularly drawn out, in the world. 

My sister then played another duet with my father; 
but Dr. Johnson was so deep in the Encyclopedic that, 
as he is very deaf, I question if he even knew what was 
going forward. When this was over, Mrs. Thrale, in a 
laughing manner, said, “Pray, Dr. Burney, can you tell 
me what that song was and whose, which Savoi sung 
last night at Bach’s Concert, and which you did not 
hear?” My father confessed himself by no means so 
good a diviner, not having had time to consult the stars, 
though in the house of Sir Isaac Newton. However, 
wishing to draw Dr. Johnson into some conversation, he 
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told him the question. The Doctor, seeing his drift, 
good-naturedly put away his book, and said very drolly, 
"And pray, Sir, who is Bach? is he a piper?” Many ex- 
clamations of surprise, you will believe, followed this 
question. "Why you have read his name often in the 
papers,” said Mrs. Thrale; and then she gave him some 
account of his Concert, and the number of fine per- 
formances she had heard at it. 

"Pray,” said he, gravely, "Madam, what is the ex- 
pense?” 

"O!” answered she, "much trouble and solicitation, to 
get a Subscriber’s Ticket; — or else, half a Guinea.” 

"Trouble and solicitation,” said he, "I will have noth- 
ing to do with; but I would be willing to give eighteen 
pence.” 

Ha! ha! 

Chocolate being then brought, we adjourned to the 
drawing-room. And here, Dr. Johnson being taken from 
the books, entered freely and most cleverly into con- 
versation; though it is remarkable he never speaks at 
all, but when spoken to; nor does he ever start , though 
he so admirably supports, any subject. 

The whole party was engaged to dine at Mrs. Mon- 
tagus. Dr. Johnson said he had received the most flat- 
tering note he had ever read, or that any body else had 
ever read, by way of invitation. 'Well! so have I too,” 
cried Mrs. Thrale; "so if a note from Mrs. Montagu is 
to be boasted of, I beg mine may not be forgot.” 

" Your note,” cried Dr. Johnson, "can bear no com- 
parison with mine ; I am at the head of the Philosophers, 
she says.” 

"And I,” cried Mrs. Thrale, “have all the Muses in my 
trainr 

"A fair battle,” said my father. "Come, compliment 
for compliment, and see who will hold out longest.” 
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"Oh! I am afraid for Mrs. Thrale,” cried Mr. Seward; 
"for I know Mrs. Montagu exerts all her forces, when 
she attacks Dr. Johnson.” 

"Oh, yes!” said Mrs. Thrale, "she has often, I know, 
flattered him, till he has been ready to faint.” 

"Well, ladies,” said my father, "you must get him 
between you today, and see which can lay on the paint 
thickest, Mrs. Thrale or Mrs. Montagu.” 

"I had rather,” cried the Doctor, drily, "go to Bachs 
Concert!” 

The next name that was started, was that of Sir John 
Hawkins: and Mrs. Thrale said, "Why now. Dr. John- 
son, he is another of those whom you suffer nobody to 
abuse but yourself; Garrick is one, too; for if any other 
person speaks against him, you browbeat him in a 
minute!” 

"Why, madam,” answered he, "they don’t know when 
to abuse him, and when to praise him; I will allow no 
man to speak ill of David that he does not deserve; and 
as to Sir John, why really I believe him to be an honest 
man at the bottom: but to be sure he is penurious, and 
he is mean, and it must be owned he has a degree of 
brutality, and a tendency to savageness, that cannot 
easily be defended.” 

We all laughed, as he meant we should, at this curi- 
ous manner of speaking in his favour, and he then 
related an anecdote that he said he knew to be true in 
regard to his meanness. He said that Sir John and he 
once belonged to the same club, but that as he eat no 
supper after the first night of his admission, he desired 
to be excused paying his share. 

"And was he excusedP’ 

"Oh yes; for no man is angry at another for being 
inferior to himself; we all scorned him, and admitted 
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his plea. For my part I was such a fool as to pay my 
share for wine, though I never tasted any. But Sir John 
was a most unclub able man!” 

Before dinner, to my great joy. Dr. Johnson returned 
home from War ley Common. I followed Mrs. Thrale 
into the library to see him, and he is so near-sighted that 
he took me for Miss Streatfield: but he did not welcome 
me less kindly when he found his mistake, which Mrs. 
Thrale made known by saying, “No, > tis Miss S treat- 
field’s rival, Miss Burney.” 

At tea-time the subject turned upon the domestic 
economy of Dr. Johnson’s own household. Mrs. Thrale 
has often acquainted me that his house is quite filled 
and overrun with all sorts of strange creatures, whom he 
admits for mere charity, and because nobody else will 
admit them — for his charity is unbounded — or, rather, 
bounded only by his circumstances. 

The account he gave of the adventures and absurd- 
ities of the set was highly diverting, but too diffused for 
writing, though one or two speeches I must give. I think 
I shall occasionally theatricalise my dialogues. 

Mrs. Thrale. — Pray, sir, how does Mrs. Williams like 
all this tribe? 

Dr. Johnson. — Madam, she does not like them at all; 
but their fondness for her is not greater. She and De 
Mullin quarrel incessantly; but as they can both be oc- 
casionally of service to each other, and as neither of 
them have any other place to go to, their animosity does 
not force them to separate. 

Mrs. T. — And pray, sir, what is Mr. Macbean? 

Dr. J. — Madam, he is a Scotchman; he is a man of 
great learning, and for his learning I respect him, and 
I wish to serve him. He knows many languages, and 
knows them well; but he knows nothing of life. I ad- 
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vised him to write a geographical dictionary; but I have 
lost all hopes of his ever doing anything properly, since 
I found he gave as much labour to Capua as to Rome. 

Mr. T. — And pray who is clerk of your kitchen, sir? 

Dr. J. — Why, sir, I am afraid there is none; a general 
anarchy prevails in my kitchen, as I am told by Mr. 
Levat, who says it is not now what it used to be! 

Mrs. T. — Mr. Levat, I suppose, sir, has the office of 
keeping the hospital in health? for he is an apothecary. 

Dr. J. — Levat, madam, is a brutal fellow, but I have 
a good regard for him; for his brutality is in his man- 
ners, not his mind. 

Mr. T. — But how do you get your dinners drest? 

Dr. J. — Why, De Mullin has the chief management 
of the kitchen; but our roasting is not magnificent, for 
we have no jack. 

Mr. T. — No jack? Why, how do they manage with- 
out? 

Dr. J. — Small joints, I believe, they manage with a 
string, and larger are done at the tavern. I have some 
thoughts (with a profound gravity) of buying a jack, 
because I think a jack is some credit to a house. 

Mr. T. — Well, but you’ll have a spit, too? 

Dr. J. — No, sir, no; that would be superfluous; foi 
we shall never use it; and if a jack is seen, a spit will be 
presumed! 

Mrs. T. — But pray, sir, who is the Poll you talk of? 
She that you used to abet in her quarrels with Mrs. 
Williams, and call out, “At her again, Poll! Never flinch, 
Poll”? 

Dr. J. — Why, I took to Poll very well at first, but she 
won’t do upon a nearer examination. 

Mrs. T. — How came she among you, sir? 

Dr. J. — Why, I don’t rightly remember, but we could 
spare her very well from us. Poll is a stupid slut; I had 
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some hopes of her at first; but, when I talked to her 
tightly and closely, I could make nothing of her; she 
was wiggle-waggle, and I could never persuade her to 
be categorical. 

Mrs. T. — Tomorrow, sir, Mrs. Montagu dines here, 
and then you will have talk enough. 

Dr. Johnson began to see-saw, with a countenance 
strongly expressive of inward fun, and after enjoying 
it some time in silence, he suddenly and with great an- 
imation turned to me and cried, 

“Down with her, Burney! — down with her! — spare 
her not! attack her, fight her, and down with her at 
once! You are a rising wit, and she is at the top; and 
when I was beginning the world, and was nothing and 
nobody, the joy of my life was to fire at all the estab- 
lished wits; and then everybody loved to halloo me on. 
But there is no game now, everybody would be glad to 
see me conquered; but then, when I was new, to van- 
quish the great ones was all the delight of my poor little 
dear soul! So at her, Burney, — at her, and down with 
her!” 

Norbury Park , Sunday , Nov. 28 [1784 ] — Last Thurs- 
day, Nov. 25, my father set me down at Bolt Court, 
while he went on upon business. I was anxious to again 
see poor Dr. Johnson, who has had terrible health since 
his return from Lichfield. He let me in, though very ill. 
He was alone, which I much rejoiced at; for I had a 
longer and more satisfactory conversation with him than 
I have had for many months. He was in rather better 
spirits, too, than I have lately seen him; but he told me 
he was going to try what sleeping out of town might 
do for him. 

“I remember,” said he, “that my wife, when she was 
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near her end, poor woman, was also advised to sleep 
out of town; and when she was carried to the lodgings 
that had been prepared for her, she complained that the 
staircase was in very bad condition — for the plaster was 
beaten off the walls in many places. 'Oh,' said the man 
of the house, 'that’s nothing but by the knocks against 
it of the coffins of the poor souls that have died in the 
lodgings!’ ” 

He laughed, though not without apparent secret an- 
guish, in telling me this. I felt extremely shocked, but, 
willing to confine my words at least to the literal story, 
I only exclaimed against the unfeeling absurdity of 
such a confession. 

"Such a confession,” cried he, "to a person then com- 
ing to try his lodging for her health, contains, indeed, 
more absurdity than we can well lay our account for.” 

I had seen Miss T[hrale] the day before. 

"So,” said he, "did I.” 

I then said, "Do you ever, sir, hear from her mother?” 

"No,” cried he, "nor write to her. I drive her quite 
from my mind. If I meet with one of her letters, I burn 
it instantly. I have burnt all I can find. I never speak of 
her, and I desire never to hear of her more. I drive her, 
as I said, wholly from my mind.” 

Yet, wholly to change this discourse, I gave him a 
history of the Bristol milk-woman and told him the tales 
I had heard of her writing so wonderfully, though she 
had read nothing but Young and Milton; "though 
those,” I continued, "could never possibly, I should 
think, be the first authors with anybody. Would chil- 
dren understand them? and grown people who have not 
read are children in literature.” 

"Doubtless,” said he; "but there is nothing so little 
comprehended among mankind as what is genius. They 



FANNY BURNEY'S DIARY 761 

give to it all, when it can be but a part. Genius is noth- 
ing more than knowing the use of tools; but there must 
be tools for it to use: a man who has spent all his life in 
this room will give a very poor account of what is con- 
tained in the next/’ 

“Certainly, sir; yet there is such a thing as invention? 
Shakespeare could never have seen a Caliban.” 

“No; but he had seen a man, and knew, therefore, 
how to vary him to a monster. A man who would draw a 
monstrous cow, must first know what a cow commonly 
is; or how can he tell that to give her an ass's head or 
an elephant’s tusk will make her monstrous? Suppose 
you show me a man who is a very expert carpenter; 
another will say he was born to be a carpenter — but 
what if he had never seen any wood? Let two men, one 
with genius, the other with none, look at an overturned 
waggon: — he who has no genius, will think of the wag- 
gon only as he sees it, overturned, and walk on; he who 
has genius, will paint it to himself before it was over- 
turned, — standing still, and moving on, and heavy 
loaded, and empty; but both must see the waggon, to 
think of it at all.” 

How just and true all this, my dear Susy! He then 
animated, and talked on, upon this milk-woman, upon 
a once as famous shoemaker, and upon our immortal 
Shakespeare, with as much fire, spirit, wit, and truth 
of criticism and judgment, as ever yet I have heard him. 
How delightfully bright are his faculties, though the poor- 
and infirm machine that contains them seems alarmingly 
giving way. 

Yet, all brilliant as he was, I saw him growing worse, 
and offered to go, which, for the first time I ever re- 
member, he did not oppose; but, most kindly pressing 
both my hands, 
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“Be not,” he said, in a voice of even tenderness, “be 
not long in coming again for my letting you go now.” 

I assured him I would be the sooner, and was run- 
ning off, but he called me back, in a solemn voice, and, 
in a manner the most energetic, said, 

“Remember me in your prayers!” 
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